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EUGENIE  GRANDET 


PREFACE 

With  Eugenie  Grandet,  as  with  one  or  two,  but  only  one 
or  two  others  of  Balzac's  works,  we  come  to  a  case  of  Quis 
vituperavit?  Here,  and  perhaps  here  only,  with  Le  Medecvn 
de  Campagne  and  Le  Pere  Goriot,  though  there  may  be 
carpers  and  depreciators,  there  are  no  open  deniers  of  the 
merit  of  the  work.  The  pathos  of  Eugenie,  the  mastery 
of  Grandet,  the  success  of  the  minor  characters,  especially 
Nanon,  are  universally  recognized.  The  importance  of  the 
work  has  sometimes  been  slightly  questioned  even  by  those 
who  admit  its  beauty:  but  this  questioning  can  only  support 
itself  on  the  unavowed  but  frequently  present  conviction  or 
suspicion  that  a  "  good  "  or  "  goody  "  book  must  be  a  weak 
one.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  no  book  can  be,  or  can  be  asked 
to  be,  better  than  perfect  on  its  own  scheme,  and  with  its 
own  conditions.  And  on  its  own  scheme  and  with  its  own 
conditions  Eugenie  Grandet  is  very  nearly  perfect. 

On  the  character  of  the  heroine  will  turn  the  final  decision 
whether,  as  has  been  said  by  some  (I  believe  I  might  be 
charged  with  having  said  it  myself),  Balzac's  virtuous  char- 
acters are  always  more  theatrical  than  real.  The  decision 
must  take  in  the  Benassis  of  Le  Medecin  de  Campagne,  but 
with  him  it  will  have  less  difficulty ;  for  Benassis,  despite 
the  beauty  and  pathos  of  his  confession,  is  a  little  "  a  person 
of  the  boards  "  in  his  unfailing  providential  character  and 
his  complete  devotion  to  others.  Must  Eugenie,  his  feminine 
companion  in  goodness,  be  put  on  these  boards  likewise.'' 

I  admit  that  of  late  years,  and  more  particularly  since  the 
undertaking  of  this  present  task  made  necessary  to  me  a 
more  complete  and  methodical  study  of  the  whole  works, 
including  the  most  miscellaneous  miscellanies,  than  I  had 
previously  given,  my  estimate  of  Balzac's  goodness  has  gone 
up  very  much — that  of  his  greatness  had  no  need  of  raising. 
But  I  still  think  that  even  about  Eugenie  there  is  a  very  little 
unreality,  a  slight  touch  of  that  ignorance  of  the  actual 
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nature  of  girls  which  even  fervent  admirers  of  French  novel- 
ists in  general,  and  of  Balzac  in  particular,  have  confessed 
to  finding  in  them  and  him.  That  Eug6nie  should  be  entirely 
subjugated  first  by  the  splendor,  and  then  by  the  misfortune, 
of  her  Parisian  cousin,  is  not  in  the  least  unnatural ;  nor  do  I 
for  one  moment  pretend  to  deny  the  possibility  or  the  like- 
lihood of  her  having 

"  lifted  up  her  eyes, 
And  loved  him  with  that  love  which  was  her  doom." 

It  is  also  difficult  to  make  too  much  allowance  for  the  fatal 
effect  of  an  education  under  an  insignificant  if  amiable 
mother  and  a  tyrannical  father,  and  of  a  confinement  to  an 
excessively  small  circle  of  extremely  provincial  society,  on  a 
disposition  of  more  nobility  than  intellectual  height  or  range. 
Still  it  must,  I  think,  be  permitted  to  the  advocatus  diaboli 
to  urge  that  Eugenie's  martyrdom  is  almost  too  thorough; 
that  though  complete,  it  is  not,  as  Gautier  said  of  his  own 
ill  luck,  "  artistement  complet " ;  that  though  it  may  be 
difficult  to  put  the  finger  on  any  special  blot,  to  say,  "  Here 
the  girl  should  have  revolted,"  or,  "  Here  she  would  have 
behaved  in  some  other  way  differently  " ;  still  there  is  a  vague 
sense  of  incomplete  lifelikeness — of  that  tendency  to  mirage 
and  exaggeration  which  has  been,  and  will  be,  so  often  noticed. 
Still  it  is  vague  and  not  unpleasantly  obtrusive,  and  in  all 
other  ways  Eugenie  is  a  triumph.  It  is  noticeable  that  her 
creator  has  dwelt  on  the  actual  traits  of  her  face  with  much 
more  distinctness  than  is  usual  with  him ;  for  Balzac's  ex- 
traordinary minuteness  in  many  ways  does  not  invariably 
extend  to  physical  charms.  This  minuteness  is  indeed  so 
great  that  one  has  a  certain  suspicion  of  the  head  being  taken 
from  a  live  and  special  original.  Nor  is  her  physical  pres- 
ence— abominably  libeled,  there  is  no  doubt,  by  Mme.  des 
Grassins — the  only  distinct  thing  about  Eugenie.  We  see 
her  hovering  about  the  beau  cousin  with  an  innocent  officious- 
ness  capable  of  committing  no  less  the  major  crime  of  lending 
him  money  than  the  minor,  but  even  more  audacious  because 
open,    one    of    letting   him    have    sugar.     She    is   perfectly 
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natural  in  the  courage  with  which  she  bears  her  father's 
uniust  rage,  and  in  the  forgiveness  which,  quite  as  a  matter 
of  course,  she  extends  to  him  after  he  has  broken  her  own 
peace  and  her  mother's  heart.  It  is  perhaps  necessary  to 
be  French  to  comprehend  entirely  why  she  could  not  heap 
that  magnificent  pile  of  coals  of  fire  on  her  unworthy  cousm  s 
head  without  flinging  herself  and  her  seventeen  millions  into 
the  arms  of  somebody  else;  but  the  thing  can  be  accepted 
if  not  quite  understood.  And  the  whole  transaction  of  this 
heaping  is  admirable. 

If  the  criticism  be  not  thought  something  ot  a  super- 
subtlety,  it  may  perhaps  be  suggested  that  the  inferiority 
which  has  generally  been  acknowledged  in  the  lover  is  a  con- 
fession or  indication  that  there  is  something  very  slightly 
wrong  with  the  scheme  of  Eugenie  herself— that  if  she  had 
been  absolutely  natural,  it  would  not  have  been  necessary 
to  make  Charles  not  merely  a  thankless  brute,  but  a  heedless 
fool  However  great  a  scoundrel  the  ex-slave-trader  may 
have  been  (and  as  presented  to  us  earlier  he  does  not  seem 
so  much  scoundrelly  as  shallow),  his  respectable  occupation 
must  have  made  him  a  smart  man  of  business;  and  as  such, 
before  burning  his  boats  by  such  a  letter  as  he  writes,  he 
might  surely  have  found  out  how  the  land  lay.  But  this 
does  not  matter  much.  .      •  i 

Nanon  is,  of  course,  quite  excellent.  She  is  not  stupid,  as 
her  kind  are  supposed  to  be;  she  is  only  blmdly  faithful,  as 
well  as  thoroughly  good-hearted.  Nor  is  the  unfortunate 
Mme.  Grandet  an  idiot,  nor  are  any  of  the  comparses  mere 
dummies.  But  naturally  they  all,  even  Eugenie  herself  to 
some  extent,  serve  mainly  as  set-ofFs  to  the  terrible  Grandet. 
In  him  Balzac,  a  Frenchman  of  Frenchmen,  has  boldly  de- 
picted perhaps  the  worst  and  the  commonest  vice  of  the 
French  character,  the  vice  which  is  more  common,  and  cer- 
tainly worse  than  either  the  frivolity  or  the  license  with  which 
the  nation  is  usually  charged— the  pushmg,  to  wit,  ot  thritt 
to  the  loathsome  excess  of  an  inhuman  avarice.  But  he  has 
justified  himself  to  his  country  by  communicating  to  his^hero 
an  unquestioned  grandeur.  The  mirage  works  again,  but  it 
works  with  splendid  effect.     One  need  not  be  a  sentimentalist 
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to  shudder  a  little  at  the  ta  ta  ta  ta  of  Grandet,  the  refrain 
of  a  money-grubbing  which  almost  escapes  greediness  by  its 
diabolical  extravagance  and  success. 

The  bibliography  of  Eugenie  Grandet  is  not  complicated. 
Balzac  tried  the  first  chapter  (there  were  originally  seven) 
in  UEurope  Litteraire  for  September  19,  1833 ;  but  he  did 
not  continue  it  there,  and  it  appeared  complete  in  the  first 
volume  of  Scenes  de  la  Vie  de  Province  next  year.  Charpen- 
tier  republished  it  in  a  single  volume  in  1839.  The  Comedie 
engulfed  it  in  1843,  the  chapter  divisions  then  disappearing. 

G.  S. 


EUGENIE   GRANDET 

To  Maria. 

Your  portrait  is  the  fairest  ornament  of  this  book, 
and  here  it  is  fitting  that  your  name  should  be  set, 
like  the  branch  of  box  taken  from  some  unknown 
garden  to  lie  for  a  while  in  the  holy  water,  and 
afterwards  set  by  pious  hands  above  the  threshold, 
where  the  green  spray,  ever  renewed,  is  a  sacred 
talisman  to  ward  off  all  evil  from  the  house. 

IN  some  country  towns  there  are  houses  more  depress- 
ing to  the  sight  than  the  dimmest  cloister,  the  most  mel- 
ancholy ruins,  or  the  dreariest  stretch  of  sandy  waste.  Per- 
haps such  houses  combine  the  characteristics  of  all  the  three, 
and  to  the  dumb  silence  of  the  monastery  they  unite  the 
gauntness  and  grimness  of  the  ruin,  and  the  arid  desolation 
of  the  waste.  So  little  sign  is  there  of  life  or  of  movement 
about  them,  that  a  stranger  might  take  them  for  unin- 
habited dwellings ;  but  the  sound  of  an  unfamiliar  footstep 
brings  someone  to  the  window,  a  passive  face  suddenly  ap- 
pears above  the  sill,  and  the  traveler  receives  a  listless  and 
indifferent  glance — it  is  almost  as  if  a  monk  leaned  out 
to  look  for  a  moment  on  the  world. 

There  is  one  particular  house  front  in  Saumur  which  pos- 
sesses all  these  melancholy  characteristics ;  the  house  is  still 
standing  at  the  end  of  the  steep  street  which  leads  to  the 
castle,  at  the  upper  end  of  the  town.  The  street  is  very 
quiet  nowadays ;  it  is  hot  in  summer  and  cold  in  winter, 
and  very  dark  in  places ;  besides  this,  it  is  remarkably  nar- 
row and  crooked,  there  is  a  peculiarly  formal  and  sedate 
air  about  its  houses,  and  it  is  curious  how  every  sound 
reverberates  through  it — the  cobblestones  (always  clean  and 
dry)  ring  with  every  passing  footfall. 

This  is  the  oldest  part  of  the  town,  the  ramparts  rise 
immediately  above  it.     The  houses  of  the  quarter  have  stood 
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for  three  centuries ;  and  albeit  they  are  built  of  wood,  thej 
are  strong  and  sound  yet.  Each  house  has  a  certain  char- 
acter of  its  own,  so  that  for  the  artist  and  antiquary  this 
is  the  most  attractive  part  of  the  town  of  Saumur.  Indeed, 
it  would  hardly  be  possible  to  go  past  the  house  without 
a  wondering  glance  at  the  grotesque  figures  carved  on  the 
projecting  ends  of  the  huge  beams,  set  like  a  black  bas- 
relief  above  the  ground  floor  of  almost  every  dwelling. 
Sometimes,  where  these  beams  have  been  protected  from  the 
weather  by  slates,  a  strip  of  dull  blue  runs  across  the  crum- 
bling walls,  and  crowning  the  whole  is  a  high-pitched  roof 
oddly  curved  and  bent  with  age ;  the  shingle  boards  that 
cover  it  are  all  warped  and  twisted  by  the  alternate  sun 
and  rain  of  many  a  year.  There  are  bits  of  delicate  carving 
too,  here  and  there,  though  you  can  scarcely  make  them  out, 
on  the  worn  and  blackened  window  sills  that  seemed  scarcely 
strong  enough  to  bear  the  weight  of  the  red  flower-pot  in 
which  some  poor  workwoman  has  set  her  tree  carnation  or 
her  monthly  rose. 

Still  further  along  the  street  there  are  more  pretentious 
house-doors  studded  with  huge  nails.  On  these  our  fore- 
fathers exercised  their  ingenuity,  tracing  hieroglyphs  and 
mysterious  signs  which  were  once  understood  in  every  house- 
hold, but  all  clews  to  their  meaning  are  forgotten  now — 
they  will  be  understood  no  more  of  any  mortal.  In  such 
wise  would  a  Protestant  make  his  profession  of  faith,  there 
also  would  a  Leaguer  curse  Henry  IV.  in  graven  symbols. 
A  burgher  would  commemorate  his  civic  dignities,  the  glory 
of  his  long-forgotten  tenure  of  office  as  alderman  or  sheriff. 
On  these  old  houses,  if  we  could  but  read  it,  the  history  of 
France  is  chronicled. 

Beside  the  rickety  little  tenement  built  of  wood,  with 
masonry  of  the  roughest,  upon  the  wall  of  which  the  crafts- 
man has  set  the  glorified  image  of  his  trade — his  plane — 
stands  the  mansion  of  some  noble,  with  its  massive  round 
arched  gateway ;  you  can  still  see  some  traces  above  it  of 
the  arms  borne  by  the  owner,  though  they  have  been  torn 
down  in  one  of  the  many  revolutions  which  have  convulsed 
the  country  since  1789. 
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You  will  find  no  imposing  shop  windows  in  the  street; 
strictly  speaking,  indeed,  there  are  no  shops  at  all,  for  the 
rooms  on  the  ground  floor  in  which  articles  are  exposed  for 
sale  are  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  workshops  of  the 
times  of  our  forefathers ;  lovers  of  the  Middle  Ages  will 
find  here  the  primitive  simplicity  of  an  older  world.  The 
low-ceiled  rooms  are  dark,  cavernous,  and  guiltless  alike  of 
plate-glass  windows  or  of  showcases ;  there  is  no  attempt 
at  decoration  either  within  or  without,  no  effort  is  made 
to  display  the  wares.  The  door,  as  a  rule,  is  heavily  barred 
with  iron  and  divided  into  two  parts ;  the  upper  half  is 
thrown  back  during  the  day,  admitting  fresh  air  and  day- 
light into  the  damp  little  cave ;  while  the  lower  portion,  to 
which  a  bell  is  attached,  is  seldom  still.  The  shop  front 
consists  of  a  low  wall  of  about  elbow  height,  which  fills 
half  the  space  between  floor  and  ceiling;  there  is  no  window- 
sash,  but  heavy  shutters  fastened  with  iron  bolts  fit  into  a 
groove  in  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  are  set  up  at  night  and 
taken  down  in  the  morning.  The  same  wall  serves  as  a 
counter  on  which  to  set  out  goods  for  the  customer's  in- 
spection. There  is  no  sort  of  charlatanism  about  the  pro- 
ceeding. The  samples  submitted  to  the  public  vary  accord- 
ing to  the  nature  of  the  trade.  You  behold  a  keg  or  two 
of  salt  or  of  salted  fish,  two  or  three  bales  of  sail-cloth  or 
coils  of  rope,  some  copper  wire  hanging  from  the  rafters, 
a  few  cooper's  hoops  on  the  walls,  or  a  length  or  two  of 
cloth  upon  the  shelves. 

You  go  in.  A  neat  and  tidy  damsel  with  a  pair  of  bare 
red  arms,  the  fresh  good  looks  of  youth,  and  a  white  hand- 
kerchief pinned  about  her  throat,  lays  down  her  knitting 
and  goes  to  summon  a  father  or  mother,  who  appears  and 
sells  goods  to  you  as  you  desire,  be  it  a  matter  of  two 
sous  or  of  twenty  thousand  francs ;  the  manner  of  the 
transaction  varying  as  the  humor  of  the  vendor  is  surly, 
obliging,  or  independent.  You  will  see  a  dealer  in  barrel- 
staves  sitting  in  his  doorway,  twirling  his  thumbs  as  he 
chats  with  a  neighbor;  judging  from  appearances,  he  might 
possess  nothing  in  this  world  but  the  bottles  on  his  few 
rickety  shelves  and  two  or  three  bundles  of  laths;  but  his 
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well-stocked  timber-yard  on  the  quay  supplies  all  the  coopers 
in  Anjou,  he  knows  to  a  barrel-stave  how  many  casks  he 
can  "  turn  out,"  as  he  says,  if  the  vines  do  well  and  the 
vintage  is  good;  a  few  scorching  days  and  his  fortune  is 
made,  a  rainy  summer  is  a  ruinous  thing  for  him ;  in  a 
single  morning  the  price  of  puncheons  will  rise  as  high  as 
eleven  francs  or  drop  to  six. 

Here,  as  in  Touraine,  the  whole  trade  of  the  district 
depends  upon  an  atmospherical  depression.  Landowners, 
vine-growers,  timber  merchants,  coopers,  innkeepers  and 
lightermen,  one  and  all  are  on  the  watch  for  a  ray  of 
sunlight.  Not  a  man  of  them  but  goes  to  bed  in  fear  and 
trembling  lest  he  should  hear  in  the  morning  that  there 
has  been  a  frost  in  the  night.  If  it  is  not  rain  that  they 
dread,  it  is  wind  or  drought ;  they  must  have  cloudy  weather 
or  heat,  and  the  rainfall  and  the  weather  generally  all  ar- 
ranged to  suit  their  peculiar  notions. 

Between  the  clerk  of  the  weather  and  the  vine-growing 
interest  there  is  a  duel  which  never  ceases.  Faces  visibly 
lengthen  or  shorten,  grow  bright  or  gloomy,  with  the  ups 
and  downs  of  the  barometer.  Sometimes  you  hear  from  one 
end  to  the  other  of  the  old  High  Street  of  Saumur  the 
words,  "  This  is  golden  weather ! "  or  again,  in  language 
which  likewise  is  no  mere  figure  of  speech,  "  It  is  raining 
gold  louis !  "  and  they  all  know  the  exact  value  of  sun  or 
rain  at  the  right  moment. 

After  twelve  o'clock  or  so  on  a  Saturday  in  the  summer- 
time, you  will  not  do  a  pennyworth  of  business  among  the 
worthy  townsmen  of  Saumur.  Each  has  his  little  farm  and 
his  bit  of  vineyard,  and  goes  to  spend  the  "  week-end  "  in 
the  country.  As  everybody  knows  this  beforehand,  just  as 
everybody  knows  everybody  else's  business,  his  goings  and 
comings,  his  buyings  and  sellings,  and  profits  to  boot,  the 
good  folk  are  free  to  spend  ten  hours  out  of  the  twelve  in 
making  up  pleasant  little  parties,  in  taking  notes  and  mak- 
ing comments,  and  keeping  a  sharp  lookout  on  their  neigh- 
bors' affairs.  The  mistress  of  a  house  cannot  buy  a  part- 
ridge but  the  neighbors  will  inquire  of  her  husband  whether 
the  bird  was  done  to  a  turn ;  no  damsel  can  put  her  head 
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out  of  the  window  without  being  observed  by  every  group 
of  unoccupied  observers. 

Impenetrable,  dark,  and  silent  as  the  houses  may  seem, 
they  contain  no  mysteries  hidden  from  public  scrutiny,  and 
in  the  same  way  evei-yone  knows  what  is  passing  in  every- 
one else's  mind.  To  begin  with,  the  good  folk  spend  most 
of  their  lives  out  of  doors ;  they  sit  on  the  steps  of  their 
houses,  breakfast  there  and  dine  there,  and  adjust  any  little 
family  differences  in  the  doorway.  Every  passer-by  is 
scanned  with  the  most  minute  and  diligent  attention ;  hence, 
any  stranger  who  may  happen  to  arrive  in  such  a  country 
town  has,  in  a  manner,  to  run  the  gauntlet,  and  is  severely 
quizzed  from  every  doorstep.  By  dint  of  perseverance  in 
the  methods  thus  indicated  a  quantity  of  droll  stories  may 
be  collected ;  and,  indeed,  the  people  of  Angers,  who  are  of 
an  ingenious  turn,  and  quick  at  repartee,  have  been  nick- 
named "  the  tattlers  "  on  these  very  grounds. 

The  largest  houses  of  the  old  quarter  in  which  the  nobles 
once  dwelt  are  all  at  the  upper  end  of  the  street,  and  in  one 
of  these  the  events  took  place  which  are  about  to  be  nar- 
rated in  the  course  of  this  story.  As  has  been  already  said, 
it  was  a  melancholy  house,  a  venerable  relic  of  a  bygone 
age,  built  for  the  men  and  women  of  an  older  and  simpler 
world,  from  which  our  modern  France  is  farther  and  farther 
removed  day  by  day.  After  you  have  followed  for  some 
distance  the  windings  of  the  picturesque  street,  where  mem- 
ories of  the  past  are  called  up  by  every  detail  at  every 
turn,  till  at  length  you  fall  unconsciously  to  musing,  you 
come  upon  a  sufficiently  gloomy  recess  in  which  a  doorway 
is  dimly  visible,  the  door  of  M.  Grandefs  house.  Of  all  the 
pride  and  glory  of  proprietorship  conveyed  to  the  provincial 
mind  by  those  three  words,  it  is  impossible  to  give  any 
idea,  except  by  giving  the  biography  of  the  owner — M. 
Grandet. 

M.  Grandet  enjoyed  a  certain  reputation  in  Saumur.  Its 
causes  and  effects  can  scarcely  be  properly  estimated  by 
outsiders  who  have  not  lived  in  a  country  town  for  a  longer 
or  shorter  time.  There  were  still  old  people  in  existence  who 
could  remember  former  times,  and  called  M.  Grandet  "  Good- 
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man  Grandet,"  but  there  were  not  many  of  them  left,  and 
they  were  rapidly  disappearing  year  by  year. 

In  1789  Grandet  was  a  master  cooper,  in  a  very  good 
way  of  business,  wlio  could  read  and  write  and  cast  accounts. 
When  the  French  Republic,  having  confiscated  the  lands  of 
the  Church  in  the  district  of  Saumur,  proceeded  to  sell  them 
by  auction,  the  cooper  was  forty  years  of  age,  and  had  just 
married  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  timber  merchant.  As 
Grandet  possessed  at  that  moment  his  wife's  dowry  as  well  as 
some  considerable  amount  of  ready  money  of  his  own,  he 
repaired  to  the  bureau  of  the  district ;  and  making  due  allow- 
ance for  two  hundred  double  louis  offered  by  his  father-in-law 
to  that  man  of  stern  morals,  the  Republican  who  conducted 
the  sale,  the  cooper  acquired  some  of  the  best  vineland  in 
the  neighborhood,  an  old  abbey,  and  a  few  little  farms,  for 
an  old  song,  to  all  of  which  property,  though  it  might  be 
ill-gotten,  the  law  gave  him  a  clear  title. 

There  was  little  sympathy  felt  with  the  Revolution  in 
Saumur.  Goodman  Grandet  was  looked  upon  as  a  bold 
spirit,  a  Republican,  a  patriot,  an  "  advanced  thinker,"  and 
whatnot ;  but  all  the  "  thinking  "  the  cooper  ever  did  turned 
simply  and  solely  on  the  subject  of  his  vines.  He  was 
nominated  as  a  member  of  the  administration  of  the  district 
of  Saumur,  and  exercised  a  pacific  influence  both  in  politics 
and  in  commerce.  Politically,  he  befriended  the  ci-devants, 
and  did  all  that  he  could  to  prevent  the  sale  of  their  prop- 
erty; commercially,  he  contracted  to  supply  two  thousand 
hogsheads  of  white  wine  to  the  Republican  armies,  taking 
his  payment  for  the  aforesaid  hogsheads  in  the  shape  of 
certain  acres  of  meadowland  belonging  to  a  convent,  the 
property  of  the  nuns  having  been  reserved  till  the  last. 

In  the  days  of  the  Consulate,  Master  Grandet  became 
mayor;  acted  prudently  In  his  public  capacity,  and  did  very 
well  for  himself.  Times  changed,  the  Empire  was  estab- 
lished, and  he  became  Monsieur  Grandet.  But  M.  Grandet 
had  been  looked  upon  as  a  red  Republican,  and  Napoleon 
had  no  liking  for  Republicans,  so  the  mayor  was  replaced 
by  a  large  landowner,  a  man  with  a  de  before  his  name, 
and  a  prospect  of  one  day  becoming  a  baron  of  the  Empire. 
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M.  Grandet  turned  his  back  upon  municipal  honors  without 
a  shadow  of  regret.  He  had  looked  well  after  the  interests 
of  the  town  during  his  term  of  office,  excellent  roads  had 
been  made,  passing  in  every  case  by  his  own  domains.  His 
house  and  land  had  been  assessed  very  moderately,  the  bur- 
den of  the  taxes  did  not  fall  too  grievously  upon  him ;  since 
the  assessment,  moreover,  he  had  given  ceaseless  attention 
and  care  to  the  cultivation  of  his  vines,  so  that  they  had 
become  the  tete  du  pays,^  the  technical  term  for  those  vine- 
yards which  produce  wine  of  the  finest  quality.  He  had  a 
fair  claim  to  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  he 
received  it  in  1806. 

By  this  time  M.  Grandet  was  fifty-seven  years  old,  and 
his  wife  about  thirty-six.  The  one  child  of  the  marriage 
was  a  daughter,  a  little  girl  ten  years  of  age.  Providence 
doubtless  sought  to  console  M.  Grandet  for  his  official  down- 
fall, for  in  this  year  he  succeeded  to  three  fortunes;  the 
total  value  was  matter  of  conjecture,  no  certain  information 
being  forthcoming.  The  first  fell  in  on  the  death  of  Mme. 
de  la  Gaudiniere,  Mme.  Grandet's  mother ;  the  deceased  lady 
had  been  a  de  la  Bertelliere,  and  her  father,  old  M.  de  la 
Bertelliere,  soon  followed  her;  the  third  in  order  was  Mme. 
Gentillet,  M.  Grandet's  grandmother  on  the  mother's  side. 
Old  M.  de  la  Bertelliere  used  to  call  an  investment  "  throw- 
ing money  away  " ;  the  sight  of  his  hoards  of  gold  repaid 
him  better  than  any  rate  of  interest  upon  it.  The  town 
of  Saumur,  therefore,  roughly  calculated  the  value  of  the 
amount  that  the  late  de  la  Bertelliere  was  likely  to  have 
saved  out  of  his  yearly  takings ;  and  M.  Grandet  received 
a  new  distinction  which  none  of  our  manias  for  equality  can 
efface — he  paid  more  taxes  than  anyone  else  in  the  country 
round. 

He  now  cultivated  a  hundred  acres  of  vineyard;  in  a 
good  year  they  would  yield  seven  or  eight  hundred  puncheons. 
He  had  thirteen  little  farms,  an  old  abbey  (motives  of 
economy  had  led  him  to  wall  up  the  windows,  and  so  pre- 
serve the  traceries  and  stained  glass),  and  a  hundred  and 
twenty-seven  acres  of  grazing-land,  in  which  three  thousand 
'Lit.:  Head  of  the  country. 


8  EUGENIE  GRANDET 

poplars,  planted  in  1793,  were  growing  taller  and  larger 
every  year.  Finally,  he  owned  the  house  in  wliich  he 
lived. 

In  these  visible  ways  his  prosperity  had  increased.  As 
to  his  capital,  there  were  only  two  people  in  a  position  to 
make  a  guess  at  its  pTobable  amount.  One  of  these  was  the 
notary,  M.  Cruchot,  Avho  transacted  all  the  necessary  busi- 
ness whenever  M.  Grandet  made  an  investment ;  and  the 
other  was  M.  des  Grassins,  the  wealthiest  banker  in  the 
town,  who  did  Grandet  many  good  offices  which  were  un- 
known to  Saumur.  Secrets  of  this  nature,  involving  exten- 
sive business  transactions,  are  usually  well  kept ;  but  the 
discreet  caution  of  MM.  Cruchot  and  des  Grassins  did  not 
prevent  them  from  addressing  M.  Grandet  in  public  with 
such  profound  deference  that  close  observers  might  draw 
their  own  conclusions.  Clearly  the  wealth  of  their  late 
mayor  must  be  prodigious  indeed  that  he  should  receive 
such  obsequious  attention. 

There  was  no  one  in  Saumur  who  did  not  fully  believe 
the  report  which  told  how,  in  a  secret  hiding-place,  M. 
Grandet  had  a  hoard  of  louis,  and  how  every  night  he  went 
to  look  at  it,  and  gave  himself  uji  to  the  inexpressible  de- 
light of  gazing  at  the  huge  heap  of  gold.  He  was  not 
the  only  money-lover  in  Saumur.  Sympathetic  observers 
looked  at  his  eyes  and  felt  that  the  story  was  true,  for  they 
seemed  to  have  the  yellow  metallic  glitter  of  the  coin  over 
which  it  was  said  they  had  brooded.  Nor  was  this  the  only 
sign.  Certain  small  indefinable  habits,  furtive  movements, 
slight  mysterious  promptings  of  greed  did  not  escape  the 
keen  observation  of  fellow-worshipers.  There  is  something 
vulpine  about  the  eyes  of  a  man  who  lends  money  at  an 
exorbitant  rate  of  interest ;  they  gradually  and  surely  con- 
tract like  those  of  the  gambler,  the  sensualist,  or  the  cour- 
tier ;  and  there  is,  so  to  speak,  a  sort  of  freemasonry  among 
the  passions,  a  written  language  of  hieroglyphs  and  signs 
for  those  who  can  read  them. 

M.  Grandet  therefore  inspired  in  all  around  him  the  re- 
spectful esteem  which  is  but  the  due  of  a  man  who  has 
never  owed  anyone  a  farthing  in  his  life;  a  just  and  legiti- 
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mate  tribute  to  an  astute  old  cooper  and  vine-grower  who 
knew  beforehand  with  the  certainty  of  an  astronomer  when 
five  hundred  casks  would  serve  for  the  vintage,  and  when 
to  have  a  thousand  in  readiness ;  a  man  who  had  never  lost 
on  any  speculation,  who  had  always  a  stock  of  empty  bar- 
rels whenever  casks  were  so  dear  that  they  fetched  more 
than  the  contents  were  worth;  who  could  store  his  vintage 
in  his  own  cellars,  and  afford  to  bide  his  time,  so  that  his 
puncheons  would  bring  him  in  a  couple  of  hundred  francs, 
while  many  a  little  proprietor  who  could  not  wait  had  to 
be  content  with  half  that  amount.  His  famous  vintage  in 
the  year  1811,  discreetly  held,  and  sold  only  as  good  oppor- 
tunities offered,  had  been  worth  two  hundred  and  forty  thou- 
sand livres  to  him. 

In  matters  financial  M.  Grandet  might  be  described  as 
combining  the  characteristics  of  the  Bengal  tiger  and  the 
boa  constrictor.  He  could  lie  low  and  wait,  crouching, 
watching  for  his  prey,  and  make  his  spring  unerringly  at 
last;  then  the  jaws  of  his  purse  would  unclose,  a  torrent  of 
coin  would  be  swallowed  down,  and,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
gorged  reptile,  there  would  be  a  period  of  inaction ;  like 
the  serpent,  moreover,  he  was  cold,  apathetic,  methodical, 
keeping  to  his  own  mysterious  times  and  seasons. 

No  one  could  see  the  man  pass  without  feeling  a  certain 
kind  of  admiration,  which  was  half-dread,  half-respect.  The 
tiger's  clutch  was  like  steel,  his  claws  were  sharp  and  swift ; 
was  there  anyone  in  Saumur  who  had  not  felt  them.'^  Such 
an  one,  for  instance,  wanted  to  borrow  money  to  buy  that 
piece  of  land  which  he  had  set  his  heart  upon ;  M.  Cruchot 
had  found  the  money  for  him — at  eleven  per  cent.  And 
there  was  So-and-so  yonder ;  M.  des  Grassins  had  discounted 
his  bills,  but  it  was  at  a  ruinous  rate. 

There  were  not  many  days  when  M.  Grandet's  name  did 
not  come  up  in  conversation,  in  familiar  talk  in  the  evenings, 
or  in  the  gossip  of  the  town.  There  were  people  who  took  a 
kind  of  patriotic  pride  in  the  old  vine-grower's  wealth. 
More  than  one  innkeeper  or  merchant  had  found  occasion  to 
remark  to  a  stranger  with  a  certain  complacency,  "  There 
are  millionaires  in  two  or  three  of  our  firms  here,  sir;  but 
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as  for  M.  Grandct,  he  himself  could  hardly  tell  you  how 
much  he  was  worth !  " 

In  1816  the  shrewdest  heads  in  Saumur  set  down  the  value 
of  the  cooper's  landed  property  at  about  four  millions;  but 
as,  to  strike  a  fair  average,  he  must  have  drawn  something 
like  a  hundred  thousand  francs  (they  thought)  from  his 
property  between  the  years  1793  and  1817,  the  amount  of 
money  he  possessed  must  nearly  equal  the  value  of  the  land. 
So  when  M.  Grandet's  name  was  mentioned  over  a  game  at 
boston,  or  a  chat  about  the  prospects  of  the  vines,  these  folk 
would  look  wise  and  remark,  "  Who  is  that  you  are  talking 
of?  Old  Grandet?  Old  Grandet  must  have  five  or  six 
millions,  there  is  no  doubt  about  it." 

"  Then  you  are  cleverer  than  I  am ;  I  have  never  been  able 
to  find  out  how  much  he  has,"  M.  Cruchot  or  M.  des  Grassins 
would  put  in,  if  they  overheard  the  speech. 

If  anyone  from  Paris  mentioned  the  Rothschilds  or  M. 
Laffitte,  the  good  people  in  Saumur  would  ask  if  any  of  those 
persons  were  as  rich  as  M.  Grandet?  And  if  the  Parisian 
should  answer  in  the  affirmative  with  a  pitying  smile,  they 
looked  at  one  another  incredulously  and  flung  up  their 
heads.  So  great  a  fortune  was  like  a  golden  mantle ;  it 
covered  its  owner  and  all  that  he  did.  At  one  time  some 
of  the  eccentricities  of  his  mode  of  life  gave  rise  to  laughter 
at  his  expense ;  but  the  satire  and  the  laughter  had  died  out, 
and  M.  Grandet  still  went  his  way,  till  at  last  even  his  slight- 
est actions  came  to  be  taken  as  precedents,  and  every  trifling 
thing  he  said  or  did  carried  weight.  His  remarks,  his 
clothing,  his  gestures,  the  way  he  blinked  his  eyes,  had  all 
been  studied  with  the  care  with  which  a  naturalist  studies 
the  workings  of  instinct  in  some  wild  creature ;  and  no  one 
failed  to  discern  the  taciturn  and  profound  wisdom  that 
underlay  all  these  manifestations. 

"  We  shall  have  a  hard  winter,"  they  would  say ;  "  old 
Grandet  has  put  on  his  fur  gloves,  we  must  gather  the 
grapes."  Or,  "  Goodman  Grandet  is  laying  in  a  lot  of  cask 
staves ;  there  will  be  plenty  of  wine  this  year." 

M.  Grandet  never  bought  either  meat  or  bread.  Part  of  his 
rents  were  paid  in  kind,  and  every  week  his  tenants  brought 
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in  poultry,  eggs,  butter,  and  wheat  sufficient  for  the  needs 
of  his  household.  Moreover,  he  owned  a  mill,  and  the  miller, 
besides  paying  rent,  came  over  to  fetch  a  certain  quantity 
of  corn,  and  brought  him  back  both  the  bran  and  the  flour. 
Big  Nanon,  the  one  maid-servant,  baked  all  the  bread  once 
a  week  on  Saturday  mornings  (though  she  was  not  so  young 
as  she  had  been).  Others  of  the  tenants  were  market  gar- 
deners, and  M.  Grandet  had  arranged  that  these  were  to 
keep  him  supplied  with  fresh  vegetables.  Of  fruit  there  was 
no  lack;  indeed,  he  sold  a  good  deal  of  it  in  the  market. 
Firewood  was  gathered  from  his  own  hedges,  or  taken  from 
old  stumps  of  trees  that  grew  by  the  sides  of  his  fields.  His 
tenants  chopped  up  the  wood,  carted  it  into  the  town,  and 
obligingly  stacked  his  fagots  for  him,  receiving  in  re- 
turn— ^his  thanks.  So  he  seldom  had  occasion  to  spend 
money.  His  only  known  items  of  expenditure  were  for 
sacramental  bread,  for  sittings  in  the  church  for  his  wife 
and  daughter,  their  dress,  Nanon's  wages,  renewals  of  the 
linings  of  Nanon's  saucepans,  repairs  about  the  house, 
candles,  rates  and  taxes,  and  the  necessary  outlays  of  money 
for  improvements.  He  had  recently  acquired  six  hundred 
acres  of  woodland,  and,  being  unable  to  look  after  it  him- 
self, had  induced  a  keeper  belonging  to  a  neighbor  to  attend 
to  it,  promising  to  repay  the  man  for  his  trouble.  After 
this  purchase  had  been  made,  and  not  before,  game  appeared 
on  the  Grandets'  table. 

Grandet's  manners  were  distinctly  homely.  He  did  not 
say  very  much.  He  expressed  his  ideas,  as  a  rule,  in  brief, 
sententious  phrases,  uttered  in  a  low  voice.  Since  the  time 
of  the  Revolution,  when  for  a  while  he  had  attracted  some 
attention,  the  worthy  man  had  contracted  a  tiresome  habit 
of  stammering  as  soon  as  he  took  part  in  a  discussion  or 
began  to  speak  at  any  length.  He  had  other  peculiarities. 
He  habitually  drowned  his  ideas  in  a  flood  of  words  m.ore 
or  less  incoherent ;  his  singular  inaptitude  for  reasoning 
logically  was  usually  set  down  to  a  defective  education ;  but 
this,  like  his  unwelcome  fluency,  the  trick  of  stammering, 
and  various  other  mannerisms,  was  assumed,  and  for  reasons 
which,  in  the  course  of  the  story,  will  be  made  sufficiently 


12  EUGENIE  GRANDET 

clear.  In  conversation,  moreover,  he  had  other  resources: 
four  phrases,  like  algebraical  formulae,  which  fitted  every 
case,  were  always  forthcoming  to  solve  every  knotty  problem 
in  business  or  domestic  life — "  I  do  not  know,"  "  I  cannot 
do  it,"  "  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  and  "  We  shall 
see."  He  never  committed  himself ;  he  never  said  yes  or  no ; 
he  never  put  anything  down  in  writing.  He  listened  with 
apparent  indifference  when  he  was  spoken  to,  caressing  his 
chin  with  his  right  hand,  while  the  back  of  his  left  supported 
his  elbow.  When  once  he  had  formed  his  opinion  in  any 
niatter  of  business,  he  never  changed  it ;  but  he  pondered 
long  even  over  the  smallest  transactions.  When  in  the  course 
of  deep  and  weighty  converse  he  had  managed  to  fathom 
the  intentions  of  an  antagonist,  who  meanwhile  flattered 
himself  that  he  at  last  knew  where  to  have  Grandet,  the 
latter  was  wont  to  say,  "  I  must  talk  it  over  with  my  wife 
before  I  can  give  a  definite  answer."  In  business  matters 
the  wife,  whom  he  had  reduced  to  the  most  abject  sub- 
mission, was  unquestionably  a  most  convenient  support  and 
screen. 

He  never  paid  visits,  never  dined  away  from  home,  nor 
asked  anyone  to  dinner ;  his  movements  were  almost  noise- 
less ;  he  seemed  to  carry  out  his  principles  of  economy  in 
everything;  to  make  no  useless  sound,  to  be  chary  of  spend- 
ing even  physical  energy.  His  respect  for  the  rights  of 
ownership  was  so  habitual  that  he  never  displaced  nor  dis- 
turbed anything  belonging  to  another.  And  yet,  in  spite 
of  the  low  tones  of  his  voice,  in  spite  of  his  discretion  and 
cautious  bearing,  the  cooper's  real  character  showed  itself 
in  his  language  and  manners,  and  this  was  more  especially 
the  case  in  his  own  house,  where  he  was  less  on  his  guard 
than  elsewhere. 

As  to  Grandet's  exterior.  He  was  a  broad,  square-shoul- 
dered, thick-set  man,  about  five  feet  high ;  his  legs  were  thin 
(he  measured  perhaps  twelve  inches  round  the  calves),  his 
knee-joints  large  and  prominent.  He  had  a  bullet-shaped 
head,  a  sun-burned  face,  scarred  with  the  smallpox,  and  a 
narrow  chin;  there  was  no  trace  of  a  curve  about  the  lines 
of  his  mouth.     He  possessed  a  set  of  white  teeth,  eyes  with 
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the  expression  of  stony  avidity  in  them  with  which  the 
basihsk  is  credited,  a  deeply  furrowed  brow  on  which  there 
were  prominences  not  lacking  in  significance,  hair  that  had 
once  been  of  a  sandy  hue,  but  which  was  now  fast  turning 
gray;  so  that  thoughtless  youngsters,  rash  enough  to  make 
jokes  on  so  serious  a  subject,  would  say  that  M.  Grandet's 
very  hair  was  "  gold  and  silver."  On  his  nose,  which  was 
broad  and  blunt  at  the  tip,  was  a  variegated  wen ;  gossip 
affirmed,  not  without  some  appearance  of  truth,  that  spite 
and  rancor  were  the  cause  of  this  affection.  There  was  a 
dangerous  cunning  about  this  face,  although  the  man,  in- 
deed, was  honest  according  to  the  letter  of  the  law ;  it  was 
a  selfish  face ;  there  were  but  two  things  in  the  world  for 
which  its  owner  cared — the  delights  of  hoarding  wealth,  in 
the  first  place,  and,  in  the  second,  the  only  being  who  counted 
for  anything  in  his  estimation,  his  daughter  Eugenie,  his 
only  child,  who  one  day  should  inherit  that  wealth.  His 
attitude,  manner,  bearing,  and  everything  about  him  plainly 
showed  that  he  had  the  belief  in  himself  which  is  the  natural 
outcome  of  an  unbroken  record  of  successful  business  specu- 
lations. Pliant  and  smooth-spoken  though  he  might  appear 
to  be,  M.  Grandet  was  a  man  of  bronze.  He  was  always 
dressed  after  the  same  fashion;  in  1819  he  looked  in  this 
respect  exactly  as  he  had  looked  at  any  time  since  1791. 
His  heavy  shoes  were  secured  by  leather  laces ;  he  wore  thick 
woolen  stockings  all  the  year  round,  knee  breeches  of  chest- 
nut brown  homespun,  silver  buckles,  a  brown  velvet  waist- 
coat adorned  with  yellow  stripes  and  buttoned  up  to  the 
throat,  a  loosely  fitting  coat  with  ample  skirts,  a  black 
cravat,  and  a  broad-brimmed  Quaker-like  hat.  His  gloves, 
like  those  of  the  gendarmerie,  were  chosen  with  a  view  to 
hard  wear ;  a  pair  lasted  him  nearly  two  years.  In  order 
to  keep  them  clean,  he  always  laid  them  down  on  the  same 
place  on  the  brim  of  his  hat,  till  the  action  had  come  to 
be  mechanical  with  him.  So  much,  and  no  more,  Saumur 
knew  of  this  her  citizen. 

A  few  fellow-townspeople,  six  in  all,  had  the  right  of  entry 
to  Grandet's  house  and  society.  First  among  these  in  order 
of  importance  was  M.   Cruchot's  nephew.      Ever  since  his 
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appointment  as  president  of  the  court  of  first  instance,  this 
young  man  had  added  the  appellation  "  de  Bonfons  "  to  his 
original  name  of  Cruchot ;  in  time  he  hoped  that  the  Bonfons 
would  efface  the  Cruchot,  when  he  meant  to  drop  the  Cruchot 
altogether,  and  was  at  no  little  pains  to  compass  this  end. 
Already  he  styled  himself  C.  de  Bonfons.  Any  litigant  who 
was  so  ill  inspired  as  to  address  him  in  court  as  "  M.  Cru- 
chot "  was  soon  made  painfully  aware  that  he  had  blundered. 
The  magistrate  was  about  thirty-three  years  of  age,  and 
the  owner  of  the  estate  of  Bonfons  {Boni  Fontis),  which 
brought  in  annually  seven  thousand  livres.  In  addition  to 
this  he  had  prospects;  he  would  succeed  some  day  to  the 
property  of  his  uncle  the  notary,  and  there  was  yet  another 
uncle  besides,  the  Abbe  Cruchot,  a  dignitary  of  the  chapter 
of  Saint  Martin  of  Tours ;  both  relatives  were  commonly 
reported  to  be  men  of  substance.  The  three  Cruchots,  with 
a  goodly  number  of  kinsfolk,  connected  too  by  marriage 
with  a  score  of  other  houses,  formed  a  sort  of  party  in 
the  town,  like  the  family  of  the  Medicis  in  Florence  long 
ago ;  and,  like  the  Medicis,  the  Cruchots  had  their  rivals — 
their  Pazzi. 

Mme.  des  Grassins,  the  mother  of  a  son  twenty-three 
years  of  age,  came  assiduously  to  take  a  hand  at  cards 
with  Mme.  Grandet,  hoping  to  marry  her  own  dear  Adolphe 
to  Mile.  Eugenie.  She  had  a  powerful  ally  in  her  husband 
the  banker,  who  had  secretly  rendered  the  old  miser  many 
a  service,  and  who  could  give  opportune  aid  on  her  field  of 
battle.  The  three  des  Grassins  had  likewise  their  host  of 
adherents,  their  cousins  and  trusty  auxiliaries. 

The  Abbe  (the  Talleyrand  of  the  Cruchot  faction),  well 
supported  by  his  brother  the  notary,  closely  disputed  the 
ground  with  the  banker's  wife ;  they  meant  to  carry  off  the 
wealthy  heiress  for  their  nephew  the  president.  The  strug- 
gle between  the  two  parties  for  the  prize  of  the  hand  of 
Eugenie  Grandet  was  an  open  secret;  all  Saumur  watched  it 
with  the  keenest  interest.  Which  would  Mile.  Grandet 
marry.?  Would  it  be  M.  le  President  or  M.  Adolphe  des 
Grassins.?  Some  solved  the  problem  by  saying  that  M. 
Grandet  would  give  his  daughter  to  neither.    The  old  cooper 
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(said  they)  was  consumed  with  an  ambition  to  have  a  peer 
of  France  for  his  son-in-law,  and  he  was  on  the  lookout  for 
a  peer  of  France,  who  for  the  consideration  of  an  income 
of  three  hundred  thousand  livres  would  find  all  the  past, 
present,  and  future  barrels  of  the  Grandets  no  obstacle  to 
a  match.  Others  demurred  to  this,  and  urged  that  both  M. 
and  Mme.  des  Grassins  came  of  a  good  family,  that  they 
had  wealth  enough  for  anything,  that  Adolphe  was  a  very 
good-looking,  pretty  behaved  young  man,  and  that  unless 
the  Grandets  had  a  Pope's  nephew  somewhere  in  the  back- 
ground, they  ought  to  be  satisfied  with  a  match  in  every 
waj  so  suitable ;  for  they  were  nobodies  after  all ;  all  Saumur 
had  seen  Grandet  going  about  with  an  adze  in  his  hands, 
and,  moreover,  he  had  worn  the  red  cap  of  Liberty  in  his 
time. 

The  more  astute  observers  remarked  that  M.  Cruchot  de 
Bonfons  was  free  of  the  house  in  the  High  Street,  while 
his  rival  only  visited  there  on  Sundays.  Some  maintained 
that  Mme.  des  Grassins,  being  on  more  intimate  terms  with 
the  women  of  the  house,  had  opportunities  of  inculcating 
certain  ideas  which  sooner  or  later  must  conduce  to  her 
success.  Others  retorted  that  the  Abbe  Cruchot  had  the 
most  insinuating  manner  in  the  world,  and  that  with  a 
churchman  on  one  side  and  a  woman  on  the  other  the  chances 
were  about  even. 

'*  It  is  gown  against  cassock,"  said  a  local  wit. 

Those  whose  memories  went  farther  back  said  that  the 
Grandets  were  too  prudent  to  let  all  that  property  go  out 
of  the  family.  Mile.  Eugenie  Grandet  of  Saumur  would  be 
married  one  of  these  days  to  the  son  of  the  other  M.  Grandet 
of  Paris,  a  rich  wholesale  wine  merchant.  To  these  both 
Cruchotins  and  Grassinistes  were  wont  to  reply  as  follows — 

"  In  the  first  place,  the  brothers  have  not  met  twice  in 
thirty  years.  Then  M.  Grandet  of  Paris  is  ambitious  for 
that  son  of  his.  He  himself  is  mayor  of  his  division  of 
the  department,  a  deputy,  a  colonel  of  the  National  Guard, 
and  a  judge  of  the  tribunal  of  commerce.  He  does  not 
own  to  any  relationship  with  the  Grandets  of  Saumur,  and 
is  seeking  to  connect  himself  with  one  of  Napoleon's  dukes." 
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What  will  not  people  say  of  an  heiress?  Eugenie  Grandet 
was  a  stock  subject  of  conversation  for  twenty  leagues 
round ;  nay,  in  public  conveyances,  even  as  far  as  Angers 
on  the  one  hand  and  Blois  on  the  other ! 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1811  the  Cruchotins  gained 
a  signal  victory  over  the  Grassinistcs.  The  young  Marquis 
de  Froidfond  being  compelled  to  realize  his  capital,  the 
estate  of  Froidfond,  celebrated  for  its  park  and  its  hand- 
some chateau,  was  for  sale ;  together  with  its  dependent 
farms,  rivers,  fish-ponds,  and  forest ;  altogether  it  was  worth 
three  million  francs.  M.  Cmchot,  President  Cruchot,  and 
the  Abbe  Cruchot  by  uniting  their  forces  had  managed  to 
prevent  a  proposed  division  into  small  lots.  The  notary 
made  an  uncommonly  good  bargain  for  his  client,  represent- 
ing to  the  young  Marquis  that  the  purchase  money  of  the 
small  lots  could  only  be  collected  after  endless  trouble  and 
expense,  and  that  he  would  have  to  sue  a  large  proportion 
of  the  purchasers  for  it ;  while  here  was  M.  Grandet,  a  man 
whose  credit  stood  high,  and  who  was  moreover  ready  to 
pay  for  the  land  at  once  in  hard  coin,  it  would  be  better  to 
take  M.  Grandet's  offer.  In  this  way  the  fair  marquisate 
of  Froidfond  was  swallowed  down  by  M.  Grandet,  who,  to 
the  amazement  of  Saumur,  paid  for  it  in  ready  money  (de- 
ducting discount,  of  course)  as  soon  as  the  required  formali- 
ties were  completed.  The  news  of  this  transaction  traveled 
far  and  wide ;  it  reached  Orleans,  it  was  spoken  of  at  Nantes. 

M.  Grandet  went  to  see  his  chateau,  and  on  this  wise:  a 
cart  happened  to  be  returning  thither,  so  he  embraced  this 
opportunity  of  visiting  his  newly-acquired  property,  and 
took  a  look  around  in  the  capacity  of  owner.  Then  he 
returned  to  Saumur,  well  convinced  that  this  investment 
would  bring  him  in  a  clear  five  per  cent.,  and  fired  with  a 
magnificent  ambition;  he  would  add  his  own  bits  of  land 
to  the  marquisate  of  Froidfond,  and  everything  should  lie 
within  a  ring  fence.  For  the  present  he  would  set  himself 
to  replenish  his  almost  exhausted  coffers ;  he  would  cut  down 
every  stick  of  timber  in  his  copses  and  forests,  and  fell 
the  poplars  in  his  meadows. 

It  is  easy  after  this  explanation  to  understand  all  that 
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was  conveyed  by  the  words,  "  M.  Grandet's  house " — the 
cold,  dreary,  and  silent  house  at  the  upper  end  of  the  town, 
under  the  shadow  of  the  ruined  ramparts. 

Two  pillars  supported  the  arch  above  the  doorway,  and 
for  these,  as  also  for  the  building  of  the  house  itself,  a 
porous  crumbling  stone  peculiar  to  the  district  along  the 
banks  of  the  Loire  had  been  employed,  a  kind  of  tufa  so 
soft  that  at  most  it  scarcely  lasts  for  two  hundred  years. 
Rain  and  frost  had  gnawed  numerous  irregular  holes  in  the 
surface,  with  a  curious  effect ;  the  piers  and  the  voussoirs 
looked  as  though  they  were  composed  of  the  vermicular 
stones  often  met  with  in  French  architecture.  The  doorway 
might  have  been  the  portal  of  a  jail.  Above  the  arch  there 
was  a  long  sculptured  bas-relief  of  harder  stone,  represent- 
ing the  four  seasons,  four  forlorn  figures,  aged, blackened, and 
weather-worn.  Above  the  bas-relief  there  was  a  projecting 
ledge  of  masonry  where  some  chance-sown  plants  had  taken 
root ;  yellow  pellitory,  bind-weed,  a  plantain  or  two,  and  a 
little  cherry  tree,  that  even  now  had  reached  a  fair  height. 

The  massive  door  itself  was  of  dark  oak,  shrunk  and 
warped,  and  full  of  cracks ;  but,  feeble  as  it  looked,  it  was 
firmly  held  together  by  a  series  of  iron  nails  with  huge 
heads,  driven  into  the  wood  in  a  symmetrical  design.  In 
the  middle  there  was  a  small  square  grating  covered  with 
rusty  iron  bars,  which  served  as  an  excuse  for  a  door  knocker 
which  hung  there  from  a  ring,  and  struck  upon  the  menac- 
ing head  a  great  iron  bolt.  The  knocker  itself,  oblong  in 
shape,  was  of  the  kind  that  our  ancestors  used  to  call  a 
"  Jaquemart,"  and  not  unlike  a  huge  note  of  admiration. 
If  an  antiquary  had  examined  it  carefully,  he  might  have 
found  some  traces  of  the  grotesque  human  head  that  it 
once  represented,  but  the  features  of  the  typical  clown  had 
long  since  been  effaced  by  constant  wear.  The  little  grat- 
ing had  been  made  in  past  times  of  civil  war,  so  that 
the  household  might  recognize  their  friends  without  before 
admitting  them,  but  now  it  afforded  to  inquisitive  eyes 
a  view  of  a  dank  and  gloomy  archway,  and  a  flight  of 
broken  steps  leading  to  a  not  unpicturesque  garden  shut 
in  by  thick  walls  through  which  the  damp  was  oozing,  and 
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a  hedge  of  sickly  looking  shrubs.  The  walls  were  part  of 
the  old  fortifications,  and  up  above  on  the  ramparts  there 
were  yet  other  gardens  belonging  to  some  of  the  neighbor- 
ing houses. 

A  door  beneath  the  arch  of  the  gateway  opened  into  a 
large  parlor,  the  principal  room  on  the  ground  floor.  Few 
people  comprehend  the  importance  of  this  apartment  in 
little  towns  in  Anjou,  Berri,  and  Touraine.  The  parlor 
is  also  the  hall,  drawing-room,  study,  and  boudoir  all  in 
one ;  it  is  the  stage  on  which  the  drama  of  domestic  life 
is  played,  the  very  heart  and  center  of  the  home.  Hither 
the  hairdresser  repaired  once  in  six  months  to  cut  M.  Gran- 
det's  hair.  The  tenants  and  the  cure,  the  sous-prefet,  and 
the  miller's  lad  were  all  alike  shown  into  this  room.  There 
were  two  windows  which  looked  out  upon  the  street,  the 
floor  was  boarded,  the  walls  were  paneled  from  floor  to 
ceiling,  covered  with  old  carvings,  and  painted  gray.  The 
rafters  were  left  visible,  and  were  likewise  painted  gray,  the 
plaster  in  intervening  spaces  was  yellow  with  age. 

An  old  brass  clock-case  inlaid  with  arabesques  in  tortoise- 
shell  stood  on  the  chimney-piece,  which  was  of  white  stone, 
and  adorned  with  rude  carvings.  Above  it  stood  a  mirror 
of  a  greenish  hue,  the  edges  were  beveled  in  order  to  display 
the  thickness  of  the  glass,  and  reflected  a  thin  streak  of 
colored  light  into  the  room,  which  was  caught  again  by 
the  polished  surface  of  another  mirror  of  Damascus  steel, 
which  hung  upon  the  wall. 

Two  branched  sconces  of  gilded  copper  which  adorned 
either  end  of  the  chimney-piece  answered  a  double  purpose. 
The  branch  roses  which  served  as  candle-sockets  were  remov- 
able, and  the  main  stem,  fitted  into  an  antique  copper  con- 
trivance on  a  bluish  marble  pedestal,  did  duty  as  a  candle- 
stick for  ordinary  days. 

The  old-fashioned  chairs  were  covered  with  tapestry,  on 
which  the  fables  of  La  Fontaine  were  depicted ;  but  a  thor- 
ough knowledge  of  the  author  was  required  to  make  out 
the  subjects,  for  the  colors  had  faded  badly,  and  the  out- 
lines of  the  figures  were  hardly  visible  through  a  multitude 
of  darns.     Four  sideboards  occupied  the  four  corners  of  the 
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room,  each  of  these  articles  of  furniture  terminating  in  a 
tier  of  very  dirty  shelves.  An  old  inlaid  card-table  with  a 
chess-board  marked  out  upon  its  surface  stood  in  the  space 
between  the  two  windows,  and  on  the  wall,  above  the  table, 
hung  an  oval  barometer  in  a  dark  wooden  setting,  adorned 
by  a  carved  bunch  of  ribbons ;  they  had  been  gilt  ribbons 
once  upon  a  time,  but  generations  of  flies  had  wantonly 
obscured  the  gilding,  till  its  existence  had  become  proble- 
matical. Two  portraits  in  pastel  hung  on  the  wall  opposite 
the  fireplace.  One  was  believed  to  represent  Mme.  Grandet's 
grandfather,  old  M.  de  la  Bertelliere,  as  a  lieutenant  in  the 
Guards,  and  the  other  the  late  Mme.  Gentillet,  as  a  shepherd- 
ess. 

Crimson  curtains  of  gros  de  Tours  were  hung  in  the 
windows  and  fastened  back  with  silk  cords  and  huge  tassels. 
This  luxurious  upholstery,  so  little  in  harmony  with  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  Grandets,  had  been  included 
in  the  purchase  of  the  house,  like  the  pier-glass,  the  brass 
timepiece,  the  tapestry-covered  chairs,  and  the  rosewood 
corner  sideboards.  In  the  further  window  stood  a  straw- 
bottom  chair,  raised  on  blocks  of  wood,  so  that  Mme.  Gran- 
det  could  watch  the  passers-by  as  she  sat.  A  work-table  of 
cherry-wood,  bleached  and  faded  by  the  light,  filled  the 
other  window  space,  and  close  beside  it  Eugenie  Grandet's 
little  armchair  was  set. 

The  lives  of  mother  and  daughter  had  flowed  on  tran- 
quilly for  fifteen  years.  Day  after  day,  from  April  to 
November,  they  sat  at  work  in  the  windows ;  but  the  first 
day  of  the  latter  month  found  them  beside  the  fire,  where 
they  took  up  their  positions  for  the  winter.  Grandet  would 
not  allow  a  fire  to  be  lighted  in  the  room  before  that  date, 
nor  again  after  the  31st  of  March,  let  the  early  days  of 
spring  or  of  autumn  be  cold  as  they  might.  Big  Nanon 
managed  by  stealth  to  fill  a  little  brasier  with  glowing  ashes 
from  the  kitchen  fire,  and  in  this  way  the  chilly  evenings 
of  April  and  October  were  rendered  tolerable  for  Mme.  and 
Mile.  Grandet.  All  the  household  linen  was  kept  in  repair 
by  the  mother  and  daughter ;  and  so  conscientiously  did  they 
devote   their   days   to   this   duty    (no   light   task   in   truth). 
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that  if  Eugenie  wanted  to  embroider  a  collarette  for  her 
mother  she  was  obliged  to  steal  the  time  from  her  hours 
of  slumber,  and  to  resort  to  a  deception  to  obtain  from  her 
father  the  candle  by  which  she  worked.  For  a  long  while 
past  it  had  been  the  miser's  wont  to  dole  out  the  candles 
to  his  daughter  and  big  Nanon  in  the  same  way  that  he 
gave  out  the  bread  and  the  other  matters  daily  required  by 
the  household. 

Perhaps  big  Nanon  was  the  one  servant  in  existence  who 
could  and  would  have  endured  her  master's  tyrannous  rule. 
Everyone  in  the  town  used  to  envy  M.  and  Mme.  Grandet. 
"  Big  Nanon,"  so  called  on  account  of  her  height  of  five 
feet  eight  inches,  had  been  a  part  of  the  Grandet  household 
for  thirty-five  years.  She  was  held  to  be  one  of  the  richest 
servants  in  Saumur,  and  this  on  a  yearly  wage  of  seventy 
livres !  The  seventy  livres  had  accumulated  for  thirty-five 
years,  and  quite  recently  Nanon  had  deposited  four  thousand 
livres  with  M.  Cruchot  for  the  purchase  of  an  annuity. 
This  result  of  a  long  and  persevering  course  of  thrift  ap- 
pealed to  the  imagination — it  seemed  tremendous.  There 
was  not  a  maid-servant  in  Saumur  but  was  envious  of  the 
poor  woman,  who  by  the  time  she  had  reached  her  sixtieth 
year  would  have  scraped  together  enough  to  keep  herself 
from  want  in  her  old  age ;  but  no  one  thought  of  the  hard 
life  and  all  the  toil  which  had  gone  to  the  making  of  that 
little  hoard. 

Thirty-five  years  ago,  when  Nanon  had  been  a  homely, 
hard-featured  girl  of  two-and-twenty,  she  had  not  been  able 
to  find  a  place  because  her  appearance  had  been  so  much 
against  her.  Poor  Nanon !  it  was  really  very  hard.  If  her 
head  had  been  set  on  the  shoulders  of  a  grenadier  it  would 
have  been  greatly  admired,  but  there  is  a  fitness  in  things, 
and  Nanon's  style  of  beauty  was  inappropriate.  She  had 
been  a  herdswoman  on  a  farm  for  a  time,  till  the  farmhouse 
had  been  burnt  down,  and  then  it  was  that,  full  of  the  robust 
courage  that  shrinks  from  nothing,  she  came  to  seek  service 
in  Saumur. 

At  that  time  M.  Grandet  was  thinking  of  marriage,  and 
already  determined  to  set  up  housekeeping.     The  girl,  who 
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had  been  rebuffed  from  door  to  door,  came  under  his  notice. 
He  was  a  cooper,  and  therefore  a  good  judge  of  physical 
strength ;  he  foresaw  at  once  how  useful  this  feminine  Her- 
cules could  be,  a  strongly-made  woman  who  stood  planted 
as  firmly  on  her  feet  as  an  oak  tree  rooted  in  the  soil  where 
it  has  grown  for  two  generations,  a  woman  with  square 
shoulders,  large  hips,  and  hands  like  a  plowman's,  and 
whose  honesty  was  as  unquestionable  as  her  virtue.  He  was 
not  dismayed  by  a  martial  countenance,  a  disfiguring  wart 
or  two,  a  complexion  like  burnt  clay,  and  a  pair  of  sinewy 
arms;  neither  did  Nanon's  rags  alarm  the  cooper,  whose 
heart  was  not  yet  hardened  against  misery.  He  took  the 
poor  girl  into  his  service,  gave  her  food,  clothes,  shoes,  and 
wages.  Nanon  found  her  hard  life  not  intolerably  hard. 
Nay,  she  secretly  shed  tears  of  joy  at  being  so  treated; 
she  felt  a  sincere  attachment  for  this  master,  who  expected 
as  much  from  her  as  ever  feudal  lord  required  of  a  serf. 

Nanon  did  all  the  work  of  the  house.  She  did  the  cook- 
ing and  the  washing,  carrying  all  the  linen  down  to  the 
Loire  and  bringing  it  back  on  her  shoulders.  She  rose  at 
daybreak  and  went  to  bed  late.  It  was  she  who,  without 
any  assistance,  cooked  for  the  vintagers  in  the  autumn,  and 
looked  sharply  after  the  market-folk.  She  watched  over 
her  master's  property  like  a  faithful  dog,  and  with  a  blind 
belief  in  him ;  she  obeyed  his  most  arbitrary  commands  with- 
out a  murmur — his  whims  were  law  to  her. 

After  twenty  years  of  service,  in  the  famous  year  1811, 
when  the  vintage  had  been  gathered  in  after  unheard-of 
toil  and  trouble,  Grandet  made  up  his  mind  to  present  Nanon 
with  his  old  watch,  the  only  gift  she  had  ever  received  from 
him.  She  certainly  had  the  reversion  of  his  old  shoes  (which 
happened  to  fit  her),  but  as  a  rule  they  were  so  far  seen 
into  already  that  they  were  of  little  use  to  anyone  else, 
and  could  not  be  looked  upon  as  a  present.  Sheer  necessity 
had  made  the  poor  girl  so  penurious  that  Grandet  grew 
quite  fond  of  her  at  last,  and  regarded  her  with  the  same 
sort  of  affection  that  a  man  gives  to  his  dog;  and  as  for 
Nanon,  she  cheerfully  wore  the  collar  of  servitude  set  round 
with  spikes   that  she  had   ceased  to   feel.      Grandet   might 
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stint  the  day's  allowance  of  bread,  but  she  did  not  grumble. 
The  fare  might  be  scanty  and  poor,  but  Nanon's  spirits  did 
not  suffer,  and  her  health  appeared  to  benefit ;  there  was 
nerer  any  illness  in  that  house. 

And  then  Nanon  was  one  of  the  family.  She  shared  every 
mood  of  Grandet's,  laughed  when  he  laughed,  was  depressed 
when  he  was  out  of  spirits,  took  her  views  of  the  weather 
or  of  the  temperature  from  him,  and  worked  with  him  and 
for  him.  This  equality  was  an  element  of  sweetness  which 
made  up  for  many  hardships  in  her  lot.  Out  in  the  vine- 
yards her  master  had  never  said  a  word  about  the  small 
peaches,  plums,  or  nectarines  eaten  under  the  trees  that  are 
planted  between  the  rows  of  vines. 

"  Come,  Nanon,  take  as  much  as  you  like,"  he  would  say, 
in  years  when  the  branches  were  bending  beneath  their  load, 
and  fruit  was  so  abundant  that  the  farmers  round  about 
were  forced  to  give  it  to  the  pigs. 

For  the  peasant  girl,  for  the  outdoor  farm-servant,  who 
had  known  nothing  but  harsh  treatment  from  childhood, 
for  the  girl  who  had  been  rescued  from  starvation  by  charitj^, 
old  Grandet's  equivocal  laughter  was  like  a  ray  of  sun- 
shine. Besides,  Nanon's  simple  nature  and  limited  intelli- 
gence could  only  entertain  one  idea  at  a  time ;  and  during 
thoee  thirty-five  years  of  service  one  picture  was  constantly 
present  to  her  mind — she  saw  herself  a  barefooted  girl  in 
rags  standing  at  the  gate  of  M.  Grandet's  timber-yard,  and 
heard  the  sound  of  the  cooper's  voice,  saying,  "  What  is  it, 
lassie.?  "  and  the  warmth  of  gratitude  filled  her  heart  to-day 
as  it  did  then.  Sometimes,  as  he  watched  her,  the  thought 
(■ime  up  in  Grandet's  mind  how  that  no  syllable  of  praise 
or  admiration  had  ever  been  breathed  in  her  ears,  that  all 
the  tender  feelings  that  a  woman  inspires  had  no  existence 
for  her,  and  that  she  might  well  appear  before  God  one  day 
as  chaste  as  the  Virgin  Mary  herself.  And  such  times, 
prompted  by  a  sudden  impulse  of  pity,  he  would  exclaim, 
"  Poor  Nanon  !  " 

The  remark  was  always  followed  by  an  indescribable  look 
from  the  old  servant.  The  words  so  spoken  from  time  to 
time  were  separate  links  in  a  long  and  unbroken  chain  of 
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friendship.  But  in  this  pity  in  the  miser's  soul,  which  gave 
a  thrill  of  pleasure  to  the  lonely  woman,  there  was  some- 
thing indescribably  revolting ;  it  was  a  cold-blooded  pity  that 
stirred  the  cooper's  heart ;  it  was  a  luxury  that  cost  him 
nothing.  But  for  Nanon  it  meant  the  height  of  happiness ! 
Who  will  not  likewise  say,  "  Poor  Nanon !  "  God  will  one 
day  know  His  angels  by  the  tones  of  their  voices  and  by  the 
sorrow  hidden  in  their  hearts. 

There  were  plenty  of  households  in  Saumur  where  servants 
were  better  treated,  but  where  their  employers,  nevertheless, 
enjoyed  small  comfort  in  return.  Wherefore  people  asked, 
"  What  have  the  Grandets  done  to  that  big  Nanon  of  theirs 
that  she  should  be  so  attached  to  them?  She  would  go 
through  fire  and  water  to  serve  them !  " 

Her  kitchen,  with  its  barred  windows  that  looked  out  into 
the  yard,  was  always  clean,  cold  and  tidy,  a  thorough  miser's 
kitchen,  in  which  nothing  was  allowed  to  be  wasted.  When 
Nanon  had  washed  her  plates  and  dishes,  put  the  remains 
of  the  dinner  into  the  safe,  and  raked  out  the  fire,  she  left 
her  kitchen  (which  was  only  separated  from  the  dining-room 
by  the  breadth  of  a  passage),  and  sat  down  to  spin  hemp 
in  the  company  of  her  employers,  for  a  single  candle  must 
suffice  for  the  whole  family  in  the  evening.  The  serving-maid 
slept  in  a  little  dark  closet  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  lit 
only  by  a  borrowed  light.  Nanon  had  an  iron  constitution 
and  sound  health,  which  enabled  her  to  sleep  with  impunity 
year  after  year  in  this  hole,  where  she  could  hear  the  slightest 
sound  that  broke  the  heavy  silence  brooding  day  and  night 
over  the  house ;  she  lay  like  a  watch-dog,  with  one  ear  open ; 
she  was  never  off  duty,  not  even  while  she  slept. 

Some  description  of  the  rest  of  the  house  will  be  necessary 
in  the  course  of  the  story  in  connection  with  later  events ; 
but  the  parlor,  wherein  all  the  splendor  and  luxury  of  the 
house  was  concentrated,  has  been  sketched  already,  and  the 
emptiness  and  bareness  of  the  upper  rooms  can  be  surmised 
for  the  present. 

It  was  in  the  middle  of  November,  in  the  year  1819,  twi- 
light was  coming  on,  and  big  Nanon  was  lighting  a  fire  in 
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the  parlor  for  the  first  time.  It  was  a  festival  day  in  the 
calendar  of  the  Cruchotins  and  Grassinistes,  wherefore  the 
six  antagonists  were  preparing  to  set  forth,  all  armed  cap- 
a-pie,  for  a  contest  in  which  each  side  meant  to  outdo  the 
other  in  proofs  of  friendship.  The  Grandets'  parlor  was  to 
be  the  scene  of  action.  That  morning  Mme.  and  MWe.  Gran- 
det,  duly  attended  by  Nanon,  had  repaired  to  the  parish 
church  to  hear  Mass.  All  Saumur  had  seen  them  go,  and 
everyone  had  been  put  in  mind  of  the  fact  that  it  was 
Eugenie's  birthday.  M.  Cruchot,  the  Abbe  Cruchot,  and 
M.  C.  de  Bonfons,  therefore,  having  calculated  the  hour 
when  dinner  would  be  over,  were  eager  to  be  first  in  the 
field,  and  to  arrive  before  the  Grassinistes  to  congratulate 
Mile.  Grandet.  All  three  carried  huge  bunches  of  flowers 
gathered  in  their  little  garden  plots,  but  the  stalks  of  the 
magistrate's  bouquet  were  ingeniously  bound  round  by  a 
white  satin  ribbon  with  a  tinsel  fringe  at  the  ends. 

In  the  morning  M.  Grandet  had  gone  to  Eugenie's  room 
before  she  had  left  her  bed,  and  had  solemnly  presented  her 
with  a  rare  gold  coin.  It  was  her  father's  wont  to  surprise 
her  in  this  way  twice  every  year — once  on  her  birthday, 
once  on  the  equally  memorable  day  of  her  patron  saint. 
Mme.  Grandet  usually  gave  her  daughter  a  winter  or  a  sum- 
mer dress,  according  to  circumstances.  The  two  dresses  and 
two  gold  coins,  which  she  received  on  her  father's  birthday 
and  on  New  Year's  Day,  altogether  amounted  to  an  annual 
income  of  nearly  a  hundred  crowns ;  Grandet  loved  to  watch 
the  money  accumulating  in  her  hands.  He  did  not  part 
with  his  money ;  he  felt  that  it  was  only  like  taking  it  out 
of  one  box  and  putting  it  into  another;  and  besides,  was  it 
not,  so  to  speak,  fostering  a  proper  regard  for  gold  in  his 
heiress.?  She  was  being  trained  in  the  way  in  which  she 
should  go.  Now  and  then  he  asked  for  an  account  of  her 
wealth  (formerly  swelled  by  gifts  from  the  la  Bertellieres), 
and  each  time  he  did  so  he  used  to  tell  her,  "  This  will  be 
your  dozen  when  you  are  married." 

The  dozen  is  an  old-world  custom  which  has  lost  none 
of  its  force,  and  is  still  religiously  adhered  to  in  several 
midland  districts  in  France.     In  Berri  or  Anjou,  when  a 


EUGENIE  GRANDET  «6 

daughter  is  married,  it  is  incumbent  upon  her  parents,  or 
upon  her  bridegroom's  family,  to  give  her  a  purse  contain- 
ing either  a  dozen,  or  twelve  dozen,  or  twelve  hundred  gold 
or  silver  coins,  the  amount  varying  with  the  means  of  the 
family.  The  poorest  herd-girl  would  not  be  content  without 
her  dozen  when  she  married,  even  if  she  could  only  bring 
twelve  pence  as  a  dower.  They  talk  even  yet  at  Issoudun 
of  a  fabulous  dozen  once  given  to  a  rich  heiress,  which  con- 
sisted of  a  hundred  and  forty-four  Portuguese  moidores ; 
and  when  Catherine  de'  Medici  was  married  to  Henry  II., 
her  uncle,  Clement  VII.,  gave  the  bride  a  dozen  antique  gold 
medals  of  priceless  value. 

Eugenie  wore  her  new  dress  at  dinner,  and  looked  prettier 
than  usual  in  it ;  her  father  was  in  high  good-humor. 

"  Let  us  have  a  fire,"  he  cried,  "  as  it  is  Eugenie's  birth- 
day !     It  will  be  a  good  omen." 

"  Mademoiselle  will  be  married  within  the  year,  that's  cer- 
tain," said  big  Nanon,  as  she  removed  the  remains  of  a 
goose,  that  pheasant  of  the  coopers  of  Saumur. 

"  There  is  no  one  that  I  know  of  in  Saumur  who  would 
do  for  Eugenie,"  said  Mme.  Grandet,  with  a  timid  glance 
at  her  husband,  a  glance  that  revealed  how  completely  her 
husband's  tyranny  had  broken  the  poor  woman's  spirit. 

Grandet  looked  at  his  daughter,  and  said  merrily,  "  We 
must  really  begin  to  think  about  her ;  the  little  girl  is  twenty- 
three  years  old  to-day." 

Neither  Eugenie  nor  her  mother  said  a  word,  but  they 
exchanged  glances ;  they  understood  each  other. 

Mme.  Grandet's  face  was  thin  and  wrinkled  and  yellow 
as  saffron ;  she  was  awkward  and  slow  in  her  movements, 
one  of  those  beings  who  seem  born  to  be  tyrannized  over. 
She  was  a  large-boned  woman,  with  a  large  nose,  large  eyes, 
and  a  prominent  forehead ;  there  seemed  to  be,  at  first  sight, 
some  dim  suggestion  of  a  resemblance  between  her  and  some 
shriveled,  spongy,  dried-up  fruit.  The  few  teeth  that  re- 
mained to  her  were  dark  and  discolored;  there  were  deep 
lines  fretted  about  her  mouth,  and  her  chin  was  something 
after  the  "  nut-cracker  "  pattern.  She  was  a  good  sort  of 
a  woman,  and  a  la  Bertelliere  to  the  backbone.     The  Abbe 
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Cruchot  had  more  than  once  found  occasion  to  tell  her  that 
she  had  not  been  so  bad  looking  when  she  was  young,  and 
she  did  not  disagree  with  him.  An  angelic  sweetness  of 
disposition,  the  helpless  meekness  of  an  insect  in  the  hands 
of  cruel  children,  a  sincere  piety,  a  kindly  heart,  and  an 
even  temper  that  nothing  could  ruffle  or  sour,  had  gained 
universal  respect  and  pity  for  her. 

Her  appearance  might  provoke  a  smile,  but  she  had 
brouffht  her  husband  more  than  three  hundred  thousand 
francs,  partly  as  her  dowry,  partly  through  bequests.  Yet 
Grandet  never  gave  his  wife  more  than  six  francs  at  a  time 
for  pocket-money,  and  she  always  regarded  herself  as  de- 
pendent upon  her  husband.  The  meek  gentleness  of  her 
nature  forbade  any  revolt  against  his  tyranny ;  but  so 
deeply  did  she  feel  the  humiliation  of  her  position  that  she 
never  asked  him  for  a  sou,  and  when  M.  Cruchot  demanded 
her  signature  to  any  document,  she  always  gave  it  without 
a  word.  This  foolish,  sensitive  pride  which  Grandet  con- 
stantly and  unwittingly  hurt,  this  magnanimity  which  he 
was  quite  incapable  of  understanding,  were  Mme.  Grandet's 
dominant  characteristics. 

Her  dress  never  varied.  Her  gown  was  always  of  the 
same  dull,  greenish  shade  of  laventine,  and  usually  lasted 
her  nearly  a  twelvemonth ;  the  large  handkerchief  at  her 
throat  was  of  some  kind  of  cotton  material ;  she  wore  a  straw 
bonnet,  and  was  seldom  seen  without  a  black  silk  apron. 
She  left  the  house  so  rarely  that  her  walking  shoes  were 
seldom  worn  out;  indeed,  her  requirements  were  very  few, 
she  never  wanted  anything  for  herself.  Sometimes  it  would 
occur  to  Grandet  that  it  was  a  long  while  since  he  had  given 
the  last  six  francs  to  his  wife,  and  his  conscience  would 
prick  him  a  little ;  and  after  the  vintage,  when  he  sold  his 
wine,  he  always  demanded  pin-money  for  his  wife  over  and 
above  the  bargain.  These  four  or  five  louis  out  of  the 
pockets  of  the  Dutch  or  Belgian  merchants  were  Mme.  Gran- 
det's only  certain  source  of  yearly  income.  But  although 
she  received  her  five  louis,  her  husband  would  often  say  to 
her,  as  if  they  had  one  common  purse,  "  Have  you  a  few 
sous  that  you  can  lend  me  ?  "  and  she,  poor  woman,  glad 
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that  it  was  in  her  power  to  do  anything  for  the  man  whom 
her  confessor  always  taught  her  to  regard  as  her  lord  and 
master,  used  to  return  to  him  more  than  one  crown  out  of 
her  little  store  in  the  course  of  the  winter.  Every  month, 
when  Grandet  disbursed  the  five-franc  piece  which  he  allowed 
his  daughter  for  needles,  thread,  and  small  expenses  of  dress, 
he  remarked  to  his  wife  (after  he  had  buttoned  up  his 
pocket),  "And  how  about  you,  mother;  do  you  want  any- 
thing? "  And  with  a  mother's  dignity  Mme.  Grandet  would 
answer,  "  We  will  talk  about  that  by-and-by,  dear." 

Her  magnanimity  was  entirely  lost  upon  Grandet ;  he 
considered  that  he  did  very  handsomely  by  his  wife.  The 
philosophic  mind,  contemplating  the  Nanons,  the  Mme. 
Grandets,  the  Eugenies  of  this  life,  holds  that  the  Author 
of  the  universe  is  a  profound  satirist,  and  who  will  quarrel 
with  the  conclusion  of  the  philosophic  mind.^*  After  the 
dinner,  when  the  question  of  Eugenie's  marriage  had  been 
raised  for  the  first  time,  Nanon  went  up  to  M.  Grandet's 
room  to  fetch  a  bottle  of  black-currant  cordial,  and  very 
nearly  lost  her  footing  on  the  staircase  as  she  came 
down. 

"  Great  stupid !  Are  you  going  to  take  to  tumbling 
about?  "  inquired  her  master. 

"  It  is  all  along  of  the  step,  sir ;  it  gave  way.  The  stair- 
case isn't  safe." 

"  She  is  quite  right,"  said  Mme.  Grandet.  "  You  ought 
to  have  had  it  mended  long  ago.  Eugenie  all  but  sprained 
her  foot  on  it  yesterday." 

"  Here,"  said  Grandet,  who  saw  that  Nanon  looked  very 
pale,  "  as  to-day  is  Eugenie's  birthday,  and  you  have  nearly 
fallen  downstairs,  take  a  drop  of  black-currant  cordial ;  that 
will  put  you  right  again," 

"  I  deserve  it,  too,  upon  my  word,"  said  Nanon.  "  Many 
a  one  would  have  broken  the  bottle  in  ray  place;  I  should 
have  broken  my  elbow  first,  holding  it  up  to  save  it." 

"  Poor  Nanon ! "  muttered  Grandet,  pouring  out  the 
black-currant  cordial  for  her. 

"  Did  you  hurt  yourself?  "  asked  Eugenie,  looking  at  her 
in  concern. 
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"  No,  I  managed  to  break  the  fall;  I  came  down  on  my 

side." 

"  Well,"  said  Grandet,  "  as  to-day  is  Eugenie's  birthday, 
I  will  mend  your  step  for  you.  Somehow,  you  women-folk 
cannot  manage  to  put  your  foot  down  in  the  corner,  where 
it  is  still  solid  and  safe." 

Grandet  took  up  the  candle,  left  the  three  women  without 
any  other  illumination  in  the  room  than  the  bright  dancing 
firelight,  and  went  to  the  bakehouse,  where  tools,  nails,  and 
odd  pieces  of  wood  were  kept. 

"Do  you  want  any  help,''"  Nanon  called  to  him,  when 
the  first  blow  sounded  on  the  staircase. 

"  No !  no !     I  am  an  old  hand  at  it,"  answered  the  cooper. 

At  this  very  moment,  while  Grandet  was  doing  the  repairs 
himself  to  his  worm-eaten  staircase,  and  whistling  with  all 
his  might  as  memories  of  his  young  days  came  up  in  his 
mind,  the  three  Cruchots  knocked  at  the  house-door. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  is  it,  M.  Cruchot.'' "  asked  Nanon,  as  she 
took  a  look  through  the  small  square  grating. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  magistrate. 

Nanon  opened  the  door,  and  the  glow  of  the  firelight 
shone  on  the  three  Cruchots,  who  were  groping  in  the  arch- 
way. 

"  Oh !  you  have  come  to  help  us  keep  her  birthday,"  Nanon 
said,  as  the  scent  of  flowers  reached  her. 

"  Excuse  me  a  moment,  gentlemen,"  cried  Grandet,  who 
recognized  the  voices  of  his  acquaintances ;  "  I  am  your  very 
humble  servant !  There  is  no  pride  about  me ;  I  am  patching 
up  a  broken  stair  here  myself." 

"  Go  on,  go  on,  M.  Grandet !  The  charcoal-burner  is 
mayor  in  his  own  house,"  said  the  magistrate  sententiously. 
Nobody  saw  the  allusion,  and  he  had  his  laugh  all  to  him- 
self. Mme.  and  Mile.  Grandet  rose  to  greet  them.  The 
magistrate  took  advantage  of  the  darkness  to  speak  to 
Eugenie. 

"  Will  you  permit  me,  mademoiselle,  on  the  anniversary  of 
your  birthday,  to  wish  you  a  long  succession  of  prosperous 
years,  and  may  you  for  long  preserve  the  health  with  which 
you  are  blessed  at  present." 
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He  then  offered  her  such  a  bouquet  of  flowers  as  was 
seldom  seen  in  Saumur ;  and,  taking  the  heiress  by  both  arms, 
gave  her  a  kiss  on  either  side  of  the  throat,  a  fervent  salute 
which  brought  the  color  into  Eugenie's  face.  The  magis- 
trate was  tall  and  thin,  somewhat  resembling  a  rusty  nail; 
this  was  his  notion  of  paying  court. 

"  Do  not  disturb  yourselves,"  said  Grandet,  coming  back 
into  the  room.  "  Fine  doings  these  of  yours,  M.  le  Presi- 
dent, on  high  days  and  holidays  !  " 

"  With  mademoiselle  beside  him  every  day  would  be  a 
holiday  for  my  nephew,"  answered  the  Abbe  Cruchot,  also 
armed  with  a  bouquet ;  and  with  that  the  Abbe  kissed 
Eugenie's  hand.  As  for  M.  Cruchot,  he  kissed  her  uncere- 
moniously on  both  cheeks,  saying,  "  This  sort  of  thing  makes 
us  feel  older,  eh.''    A  whole  year  older  every  twelve  months." 

Grandet  set  down  the  candle  in  front  of  the  brass  clock 
on  the  chimney-piece;  whenever  a  joke  amused  him  he  kept 
on  repeating  it  till  it  was  worn  threadbare ;  he  did  so  now. 

"  As  to-day  is  Eugenie's  birthday,"  he  said,  "  let  us  have 
an  illumination." 

He  carefully  removed  the  branches  from  the  two  sconces, 
fitted  the  sockets  into  either  pedestal,  took  from  Nanon's 
hands  a  whole  new  candle  wrapped  in  a  scrap  of  paper, 
fixed  it  firmly  in  the  socket,  and  lighted  it.  Then  he  went 
over  to  his  wife  and  took  up  his  position  beside  her,  looking 
by  turns  at  his  daughter,  his  friends,  and  the  two  lighted 
candles. 

The  Abbe  Cruchot  was  a  fat,  dumpy  little  man  with  a 
well-worn  sandy  peruke.  His  peculiar  type  of  face  might 
have  belonged  to  some  old  lady  whose  life  is  spent  at  the 
card-table.  At  this  moment  he  was  stretching  out  his  feet 
and  displaying  a  very  neat  and  strong  pair  of  shoes  with 
silver  buckles  on  them. 

"The  des  Grassins  have  not  come  round.?"  he  asked. 

"  Not  yet,"  answered  Grandet. 

"Are  they  sure  to  come?"  put  in  the  old  notary,  with 
various  contortions  of  a  countenance  as  full  of  holes  as  a- 
colander. 

"  Oh !  yes,  I  think  they  will  come,"  said  Mme.  Grandet. 
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"Is  the  vintage  over?"  asked  President  de  Bonfons,  ad- 
dressing Grandct ;  "  are  all  your  grapes  gathered  ?  " 

"  Yes,  everywhere !  "  answered  the  old  vine-grower,  rising 
and  walking  up  and  down  the  length  of  the  room ;  he 
straightened  himself  up  as  he  spoke  with  a  conscious  pride 
that  appeared  in  that  word  "  everywhere." 

As  he  passed  by  the  door  that  opened  into  the  passage, 
Grandet  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  kitchen ;  the  fire  was  still 
alight,  a  candle  was  burning  there,  and  big  Nanon  was 
about  to  begin  her  spinning  by  the  hearth;  she  did  not  wish 
to  intrude  upon  the  birthday  party. 

"  Nanon ! "  he  called,  stepping  out  into  the  passage. 
"  Nanon !  Avhy  ever  don't  you  rake  out  the  fire ;  put  out 
the  candle  and  come  in  here !  Pardieu!  the  room  is  large 
enough  to  hold  us  all." 

"  But  you  are  expecting  grand  visitors,  sir." 

*' Have  you  any  objection  to  them.?  They  are  all  de- 
scended from  Adam  just  as  much  as  you  are." 

Grandet  went  back  to  the  president. 

"Have  you  sold  your  wine.'*"  he  inquired. 

"  Not  I ;  I  am  holding  it.  If  the  wine  is  good  now,  it 
will  be  better  still  in  two  years'  time.  The  growers,  as  you 
know,  of  course,  are  in  a  ring,  and  mean  to  keep  prices  up. 
The  Belgians  shall  not  have  it  all  their  own  way  this  year. 
And  if  they  go  away,  well  and  good,  let  them  go;  they  will 
come  back  again." 

"  Yes ;  but  we  must  hold  firm,"  said  Grandet  in  a  tone 
that  made  the  magistrate  shudder. 

"  Suppose  he  should  sell  his  wine  behind  our  backs .''  "  he 
thought. 

At  that  moment  another  knock  at  the  door  announced 
the  des  Grassins,  and  interrupted  a  quiet  talk  between  Mme. 
Grandet  and  the  Abbe  Cruchot. 

Mme.  des  Grassins  was  a  dumpy,  lively  little  person  with 
a  pink-and-white  complexion,  one  of  those  women  for  whom 
the  course  of  life  in  a  country  town  has  flowed  on  with 
almost  claustral  tranquillity,  and  who,  thanks  to  this  regu- 
lar and  virtuous  existence,  are  still  youthful  at  the  age  of 
forty.     They  are  something  like  the  late  roses  in  autumn, 
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which  are  fair  and  pleasant  to  the  sight,  but  the  almost 
scentless  petals  have  a  pinclied  look,  there  is  a  vague  sugges- 
tion of  coming  winter  about  them.  She  dressed  tolerably 
well,  her  gowns  came  from  Paris,  she  was  a  leader  of  society 
in  Saumur,  and  received  on  certain  evenings.  Her  husband 
had  been  a  quartermaster  in  the  Imperial  Guard,  but  he 
had  retired  from  the  army  with  a  pension,  after  being  badly 
wounded  at  Austerlitz.  In  spite  of  his  consideration  for 
Grandet,  he  still  retained,  or  affected  to  retain,  the  bluff 
manners  of  a  soldier. 

"  Good-day,  Grandet,"  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand  to 
the  cooper  with  that  wonted  air  of  superiority  with  which 
he  eclipsed  the  Cruchot  faction.  "  Mademoiselle,"  he  added, 
addressing  Eugenie,  after  a  bow  to  Mme.  Grandet,  "  you 
are  always  charming,  ever  good  and  fair,  and  what  more 
can  one  wish  you.''  " 

With  that  he  presented  her  with  a  small  box,  which  a 
servant  was  carrying,  and  which  contained  a  Cape  heath, 
a  plant  only  recently  introduced  into  Europe,  and  very 
rare. 

Mme.  des  Grassins  embraced  Eugenie  very  affectionately, 
squeezed  her  hand,  and  said,  "  I  have  commissioned  Adolphe 
to  give  you  my  little  birthday  gift." 

A  tall,  fair-haired  young  man,  somewhat  pallid  and 
weakly  in  appearance,  came  forward  at  this ;  his  manners 
were  passably  good,  although  he  seemed  to  be  shy.  He 
had  just  completed  his  law  studies  in  Paris,  where  he  had 
managed  to  spend  eight  or  ten  thousand  francs  over  and 
above  his  allowance.  He  now  kissed  Eugenie  on  both  cheeks, 
and  laid  a  workbox  with  gilded  silver  fittings  before  her ; 
it  wa.s  a  showy,  trumpery  thing  enough,  in  spite  of  the 
little  shield  on  the  lid,  on  which  an  E.  G.  had  been  en- 
graved in  Gothic  characters,  a  detail  which  gave  an  im- 
posing air  to  the  whole.  Eugenie  raised  the  lid  with  a 
little  thrill  of  pleasure,  the  happiness  was  as  complete  as 
it  was  unlooked  for — the  happiness  that  brings  bright  color 
into  a  young  girl's  face  and  makes  her  tremble  with  delight. 
Her  eyes  turned  to  her  father  as  if  to  ask  whether  she  might 
accept    the    gift ;   M.    Grandet    answered    the    mute   inquiry 
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with  a  "  Take  it,  my  daughter !  "  in  tones  which  would  have 
made  the  reputation  of  an  actor.  The  three  Cruchots  stood 
dumfounded  when  thej  saw  the  bright,  dehghted  glance  that 
Adolphe  des  Grassins  received  from  the  heiress,  who  seemed 
to  be  dazzled  by  such  undreamed-of  splendors. 

M.  des  Grassins  offered  his  snuff-box  to  Grandet,  took  a 
pinch  himself,  brushed  off  a  few  stray  specks  from  his  blue 
coat  and  from  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  at  his 
buttonhole,  and  looked  at  the  Cruchots,  as  though  to  say, 
*'  Parry  that  thrust  if  you  can !  "  Mme.  des  Grassins'  eyes 
fell  on  the  blue  glass  jars  in  which  the  Cruchots'  bouquets 
had  been  set.  She  looked  at  their  gifts  with  the  innocent 
air  of  pretended  interest  which  a  satirical  woman  knows 
how  to  assume  upon  occasion.  It  was  a  delicate  crisis. 
The  Abbe  got  up  and  left  the  others,  who  were  forming  a 
circle  round  the  fire,  and  joined  Grandet  in  his  promenade 
up  and  down  the  room.  When  the  two  elders  had  reached 
the  embrasure  of  the  window  at  the  farther  end,  away  from 
the  group  by  the  fire,  the  priest  said  in  the  miser's  ear, 
"  Those  people  yonder  are  throwing  their  money  out  of  the 
windows." 

"  What  does  that  matter  to  me,  so  long  as  it  comes  my 
way?  "  the  old  vine-grower  answered. 

"  If  you  had  a  mind  to  give  your  daughter  golden  scissors, 
you  could  very  well  afford  it,"  said  the  Abbe. 

"  I  shall  give  her  something  better  than  scissors,"  Grandet 
answered. 

"  What  an  idiot  my  nephew  is !  "  thought  the  Abbe,  as  he 
looked  at  the  magistrate,  whose  dark,  ill-favored  countenance 
was  set  off  to  perfection  at  that  moment  by  a  shock  head 
of  hair.  "  Why  couldn't  he  have  hit  on  some  expensive 
piece  of  foolery.'^  " 

"  We  will  take  a  hand  at  cards,  Mme.  Grandet,"  said 
Mme.  des  Grassins. 

"  But  as  we  are  all  here,  there  are  enough  of  us  for  two 
tables " 

"  As  to-day  Is  Eugenie's  birthday,  why  not  all  play  to- 
gether at  loto  .P  "  said  old  Grandet ;  "  these  two  children 
could  join  in  the  game." 


EUGENIE  GEANDET  33 

The  old  cooper,  who  never  played  at  any  game  whatever, 
pointed  to  his  daughter  and  Adolphe. 

"  Here,  Nanon,  move  the  tables  out." 

"  We  will  help  you,  Mile.  Nanon,"  said  Mme.  des 
Grassins  cheerfully ;  she  was  thoroughly  pleased,  because 
she  had  pleased  Eugenie. 

"  I  have  never  seen  anything  so  pretty  anywhere,"  the 
heiress  had  said  to  her.  "  I  have  never  been  so  happy  in 
my  life  before." 

"  It  was  Adolphe  who  chose  it,"  said  Mme.  des  Grassins 
in  the  girl's  ear ;  "  he  brought  it  from  Paris." 

"  Go  your  ways,  accursed  scheming  woman,"  muttered  the 
magistrate  to  himself.  "  If  you  or  your  husband  ever  find 
yourselves  in  a  court  of  law,  you  shall  be  hard  put  to  it 
to  gain  the  day." 

The  notary,  calmly  seated  in  his  corner,  watched  the 
Abbe,  and  said  to  himself,  "  The  des  Grassins  may  do  what 
they  like;  my  fortune  and  my  brother's  and  my  nephew's 
fortunes  altogether  mount  up  to  eleven  hundred  thousand 
francs.  The  des  Grassins,  at  the  very  utmost,  have  only 
half  as  much,  and  they  have  a  daughter.  Let  them  give 
whatever  they  like,  all  will  be  ours  some  day — the  heiress 
and  her  presents  too." 

Two  tables  were  in  readiness  by  half-past  eight  o'clock. 
Mme.  de  Grassins,  with  her  winning  ways,  had  succeeded  in 
placing  her  son  next  to  Eugenie.  The  actors  in  the  scene, 
so  commonplace  in  appearance,  so  full  of  interest  beneath 
the  surface,  each  provided  with  slips  of  pasteboard  of  vari- 
ous colors  and  blue  glass  counters,  seemed  to  be  listening 
to  the  little  jokes  made  by  the  old  notary,  who  never  drew 
a  number  without  making  some  remark  upon  it,  but  they 
were  all  thinking  of  M.  Grandet's  millions.  The  old  cooper 
himself  eyed  the  group  with  a  certain  self-complacency ; 
he  looked  at  Mme.  des  Grassins  with  her  pink  feathers 
and  her  fresh  toilet,  at  the  banker's  soldierly  face,  at  Adolphe, 
at  the  magistrate,  at  the  Abbe  and  the  notary,  and  within 
himself  he  said :  "  They  are  all  after  my  crowns ;  that  is 
what  they  are  here  for.  It  is  for  my  daughter  that  they 
come  to  be  bored  here.     Aha!  and  my  daughter  is  for  none 
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of  them,  and  all  these  people  are  so  many  harpoons  to  be 
used  in  my  fishing." 

The  merriment  of  this  family  party,  the  laughter,  only 
sincere  when  it  came  from  Eugenie  or  her  mother,  and  to 
which  the  low  whirring  of  Naiion's  spinning-wheel  made  an 
accompaniment,  the  sordid  meanness  playing  for  high  stakes, 
the  young  girl  herself,  like  some  rare  bird,  the  innocent 
victim  of  its  high  value,  tracked  down  and  snared  by  specious 
pretenses  of  friendship ;  taken  altogether,  it  was  a  sorry 
comedy  that  was  being  played  in  the  old  gray-painted  par- 
lor, by  the  dim  light  of  the  two  candles.  Was  it  not,  how- 
ever, a  drama  of  all  time,  played  out  everywhere  all  over 
the  world,  but  here  reduced  to  its  simplest  expression?  Old 
Grandet  towered  above  the  other  actors,  turning  all  this 
sham  affection  to  his  own  account,  and  reaping  a  rich 
harvest  from  this  simulated  friendship.  His  face  hovered 
above  the  scene  like  the  interpretation  of  an  evil  dream. 
He  was  like  the  incarnation  of  the  one  god  who  yet  finds 
worshipers  in  modern  times,  of  money  and  the  power  of 
wealth. 

With  him  the  gentler  and  sweeter  impulses  of  human  life 
only  occupied  the  second  place ;  but  they  so  filled  three 
purer  hearts  there  that  there  was  no  room  in  them  for  other 
thoughts — the  hearts  of  Nanon,  and  of  Eugenie  and  her 
mother.  And  yet,  how  much  ignorance  mingled  with  their 
innocent  simplicity !  Eugenie  and  her  mother  knew  nothing 
of  Grandet's  wealth ;  they  saw  everything  through  a  medium 
of  dim  ideas,  peculiar  to  their  own  narrow  world,  and 
neither  desired  nor  despised  money,  accustomed  as  they  were 
to  do  without  it.  Nor  were  they  conscious  of  an  uncon- 
genial atmosphere;  the  strength  of  their  feelings,  their  inner 
life,  made  of  them  a  strange  exception  in  this  gathering, 
wholly  intent  upon  material  interests.  Appalling  is  the  con-  j 
dition  of  man ;  there  is  no  drop  of  happiness  in  his  lot  but 
has  its  source  in  ignorance. 

Just  as  Mme.  Grandet  had  won  sixteen  sous,  the  largest 
amount  that  had  ever  been  punted  beneath  that  roof,  and 
big  Nanon  was  beaming  with  delight  at  the  sight  of  madame 
pocketing  that  splendid  sum,  there  was  a  knock  at  the  house- 
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door,  so  sudden  and  so  loud  that  it  startled  the  women  for 
the  moment. 

"  No  one  in  Saumur  would  knock  in  that  way  I  "  said  the 
notary. 

"  What  do  they  thump  like  that  for.^^  "  said  Nanon.  "  Do 
they  want  to  break  our  door  down.'*  " 

"Who  the  devil  is  it?"   cried  Grandet. 

Nanon  took  up  one  of  the  two  candles  and  went  to  open 
the  door.      Grandet  followed  her. 

"  Grandet !  Grandet ! "  cried  his  wife ;  a  vague  terror 
seized  her,  and  she  hurried  to  the  door  of  the  room. 

The  players  all  looked  at  each  other. 

"Suppose  we  go  too?"  said  M.  des  Grassins.  "That 
knock  means  no  good,  it  seemed  to  me." 

But  M.  des  Grassins  scarcely  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  young 
man's  face  and  of  a  porter  who  was  carrying  two  huge 
trunks  and  an  assortment  of  carpet  bags,  before  Grandet 
turned  sharply  on  his  wife  and  said: 

"  Go  back  to  your  loto,  Mme.  Grandet,  and  leave  me  to 
settle  with  this  gentleman  here." 

With  that  he  slammed  the  parlor  door,  and  the  loto 
players  sat  down  again,  but  they  were  too  much  excited 
to  go  on  with  the  game. 

"  Is  it  anyone  who  lives  in  Saumur,  M.  des  Grassins  ?  " 
his  wife  inquired. 

"  No,  a  traveler." 

"  Then  he  must  have  come  from  Paris." 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  said  the  notary,  drawing  out  a 
heavy  antique  watch,  a  couple  of  fingers'  breadth  in  thick- 
ness, and  not  unlike  a  Dutch  punt  in  shape,  "  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  it  is  nine  o'clock.  Peste!  the  mail-coach  is  not 
often  behind  time." 

"  Is  he  young  looking?  "  put  in  the  Abbe  Cruchot. 

"  Yes,"  answered  M.  des  Grassins.  "  The  luggage  he 
has  with  him  must  weigh  three  hundred  kilos   at  least." 

"  Nanon  does  not  come  back,"  said  Eugenie. 

"  It  must  be  some  relation  of  yours,"  the  president  re- 
marked. 

"  Let  us  put  down  our  stakes,"  said  Mme.  Grandet  gently. 
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*'  M.  Grandet  was  vexed,  I  could  tell  that  by  the  sound  of 
his  voice,  and  perhaps  he  would  be  displeased  if  he  came 
in  and  found  us  all  discussing  his  affairs." 

"  Mademoiselle,"  Adolphe  addressed  his  neighbor,  "  it  will 
be  your  cousin  Grandet  no  doubt,  a  very  nice-looking  young 
fellow  whom  I  once  met  at  a  ball  at  M.  de  Nucingen's." 

Adolphe  went  no  further,  his  mother  stamped  on  his  foot 
under  the  table.  Aloud,  she  asked  him  for  two  sous  for 
his  stake,  adding  in  an  undertone,  meant  only  for  his  ears, 
"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  you  great  silly !  " 

They  could  hear  the  footsteps  of  Nanon  and  the  porter 
on  the  staircase,  but  Grandet  returned  to  the  room  almost 
immediately,  and  just  behind  him  came  the  traveler  who 
had  excited  so  much  curiosity,  and  loomed  so  large  in  the 
imaginations  of  those  assembled ;  indeed,  his  sudden  descent 
into  their  midst  might  be  compared  to  ,the  arrival  of  a 
snail  in  a  beehive,  or  the  entrance  of  a  peacock  into  some 
humdrum  village  poultry-yard. 

"  Take  a  seat  near  the  fire,"  said  Grandet,  addressing 
the  stranger. 

The  young  man  looked  round  the  room  and  bowed  very 
gracefully  before  seating  himself.  The  men  rose  and  bowed 
politely  in  return,  the  women  courtesied  rather  ceremoni- 
ously. 

"  You  are  feeling  cold,  I  expect,  sir,"  said  Mme.  Grandet ; 
"  you  have  no  doubt  come  from " 

"  Just  like  the  women !  "  broke  in  the  good  man,  looking 
up  from  the  letter  which  he  held  in  his  hand.  "  Do  let  the 
gentleman  have  a  little  peace." 

"  But,  father,  perhaps  the  gentleman  wants  something 
after  his  journey,"  said  Eugenie. 

"  He  has  a  tongue  in  his  head,"  the  vine-grower  answered 
severely. 

The  stranger  alone  felt  any  surprise  at  this  scene,  the 
rest  were  quite  used  to  the  worthy  man  and  his  arbitrary 
behavior.  But  after  the  two  inquiries  had  received  the  sum- 
mary answers,  the  stranger  rose  and  stood  with  his  back 
to  the  fire,  held  out  a  foot  to  the  blaze,  so  as  to  warm 
the  soles  of  his  boots,  and  said  to  Eugenie,  "  Thank  you. 
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cousin,  I  dined  at  Tours.  And  I  do  not  require  anything," 
he  added,  glancing  at  Grandet ;  "  I  am  not  in  the  least 
tired." 

"Do  you  come  from  Paris?"  (it  was  Mme.  des  Grassins 
who  now  put  the  inquiry). 

M.  Charles  (for  this  was  the  name  borne  by  the  son  of 
M.  Grandet  of  Paris),  hearing  someone  question  him,  took 
out  an  eyeglass  that  hung  suspended  from  his  neck  by  a 
cord,  fixed  it  in  his  eye,  made  a  deliberate  survey  of  the 
objects  upon  the  table  and  of  the  people  sitting  round  it, 
eyed  Mme.  des  Grassins  very  coolly,  and  said  (when  he 
had  completed  his  survey),  "  Yes,  madame.  You  are  play- 
ing at  loto,  aunt,"  he  added :  "  pray  go  on  with  your  game, 
it  is  too  amusing  to  be  broken  off " 

"  I  knew  it  was  the  cousin,"  thought  Mme.  des  Grassins, 
and  she  gave  him  a  side  glance  from  time  to  time. 

"  Forty-seven,"  cried  the  old  Abbe.  "  Keep  count.  Mme. 
des  Grassins,  that  is  your  number,  is  it  not?" 

M.  des  Grassins  put  down  a  counter  on  his  wife's  card; 
the  lady  herself  was  not  thinking  of  loto,  her  mind  was 
full  of  melancholy  forebodings,  she  was  watching  Eugenie 
and  the  cousin  from  Paris.  She  saw  how  the  heiress  now 
and  then  stole  a  glance  at  her  cousin,  and  the  banker's  wife 
could  easily  discover  in  those  glances  a  crescendo  of  amaze- 
ment or  of  curiosity. 

There  was  certainly  a  strange  contrast  between  M. 
Charles  Grandet,  a  handsome  young  man  of  two-and-twenty, 
and  the  worthy  provincials,  who,  tolerably  disgusted  already 
with  his  aristocratic  airs,  were  scornfully  studying  the 
stranger  with  a  view  to  making  game  of  him.  This  requires 
some  explanation. 

At  two-and-twenty  childhood  is  not  so  very  far  away, 
and  youth,  on  the  borderland,  has  not  finally  and  forever 
put  away  childish  things ;  Charles  Grandet's  vanity  was 
childish,  but  perhaps  ninety-nine  young  men  out  of  a  hun- 
dred would  have  been  carried  away  by  it  and  behaved  ex- 
actly as  he  did. 

Some  days  previously  his  father  had  bidden  him  to  go 
on  a  visit  of  several  months  to  his  uncle  in  Saumur ;  per- 
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haps  M.  Grandet  (of  Paris)  had  Eugenie  in  his  mind. 
Charles,  launched  in  this  way  into  a  country  town  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  had  his  own  ideas.  He  would  make  his 
appearance  in  provincial  society  with  all  the  superiority  of 
a  young  man  of  fashion ;  he  would  reduce  the  neighborhood 
to  despair  by  his  splendor;  he  would  inaugurate  a  new 
epoch,  and  introduce  all  the  latest  and  most  ingenious  refine- 
ment of  Parisian  luxury.  To  be  brief,  he  meant  to  devote 
more  time  at  Saumur  than  in  Paris  to  the  care  of  his  nails, 
and  to  carry  out  schemes  of  elaborate  and  studied  refine- 
ments in  dress  at  his  leisure ;  there  should  be  none  of  the 
not  ungraceful  negligence  of  attire  which  a  young  man  of 
fashion  sometimes  affects. 

So  Charles  took  with  him  into  the  country  the  most  charm- 
ing of  shooting  costumes,  the  sweetest  thing  in  hunting- 
knives  and  sheaths,  and  a  perfect  beauty  of  a  rifle.  He 
packed  up  a  most  tasteful  collection  of  waistcoats:  gray, 
white,  black,  beetle-green  shot  with  gold,  speckled  and 
spangled ;  double  waistcoats,  waistcoats  with  rolled  collars, 
stand-up  collars,  turned-down  collars,  open  at  the  throat, 
buttoned  up  to  the  chin  with  a  row  of  gold  buttons.  He 
took  samples  of  all  the  ties  and  cravats  in  favor  at  that 
epoch.  He  took  two  of  Buisson's  coats.  He  took  his  finest 
linen,  and  the  dressing-case  with  gold  fittings  that  his  mother 
had  given  him.  He  took  all  his  dandy's  paraphernalia,  not 
forgetting  an  enchanting  little  writing-case,  the  gift  of  the 
most  amiable  of  women  (for  him  at  least),  a  great  lady 
whom  he  called  Annette,  and  who  at  that  moment  was 
traveling  with  her  husband  in  Scotland,  a  victim  to  suspi- 
cions which  demanded  the  temporary  sacrifice  of  her  happi- 
ness. 

In  short,  his  cargo  of  Parisian  frivolities  was  as  complete 
as  it  was  possible  to  make  it ;  nothing  had  been  omitted, 
from  the  horsewhip,  useful  as  a  preliminary,  to  the  pair  of 
richly-chased  and  mounted  pistols  that  terminate  a  duel. 
There  was  all  the  plowing  gear  required  by  a  young  idler 
in  the  field  of  life. 

His  father  had  told  him  to  travel  alone  and  modestly,  and 
he  had  obeyed.     He  had  come  in  the  coupe  of  the  diligence, 
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which  he  secured  all  to  himself;  and  was  not  ill-satisfied  to 
save  wear,  in  this  way,  to  a  smart  and  comfortable  traveling 
carriage  which  he  had  ordered,  and  in  which  he  meant  to 
go  to  meet  his  Annette,  the  aforesaid  great  lady  who — etc., 
and  whom  he  was  to  rejoin  next  June  at  Baden-Baden. 

Charles  expected  to  meet  scores  of  people  during  his  visit 
to  his  uncle ;  he  expected  to  have  some  shooting  on  his  uncle's 
land;  he  expected,  in  short,  to  find  a  large  house  on  a 
large  estate;  he  had  not  thought  to  find  his  relatives  in 
Saumur  at  all;  he  had  only  found  out  that  they  lived  there 
by  asking  the  way  to  Froidfond,  and  even  after  this  dis- 
covery he  expected  to  see  them  in  a  large  mansion.  But 
whether  his  uncle  lived  in  Saumur  or  at  Froidfond,  he  was 
determined  to  make  his  first  appearance  properly,  so  he  had 
assumed  a  most  fascinating  traveling  costume,  made  with 
the  simplicity  that  is  the  perfection  of  art,  a  most  adorable 
creation,  to  use  the  word  which  in  those  days  expressed 
superlative  praise  of  the  special  qualities  of  a  thing  or  of 
a  man.  At  Tours  he  had  summoned  a  hairdresser,  and  his 
handsome  chestnut  hair  was  curled  afresh.  He  had  changed 
his  linen  and  put  on  a  black  satin  cravat,  which,  in  com- 
bination with  a  round  collar,  made  a  very  becoming  setting 
for  a  pale  and  satirical  face.  A  long  overcoat,  fitting 
tightly  at  the  waist,  gave  glimpses  of  a  cashmere  waistcoat 
with  a  rolled  collar,  and  beneath  this  again  a  second  waist- 
coat of  some  white  material.  His  watch  was  carelessly 
thrust  into  a  side  pocket,  and  save  in  so  far  as  a  gold  chain 
secured  it  to  a  buttonhole,  its  continuance  there  appeared 
to  be  purely  accidental.  His  gray  trousers  were  buttoned 
at  the  sides,  and  the  seams  were  adorned  with  designs  em- 
broidered in  black  silk.  A  pair  of  gray  gloves  had  nothing 
to  dread  from  contact  with  a  gold-headed  cane,  which  he 
managed  to  admiration.  A  discriminating  taste  was  evinced 
throughout  the  costume,  and  shone  conspicuous  in  the  travel- 
ing cap.  Only  a  Parisian,  and  a  Parisian  moreover  from 
some  remote  and  lofty  sphere,  could  trick  himself  out  in 
such  attire,  and  bring  all  its  absurd  details  into  harmony 
by  coxcombry  carried  to  such  a  pitch  that  it  ceased  to  be 
ridiculous;  this  young  man  carried  it  off,  moreover,  with 
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a  swaggering  air  befitting  a  dead  shot,  conscious  of  the 
possession  of  a  handsome  pair  of  pistols  and  the  good  graces 
of  an  Annette. 

If,  moreover,  you  wish  to  thoroughly  understand  the  sur- 
prise with  which  the  Saumurois  and  the  young  Parisian 
mutually  regarded  each  other,  you  must  behold,  as  did  the 
former,  the  radiant  vision  of  this  elegant  traveler  shining 
in  the  gloomy  old  room,  as  well  as  the  figures  that  com- 
posed the  family  picture  that  met  the  stranger's  eyes. 
There  sat  the  Cruchots ;  try  to  imagine  them. 

To  begin  with,  all  three  took  snufF,  with  utter  disregard 
of  personal  cleanliness  or  of  the  black  deposit  with  which 
their  shirt  frills  were  encrusted.  Their  limp  silk  handker- 
chiefs were  twisted  into  a  thick  rope,  and  wound  tightly 
about  their  necks.  Their  collars  were  crumpled  and  soiled, 
their  linen  was  dingy ;  there  was  such  a  vast  accumulation 
of  underwear  in  their  presses,  that  it  was  only  necessary  to 
wash  twice  in  the  year,  and  the  linen  acquired  a  bad  color 
with  lying  by.  Age  and  ugliness  might  have  wrought  to- 
gether to  produce  a  masterpiece  in  them.  Their  hard- 
featured,  furrowed,  and  wrinkled  faces  were  in  keeping  with 
their  creased  and  threadbare  clothing,  and  both  they  and 
their  garments  were  worn,  shrunken,  twisted  out  of  shape. 
Dwellers  in  country  places  are  apt  to  grow  more  or  less 
slovenly  and  careless  of  their  appearance ;  they  cease  by  de- 
grees to  dress  for  others ;  the  career  of  a  pair  of  gloves  is 
indefinitely  prolonged,  there  is  a  general  want  of  freshness 
and  a  decided  neglect  of  detail.  The  slovenliness  of  the 
Cruchots,  therefore,  was  not  conspicuous ;  they  were  in  har- 
mony with  the  rest  of  the  company,  for  there  was  one  point 
on  which  both  Cruchotins  and  Grassinistes  were  agreed  for 
the  most  part — they  held  the  fashions  in  horror. 

The  Parisian  assumed  his  eyeglass  again  in  order  to  study 
the  curious  accessories  of  the  room ;  his  eyes  traveled  over 
the  rafters  in  the  ceiling,  over  the  dingy  panels  covered  with 
fly-spots  in  sufficient  abundance  to  punctuate  the  whole  of 
the  Encyclopedie  MetJiodique  and  the  Moniteur  besides. 
The  loto  players  looked  up  at  this  and  stared  at  him; 
if   a    giraff^e   had   been    in    their   midst    they    could   hardly 
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have  gazed  with  more  eager  curiosity.  Even  M.  des  Gras- 
sins  and  his  son,  who  had  beheld  a  man  of  fashion  before 
in  the  course  of  their  hves,  shared  in  the  general  amaze- 
ment ;  perhaps  they  felt  the  indefinable  influence  of  the  gen- 
eral feeling  about  the  stranger,  perhaps  they  regarded  him 
not  unapprovingly.  "  You  see  how  they  dress  in  Paris," 
their  satirical  glances  seemed  to  say  to  their  neighbors. 

One  and  all  were  at  liberty  to  watch  Charles  at  their 
leisure,  without  any  fear  of  offending  the  master  of  the 
house,  for  by  this  time  Grandet  was  deep  in  a  long  letter 
which  he  held  in  his  hand.  He  had  taken  the  only  candle 
from  the  table  beside  him,  without  any  regard  for  the  con- 
venience of  his  guests  or  for  their  pleasure. 

It  seemed  to  Eugenie,  who  had  never  in  her  life  beheld 
such  a  paragon,  that  her  cousin  was  some  seraphic  vision, 
some  creature  fallen  from  the  skies.  The  perfume  exhaled 
by  those  shining  locks,  so  gracefully  curled,  was  delightful 
to  her.  She  would  fain  have  passed  her  fingers  over  the 
delicate,  smooth  surface  of  those  wonderful  gloves.  She 
envied  Charles  his  little  hands,  his  complexion,  the  youthful 
refinement  of  his  features.  In  fact,  the  sight  of  her  cousin 
gave  her  the  same  sensations  of  exquisite  pleasure  that  might 
be  aroused  in  a  young  man  by  the  contemplation  of  the 
fanciful  portraits  of  ladies  in  English  "  Keepsakes,"  por- 
traits drawn  by  Westall  and  engraved  by  Finden,  with  a 
burin  so  skillful  that  you  fear  to  breathe  upon  the  vellum 
surface  lest  the  celestial  vision  should  disappear.  And  yet — 
how  should  the  impression  produced  by  a  young  exquisite 
upon  an  ignorant  girl  whose  life  was  spent  in  darning 
stockings  and  mending  her  father's  clothes,  in  the  dirty 
wainscoted  window  embrasure  whence,  in  an  hour,  she  saw 
scarcely  one  passer-by  in  the  silent  street,  how  should  her 
dim  impressions  be  conveyed  by  such  an  image  as  this.? 

Charles  drew  from  his  pocket  a  handkerchief  embroidered 
by  the  great  lady  who  was  traveling  in  Scotland.  It  was  a 
dainty  piece  of  work  wrought  by  love,  in  hours  that  were 
lost  to  love;  Eugenie  gazed  at  her  cousin,  and  wondered, 
was  he  really  going  to  use  it.'^  Charles's  manners,  his  way 
of  adjusting  his  eyeglass,  his  superciliousness,  his  affecta- 
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tions,  his  manifest  contempt  for  the  httle  box  which  ha<i 
but  lately  given  so  much  pleasure  to  the  wealthy  heiress, 
and  which  in  his  eyes  seemed  to  be  a  very  absurd  piece  of 
rubbish ;  everything,  in  short,  which  had  given  offense  to 
the  Cruchotins  and  the  Grassinistcs  pleased  Eugenie  so  much 
that  she  lay  awake  for  long  that  night  thinking  about  this 
phoenix  of  a  cousin. 

Meanwhile  the  numbers  were  drawn  but  languidly,  and 
very  soon  the  loto  came  to  an  end  altogether.  Big  Nanon 
came  into  the  room  and  said  aloud,  "  Madame,  you  will  have 
to  give  me  some  sheets  to  make  the  gentleman's  bed." 

Mme.  Grandet  disappeared  with  Nanon,  and  Mme.  des 
Grassins  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Let  us  keep  our  sous,  and 
give  up  the  game." 

Each  player  took  back  his  coin  from  the  chipped  saucer 
which  held  the  stakes.  Then  there  was  a  general  stir,  and  a 
wheeling  movement  in  the  direction  of  the  fire. 

"  Is  the  game  over.'*  "  inquired  Grandet,  still  reading  his 
letter. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  answered  Mme.  des  Grassins,  seating  herself 
next  to  Charles. 

Eugenie  left  the  room  to  help  her  mother  and  Nanon, 
moved  by  a  thought  that  came  with  the  vague  feeling  that 
stirred  her  heart  for  the  first  time.  If  she  had  been  ques- 
tioned by  a  skillful  confessor,  she  would  have  no  doubt  ad- 
mitted that  her  thought  was  neither  for  Nanon  nor  for  her 
mother,  but  that  she  was  seized  with  a  restless  and  urgent 
desire  to  see  that  all  was  right  in  her  cousin's  room,  to  busy 
herself  on  her  cousin's  account,  to  see  that  nothing  was 
forgotten,  to  think  of  everything  he  might  require,  and  to 
make  sure  that  it  was  there,  to  make  certain  that  every- 
thing was  as  neat  and  pretty  as  might  be.  She  alone,  so 
Eugenie  thought  already,  could  enter  into  her  cousin's  ideas 
and  understand  his  tastes. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  came  just  at  the  right  moment. 
Her  mother  and  Nanon  were  about  to  leave  the  room  in 
the  belief  that  it  was  all  in  readiness ;  Eugenie  convinced 
them  in  a  moment  that  everything  was  yet  to  do.  She  filled 
Nanon's   head  with   these   ideas:   the   sheets   had   not   been 
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aired,  Nanon  must  bring  the  warming-pan,  there  were  ashes, 
there  was  a  fire  downstairs.  She  herself  covered  the  old 
table  with  a  clean  white  cloth,  and  told  Nanon  to  mind 
and  be  sure  to  change  it  every  morning.  There  must  be 
a  good  fire  in  the  room;  she  overcame  her  mother's  objec- 
tions, she  induced  Nanon  to  put  a  good  supply  of  fire- 
wood outside  in  the  passage,  and  to  say  nothing  about  it 
to  her  father.  She  ran  downstairs  into  the  parlor,  sought 
in  one  of  the  sideboards  for  an  old  japanned  tray  which 
had  belonged  to  the  late  M.  de  la  Bertelliere,  and  from  the 
same  source  she  procured  a  hexagonal  crystal  glass,  a  little 
gilt  spoon  with  almost  all  the  gilding  rubbed  off,  and  an 
old  slender-necked  glass  bottle  with  Cupids  engraved  upon 
it ;  these  she  deposited  in  triumph  on  a  corner  of  the  chim- 
ney-piece. More  ideas  had  crowded  up  in  her  mind  during 
that  one  quarter  of  an  hour  than  in  all  the  years  since  she 
had  come  into  the  world. 

"  Mamma,"  she  began,  "  he  will  never  be  able  to  bear 
the  smell  of  a  tallow  candle.  Suppose  that  we  buy  a  wax 
candle  ?  " 

She  fled,  lightly  as  a  bird,  to  find  her  purse,  and  drew 
thence  the  five  francs  which  she  had  received  for  the  month's 
expenses. 

"  Here,  Nanon,  be  quick," 

"  But  what  will  your  father  say .''  " 

This  dreadful  objection  was  raised  by  Mme.  Grandet, 
when  she  saw  her  daughter  with  an  old  Sevres  china  sugar- 
basin  which  Grandet  had  brought  back  with  him  from  the 
chateau  at  Froidfond. 

"And  where  is  the  sugar  to  come  from.''"  she  went  on. 
*'  Are  you  mad.^*  " 

"  Nanon  can  easily  buy  the  sugar  when  she  goes  for  the 
candle,  mamma." 

"  But  how  about  your  father  ?  " 

"  Is  it  a  right  thing  that  his  nephew  should  not  have  a 
glass  of  eau  sucree  [sugar  and  water]  to  drink  if  he  hap- 
pens to  want  it?     Besides,  he  will  not  notice  it." 

"  Your  father  always  notices  things,"  said  Mme.  Grandet,, 
shaking  her  head. 
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Nanon  hesitated ;  she  knew  her  master. 

"  Do  go,  Nanon ;  it  is  my  birthday  to-day,  you  know !  " 

Nanon  burst  out  laughing  in  spite  of  herself  at  the  first 
joke  her  young  mistress  had  ever  been  known  to  make,  and 
did  her  bidding. 

While  Eugenie  and  her  mother  were  doing  their  best  to 
adorn  the  room  which  M.  Grandet  had  allotted  to  his 
nephew,  Mme.  des  Grassins  was  bestowing  her  attention 
on  Charles,  and  making  abundant  use  of  her  eyes  as  she 
did  so. 

"  You  are  very  brave,"  she  said,  "  to  leave  the  pleasures 
of  the  capital  in  winter  in  order  to  come  to  stay  in  Saumur. 
But  if  you  are  not  frightened  away  at  first  sight  of  us, 
you  shall  see  that  even  here  we  can  amuse  ourselves.'*  And 
she  gave  him  a  languishing  glance,  in  true  provincial 
style. 

Women  in  the  provinces  are  wont  to  affect  a  demure  and 
staid  demeanor,  which  gives  a  furtive  and  eager  eloquence 
to  their  eyes,  a  peculiarity  which  may  be  noted  in  ecclesi- 
astics, for  whom  every  pleasure  is  stolen  or  forbidden. 
Charles  was  so  thoroughly  out  of  his  element  in  this  room, 
it  was  all  so  far  removed  from  the  great  chateau  and  the 
splendid  surroundings  in  which  he  had  thought  to  find  his 
uncle,  that,  on  paying  closer  attention  to  Mme.  des  Grassins, 
she  almost  reminded  him  of  Parisian  faces  half  obliterated 
already  by  these  strange,  new  impressions.  He  responded 
graciously  to  the  advances  which  had  been  made  to  him,  and 
naturally  they  fell  into  conversation. 

Mme.  des  Grassins  gradually  lowered  her  voice  to  tones 
suited  to  the  nature  of  her  confidences.  Both  she  and  Charles 
Grandet  felt  a  need  of  mutual  confidence,  of  explanations 
and  an  understanding;  so  after  a  few  minutes  spent  in 
coquettish  chatter  and  jests  that  covered  a  serious  purpose, 
the  wily  provincial  dame  felt  free  to  converse  without  fear 
of  being  overheard,  under  cover  of  a  conversation  on  the 
sale  of  the  vintage,  the  one  all-absorbing  topic  at  that 
moment  in  Saumur. 

"  If  you  will  honor  us  with  a  visit,"  she  said,  "  you  will 
certainly  do  us  a  pleasure;  my  husband  and  I  shall  be  very 
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glad  to  see  you.  Our  salon  is  the  only  one  in  Saumur  where 
you  will  meet  both  the  wealthy  merchant  society  and  the 
noblesse.  We  ourselves  belong  in  a  manner  to  both ;  they 
do  not  mix  with  each  other  at  all  except  at  our  house ; 
they  come  to  us  because  they  find  it  amusing.  My  hus- 
band, I  am  proud  to  say,  is  very  highly  thought  of  in  both 
circles.  So  we  will  do  our  best  to  beguile  the  tedium  of 
your  stay.  If  you  are  going  to  remain  with  the  Grandets, 
what  will  become  of  you !  Bon  Dieu!  Your  uncle  is  a 
miser,  his  mind  runs  on  nothing  but  his  vine-cuttings ;  your 
aunt  is  a  saint  who  cannot  put  two  ideas  together;  and  your 
cousin  is  a  silly  little  thing,  a  common  sort  of  girl,  with 
no  breeding  and  no  money,  who  spends  her  life  in  mending 
dishcloths." 

"  'Tis  a  very  pretty  woman,"  said  Charles  to  himself ; 
Mme.  des  Grassins'  coquettish  glances  had  not  been  thrown 
away  upon  him. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  you  mean  to  monopolize  the  gentle- 
man," said  the  big  banker,  laughing,  to  his  wife,  an  unlucky 
observation,  followed  by  remarks  more  or  less  spiteful  from 
the  notary  and  the  president ;  but  the  Abbe  gave  them  a 
shrewd  glance,  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  handed  his  snuff- 
box to  the  company,  while  he  gave  expression  to  their 
thoughts,  "  Where  could  the  gentleman  have  found  anyone 
better  qualified  to  do  the  honors  of  Saumur.?  "  he  said. 

"  Come,  Abbe,  what  do  you  mean  by  that.f^  "  asked  M. 
des  Grassins. 

"  It  is  meant,  sir,  in  the  most  flattering  sense  for  you, 
for  madame,  for  the  town  of  Saumur,  and  for  this  gentle- 
man," added  the  shrewd  ecclesiastic,  turning  towards  Charles. 
Without  appearing  to  pay  the  slightest  heed  to  their  talk, 
he  had  managed  to  guess  the  drift  of  it. 

Adolphe  des  Grassins  spoke  at  last,  with  what  was  meant 
to  be  an  off-hand  manner.  "  I  do  not  know,"  he  said,  ad- 
dressing Charles,  "  whether  you  have  any  recollection  of 
me ;  I  once  had  the  pleasure  of  dancing  in  the  same  quad- 
rille at  a  ball  given  by  M.  le  Baron  de  Nucingen,  and " 

"  I  remember  it  perfectly,"  answered  Charles,  surprised 
to  find  himself  the  object  of  general  attention. 
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"  Is  this  gentleman  your  son?  "  he  asked  of  Mme.  des 
Grassins. 

The  Abbe  gave  her  a  spiteful  glance. 

"  Yes,  I  am  his  mother,"  she  answered. 

"  You  must  have  been  very  young  when  you  came  to 
Paris?"  Charles  went  on,  speaking  to  Adolphe. 

"  We  cannot  help  ourselves,  sir,"  said  the  Abbe.  "  Our 
babes  are  scarcely  weaned  before  we  send  them  to  Babylon." 

Mme.  des  Grassins  gave  the  Abbe  a  strangely  penetrat- 
ing glance ;  she  seemed  to  be  seeking  the  meaning  of  those 
words. 

"  You  must  go  into  the  country,"  the  Abbe  went  on, 
"  if  you  want  to  find  Avomen  not  much  on  the  other  side 
of  thirty,  with  a  grown-up  son  a  licentiate  of  law,  who  look 
as  fresh  and  youthful' as  Mme.  des  Grassins.  It  only  seems 
like  the  other  day  when  the  young  men  and  the  ladies  stood 
on  chairs  to  see  you  dance,  madame,"  the  Abbe  added,  turn- 
ing towards  his  fair  antagonist ;  "  your  triumphs  are  as 
fresh  in  my  memory  as  if  they  had  happened  yesterday." 

"  Oh !  the  old  wretch ! "  said  Mme.  des  Grassins  to  her- 
self, "is  it  possible  that  he  has  guessed?" 

"  It  looks  as  though  I  should  have  a  great  success  in 
Saumur,"  thought  Charles.  He  unbuttoned  his  overcoat  and 
stood  with  his  hands  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  gazing  into 
space,  striking  the  attitude  which  Chantrey  thought  fit  to 
give  to  Byron  in  his  statue  of  that  poet. 

Meanwhile  Grandet's  inattention,  or  rather  his  preoccupa- 
tion, during  the  reading  of  his  letter  had  escaped  neither 
the  notary  nor  the  magistrate.  Both  of  them  tried  to  guess 
at  the  contents  by  watching  the  almost  imperceptible  changes 
in  the  worthy  man's  face,  on  which  all  the  light  of  a  candle 
was  concentrated.  The  vine-grower  was  hard  put  to  it  to 
preserve  his  wonted  composure.  His  expression  must  be  left 
to  the  imagination,  but  here  is  the  fatal  letter: 

"  My  Brother, — It  is  nearly  twenty-three  years  now 
since  we  saw  each  other.  The  last  time  we  met  it  was  to 
make  arrangements  for  my  marriage,  and  we  parted  in  high 
spirits.    Little  did  I  then  think,  when  you  were  congratulat- 
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ing  yourself  on  our  prosperity,  that  one  day  you  would  be 
the  sole  hope  and  stay  of  our  family.  By  the  time  that 
this  letter  reaches  your  hands,  I  shall  be  no  more.  In  my 
position,  I  could  not  survive  the  disgrace  of  bankruptcy ; 
I  have  held  up  my  head  above  the  surface  till  the  last  mo- 
ment, hoping  to  weather  the  storm ;  it  is  all  of  no  use,  I 
must  sink  now.  Just  after  the  failure  of  my  stockbroker 
came  the  failure  of  Roguin  (my  notary)  ;  my  last  resources 
have  been  swept  away,  and  I  have  nothing  left.  It  is  my 
heavy  misfortune  to  owe  nearly  four  millions ;  my  assets 
only  amount  to  twenty-five  per  cent,  of  my  debts,  I  hold 
heavy  stocks  of  wine,  and,  owing  to  the  abundance  and 
good  quality  of  your  vintages,  they  have  fallen  ruinously 
in  value.  In  three  days'  time  all  Paris  will  say,  '  M.  Grandet 
was  a  rogue ! '  and  I,  honest  though  I  am,  shall  lie  wrapped 
in  a  winding  sheet  of  infamy.  I  have  despoiled  my  own 
son  of  his  mother's  fortune  and  of  the  spotless  name  on 
which  I  have  brought  disgrace.  He  knows  nothing  of  all 
this — the  unhappy  child  whom  I  have  idolized.  Happily 
for  him,  he  did  not  know  when  we  bade  each  other  good-by, 
and  my  heart  overflowed  with  tenderness  for  him,  how  soon 
it  should  cease  to  beat.  Will  he  not  curse  me  some  day.^* 
Oht  my  brother,  my  brother,  a  child's  curse  is  an  awful 
thing!  If  we  curse  our  children,  they  may  appeal  against 
us,  but  their  curses  cling  to  us  forever!  Grandet,  you  are 
my  older  brother,  you  must  shield  me  from  this ;  do  not 
let  Charles  say  bitter  things  of  me  when  I  am  lying  in  my 
grave.  Oh !  my  brother,  if  every  word  in  this  letter  were 
written  in  my  tears,  in  my  blood,  it  would  not  cost  me  such 
bitter  anguish,  for  then  I  should  be  weeping,  bleeding,  dying, 
and  the  agony  would  be  ended ;  but  now  I  am  still  suffering 
— I  see  the  death  before  me  with  dry  eyes.  You  therefore  are 
Charles's  father  now!  He  has  no  relations  on  his  mother's 
side  for  reasons  which  you  know.  Why  did  I  not  defer 
to  social  prejudices?  Why  did  I  yield  to  love?  Why  did 
I  marry  the  natural  daughter  of  a  noble?  Charles  is  the 
last  of  his  family  ;  he  is  alone  in  the  world.     Oh !  my  unhappy 

boy,  my  son ! Listen,  Grandet,  I  am  asking  nothing 

for   myself,    and   you    could   scarcely    satisfy    my    creditors 
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if  you  would;  your  fortune  cannot  be  sufficient  to  meet  a 
demand  of  three  millions ;  it  is  for  my  son's  sake  that  I  write. 
You  must  know,  my  brother,  that  as  I  think  of  you  my 
petition  is  made  with  clasped  hands ;  that  this  is  my  dying 
prayer  to  you.  Grandet,  I  know  that  you  will  be  a  father 
to  him ;  I  know  that  I  shall  not  ask  in  vain,  and  the  sight 
of  my  pistols  does  not  cause  me  a  pang. 

"  And  then  Charles  is  very  fond  of  me ;  I  was  kind  to 
him,  I  never  said  him  nay ;  he  will  not  curse  me !  For  the 
rest,  you  will  see  how  sweet-tempered  and  obedient  he  is ; 
he  takes  after  his  mother ;  he  will  never  give  you  any  trouble, 
poor  boy !  He  is  accustomed  to  luxurious  ways ;  he  knows 
nothing   of   the   hardships   that   you    and   I   experienced   in 

the  early  days  when  we  were  poor And  now  he  has 

not  a  penny,  and  he  is  alone  in  the  world,  for  all  his  friends 
are  sure  to  leave  him,  and  it  is  I  who  have  brought  these 
humiliations  upon  him.  Ah!  if  I  had  only  the  power  to 
send  him  straight  to  heaven  now,  where  his  mother  is!  This 
is  madness !  To  go  back  to  my  misfortunes  and  Charles's 
share  in  them.  I  have  sent  him  to  you  so  that  you  may 
break  the  news  of  my  death  and  explain  to  him  what  his 
future  must  be.  Be  a  father  to  him ;  ah  I  more  than  that, 
be  an  indulgent  father !  Do  not  expect  him  to  give  up  his 
idle  ways  all  at  once ;  it  would  kill  him.  On  my  knees  I 
beg  him  to  renounce  all  claims  to  his  mother's  fortune ;  but 
I  need  not  ask  that  of  him,  his  sense  of  honor  will  prevent 
him  from  adding  himself  to  the  list  of  my  creditors ;  see 
that  he  resigns  his  claims  when  the  right  time  comes.  And 
you  must  lay  everything  before  him,  Grandet — the  struggle 
and  the  hardships  that  he  will  have  to  face  in  the  life  that 
I  have  spoiled  for  him ;  and  then  if  he  has  any  tenderness 
still  left  for  me,  tell  him  from  me  that  all  is  not  lost  for 
him — be  sure  you  tell  him  that.  Work,  which  was  our 
salvation,  can  restore  the  fortune  which  I  have  lost;  and 
if  he  will  listen  to  his  father's  voice,  which  would  fain  make 
itself  heard  a  little  while  from  the  grave,  let  him  leave  this 
country  and  go  to  the  Indies !  And,  brother,  Charles  is 
honest  and  energetic ;  you  will  help  him  with  his  first  trading 
venture,  I  know  you  will;  he  would  die  sooner  than  not  re- 
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pay  you;  you  will  do  as  much  as  that  for  him,  Grandet, 
or  you  will  lay  up  regrets  for  yourself.  Ah !  if  my  boy 
finds  no  kindness  and  no  help  in  you,  I  shall  forever  pray 
God  to  punish  your  hard-heartedness.  If  I  could  have  with- 
held a  few  payments,  I  might  have  saved  a  little  sum  for 
him — he  surely  has  a  right  to  some  of  his  mother's  fortune 
— but  the  payments  at  the  end  of  the  month  taxed  all  my 
resources,  and  I  could  not  manage  it.  I  would  fain  have 
died  with  my  mind  at  rest  about  his  future ;  I  wish  I  could 
have  received  your  solemn  promise;  coming  straight  from 
your  hand  it  would  have  brought  warmth  with  it  for  me; 
but  time  presses.  Even  while  Charles  is  on  his  way,  I  am 
compelled  to  file  my  schedule.  My  affairs  are  all  in  order ; 
I  am  endeavoring  so  to  arrange  everything  that  it  will 
be  evident  that  my  failure  is  due  neither  to  carelessness  nor 
to  dishonesty,  but  simply  to  disasters  which  I  could  not  help. 
Is  it  not  for  Charles's  sake  that  I  take  these  pains.?  Fare- 
well, my  brother.  May  God  bless  you  in  every  way  for  the 
generosity  with  which  you  (as  I  cannot  doubt)  will  accept 
and  fulfill  this  trust.  There  will  be  one  voice  that  will 
never  cease  to  pray  for  you  in  the  world  whither  we  must 
all  go  sooner  or  later,  and  where  I  am  even  now. 

"  Victor- Ange-Guillaume  Grandet." 

*'  So  you  are  having  a  chat.''  "  said  old  Grandet,  folding  up 
the  letter  carefully  in  the  original  creases,  and  putting  it 
into  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

He  looked  at  his  nephew  in  a  shy  and  embarrassed  way, 
seeking  to  dissemble  his  feelings  and  his  calculations. 

"Do  you  feel  warmer.?" 

"  I  am  very  comfortable,  my  dear  uncle." 

"  Well,  whatever  are  the  women  after.?  "  his  uncle  went 
on ;  the  fact  that  his  nephew  would  sleep  in  the  house  had 
by  that  time  slipped  from  his  memory.  Eugenie  and  Mme. 
Grandet  came  into  the  room  as  he  spoke. 

"  Is  everything  ready  upstairs .?  "  the  good  man  inquired. 
He  had  now  quite  recovered  himself,  and  recollected  the 
facts  of  the  case. 

"  Yes,  father.'' 
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"  Very  well  then,  nephew,  if  you  are  feeling  tired,  Nanon 
will  show  you  to  your  room.  Lord!  there  is  nothing  very 
smart  about  it,  but  you  will  overlook  that  here  among  poor 
vine-growers,  who  never  have  a  penny  to  bless  themselves 
with.     The  taxes  swallow  up  .everything  we  have." 

"  We  don't  want  to  be  intrusive,  Grandet,"  said  the 
banker.  "  You  and  your  nephew  may  have  some  things 
to  talk  over;  we  will  wish  you  good-evening.  Good-by  till 
to-morrow." 

Everyone  rose  at  this,  and  took  leave  after  their  several 
fashions.  The  old  notary  went  out  under  the  archway  to 
look  for  his  lantern,  lighted  it,  and  offered  to  see  the  des 
Grassins  to  their  house.  Mme.  des  Grassins  had  not  been 
prepared  for  the  event  which  had  brought  the  evening  so 
early  to  a  close,  and  her  maid  had  not  appeared. 

"  Will  you  honor  me  by  taking  my  arm,  madame.''  "  said 
the  Abbe  Cruchot,  addressing  Mme.  des  Grassins. 

*'  Thank  you,  M.  I'Abbe,"  said  the  lady  dryly ;  "  my  son 
is  with  me." 

"  I  am  not  a  compromising  acquaintance  for  a  lady,"  the 
Abbe  continued. 

"  Take  M.  Cruchot*s  arm,"  said  her  husband. 

The  Abbe,  with  the  fair  lady  on  his  arm,  walked  on  quickly 
for  several  paces,  so  as  to  put  a  distance  between  them  and 
the  rest  of  the  party. 

"  That  young  man  is  very  good-looking,  madame,"  he 
said,  with  a  pressure  on  her  arm  to  give  emphasis  to  the 
remark.  "  'Tis  good-by  to  the  baskets,  the  vintage  is  over ! 
You  must  give  up  Mile.  Grandet;  Eugenie  is  meant  for  her 
cousin.  Unless  he  happens  to  be  smitten  with  some  fair 
face  in  Paris,  your  son  Adolphe  will  have  yet  another 
rival " 

"  Nonsense,  M.  I'Abbe.  It  will  not  be  long  before  the 
young  man  will  find  out  that  Eugenie  is  a  girl  who  has 
notliing  to  say  for  herself;  and  she  has  gone  off  in  looks. 
Did  you  notice  her.f^  She  was  as  yellow  as  a  quince  this 
evening." 

"  Which,  possibly,  you  have  already  pointed  out  to  her 
cousin.''  " 
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"  Indeed,  I  have  not  taken  the  trouble- 


If  you  always  sit  beside  Eugenie,  madame,"  interrupted 
the  Abbe,  "  you  will  not  need  to  tell  the  young  man  much 
about  his  cousin ;  he  can  make  his  own  comparisons." 

"  He  promised  me  at  once  to  come  to  dine  with  us  the 
day  after  to-morrow." 

"  Ah !  madame,"  said  the  Abbe,  "  if  you  would  only " 

"Would  only  what,  M.  I'Abbe?  Do  you  mean  to  put 
evil  suggestions  into  my  mind.?  I  have  not  come  to  the 
age  of  thirty-nine  with  a  spotless  reputation  (Heaven  be 
thanked)  to  compromise  myself  now — not  for  the  empire 
of  the  Great  Mogul!  We  are  both  of  us  old  enough  to 
know  what  that  kind  of  talk  means ;  and  I  must  say  that 
your  ideas  do  not  square  very  well  with  your  sacred  calling'. 
For  shame !  this  is  worthy  of  Fauhlas." 

"  So  you  have  read  Fauhlas?  " 

"  No,  M.  I'Abbe ;  Les  Liaisons  dangereuses  [dangerous 
entanglements]  is  what  I  meant  to  say." 

"  Oh !  that  book  is  infinitely  more  moral,"  said  the  Abbe, 
laughing.  "  But  you  would  make  me  out  to  be  as  depraved 
as  young  men  are  nowadays.     I  only  meant  that  you " 

"Do  you  dare  to  tell  me  that  you  meant  no  harm?  The 
thing  is  plain  enough.  If  that  young  fellow  (who  certainly 
is  good-looking,  that  I  grant  you)  paid  court  to  me,  it 
would  not  be  for  the  sake  of  my  interest  with  that  cousin 
of  his.  In  Paris,  I  know,  there  are  tender  mothers  who 
sacrifice  themselves  thus  for  their  children's  happiness  and 
welfare,  but,  we  are  not  in  Paris,  M.  I'Abbe." 

"  No,  madame." 

"  And,"  continued  she,  "  neither  Adolphe  nor  I  would  pur- 
chase a  hundred  millions  at  such  a  price." 

"  Madame,  I  said  nothing  about  a  hundred  millions.  Per- 
haps such  a  temptation  might  have  been  too  much  for  either 
of  us.  Still,  in  my  opinion,  an  honest  woman  may  indulge 
in  a  little  harmless  coquetry,  in  the  strictest  propriety ; 
it  is  a  part  of  her  social  duties,  and " 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Do  we  not  owe  it  to  ourselves,  madame,  to  endeavor  to 
be  as  agreeable  as  possible  to  others.'' — Permit  me  to  blow 
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my  nose.  Take  my  word  for  it,  madame,"  resumed  the 
Abbe,  "  that  he  certainly  regarded  you  with  rather  more 
admiration  than  he  saw  fit  to  bestow  on  me,  but  I  can  forgive 
him  for  honoring  beauty  rather  than  gray  hairs " 

"  It  is  perfectly  clear,"  said  the  president  in  his  thick 
voice,  "  why  M.  Grandet  of  Paris  is  sending  his  son  to 
Saumur ;  he  has  made  up  his  mind  to  make  a  match " 

"  Then  why  should  the  cousin  have  dropped  from  the 
skies  like  this  ?  "  answered  the  notary. 

"  There  is  nothing  in  that,"  remarked  M.  des  Grassins, 
"  old  Grandet  is  so  close." 

"  Des  Grassins,"  said  his  wife,  "  I  have  asked  that  young 
man  to  come  and  dine  with  us.  So  you  must  go  to  M.  and 
Mme.  de  Larsonniere,  dear,  and  ask  them  to  come,  and  the 
du  Hautoys ;  and  they  must  bring  that  pretty  girl  of  theirs, 
of  course ;  I  hope  she  will  dress  herself  properly  for  once. 
Her  mother  is  jealous  of  her,  and  makes  her  look  such  a 
figure.  I  hope  that  you  gentlemen  will  do  us  the  honor  of 
coming  too.^*"  she  added,  stopping  the  procession  in  order 
to  turn  to  the  two  Cruchots,  who,  seeing  the  Abbe  in  con- 
versation with  Mme.  des  Grassins,  had  fallen  behind. 

"  Here  we  are  at  your  door,  madame,"  said  the  notary. 
The  three  Cruchots  took  leave  of  the  three  des  Grassins, 
and  on  their  way  home  the  talent  for  pulling  each  other 
to  pieces,  which  provincials  possess  in  perfection,  was  fully 
called  into  play ;  the  great  event  of  the  evening  was  ex- 
haustively discussed,  and  all  its  bearings  upon  the  respective 
positions  of  Cruchotins  and  Grassinistes  were  duly  consid- 
ered. Clearly  it  behooved  both  alike  to  prevent  Eugenie 
from  falling  in  love  with  her  cousin,  and  to  hinder  Charles 
from  thinking  of  Eugenie.  Sly  hints,  plausible  insinuations, 
faint  praise,  vindications  undertaken  with  an  air  of  candid 
friendliness — ^what  resistance  could  the  Parisian  offer  when 
the  air  hurtled  with  deceptive  weapons  such  as  these? 

As  soon  as  the  four  relatives  were  left  alone  in  the  great 
room,  M.  Grandet  spoke  to  his  nephew. 

"  We  must  go  to  bed.  It  is  too  late  to  begin  to  talk 
to-night  of  the  business  that  brought  you  here;  to-morrow 
will  be  time  enough  for  that.     We  have  breakfast  here  at 
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eight  o'clock.  At  noon  we  take  a  snatch  of  something,  a 
little  fruit,  a  morsel  of  bread,  and  a  glass  of  white  wine, 
and,  like  Parisians,  we  dine  at  five  o'clock.  That  is  the 
way  of  it.  If  you  care  to  take  a  look  at  the  town,  or  to 
go  into  the  country  round  about,  you  are  quite  free  to  do 
so.  You  will  excuse  me,  if  for  business  reasons,  I  cannot 
always  accompany  you.  Very  likely  you  will  be  told  here- 
abouts that  I  am  rich ;  'tis  always  M.  Grandet  here  and 
M.  Grandet  there.  I  let  them  talk.  Their  babble  does  not 
injure  my  credit  in  any  way.  But  I  have  not  a  penny 
to  bless  myself  with ;  and,  old  as  I  am,  I  work  like  any 
young  journeyman  who  has  nothing  in  the  world  but  his 
plane  and  a  pair  of  stout  arms.  Perhaps  you  will  find  out 
for  yourself  some  of  these  days  what  a  lot  of  work  it  takes 
to  earn  a  crown  when  you  have  to  toil  and  moil  for  it  your- 
self.    Here,  Nanon,  bring  the  candles." 

"  I  hope  you  will  find  everything  you  want,  nephew,"  said 
Mme.  Grandet ;  "  but  if  anything  has  been  forgotten,  you 
will  call  Nanon." 

"  It  would  be  difficult  to  want  anything,  my  dear  aunt, 
for  I  believe  I  have  brought  all  my  things  with  me.  Permit 
me  to  wish  you  and  my  young  cousin  good-night." 

Charles  took  a  lighted  wax-candle  from  Nanon ;  it  was  a 
commodity  of  local  manufacture,  which  had  grown  old  in 
the  shop,  very  dingy,  very  yellow,  and  so  like  the  ordinary 
tallow  variety  that  M.  Grandet  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
article  of  luxury  before  him;  indeed,  it  never  entered  into 
his  head  to  imagine  that  there  could  be  such  a  thing  in 
the  house. 

"  I  will  show  you  the  way,"  said  the  good  man. 

One  of  the  doors  in  the  dining-room  gave  immediate  access 
to  the  archway  and  to  the  staircase ;  but  to-night,  out  of 
compliment  to  his  guest,  Grandet  went  by  way  of  the  pas- 
sage which  separated  the  kitchen  from  the  dining-room. 
A  folding-door,  with  a  large  oval  pane  of  glass  let  into  it, 
closed  in  the  passage  at  the  end  nearest  the  staircase,  an 
arrangement  intended  to  keep  out  the  blasts  of  cold  air  that 
rushed  through  the  archway.  With  a  like  end  in  view,  strips 
of  list  had  been  nailed  to  the  doors;  but  in  winter  the  east 
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wind  found  its  way  in,  and  whistled  none  the  less  shrewdly 
about  the  house,  and  the  dining-room  was  seldom  even  toler- 
ably warm. 

Nanon  went  out,  drew  the  bolts  on  the  entrance  gate, 
fastened  the  door  of  the  dining-room,  went  across  to  the 
stable  to  let  loose  a  great  wolf-dog  with  a  cracked  voice ;  it 
sounded  as  though  the  animal  was  suffering  from  laryngitis. 
His  savage  temper  was  well  known,  and  Nanon  was  the  only 
human  being  who  could  manage  him.  There  was  some  wild 
strain  in  both  these  children  of  the  fields ;  they  understood 
each  other. 

Charles  glanced  round  at  the  dingy  yellow  walls  and 
smoke-begrimed  ceiling,  and  saw  how  the  crazy,  worm-eaten 
stairs  shook  beneath  his  uncle's  heavy  tread ;  he  was  fast 
coming  to  his  senses,  this  was  sober  reality  indeed!  The 
place  looked  like  a  hen-roost.  He  looked  round  questioningly 
at  the  faces  of  his  aunt  and  cousin,  but  they  were  so  thor- 
oughly accustomed  to  the  staircase  and  its  peculiarities  that 
it  never  occurred  to  them  that  it  could  cause  any  astonish- 
ment ;  they  took  his  signal  of  distress  for  a  simple  expression 
of  friendliness,  and  smiled  back  at  him  in  the  most  amiable 
way.  That  smile  was  the  last  straw;  the  young  man  was 
at  his  wits'  end. 

"  What  the  devil  made  my  father  send  me  here.?  "  said  he 
to  himself. 

Arrived  on  the  first  landing,  he  saw  before  him  three  doors 
painted  a  dull  red-brown  color ;  there  were  no  moldings  round 
any  of  them,  so  that  they  would  have  been  scarcely  visible 
in  the  dusty  surface  of  the  wall  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
very  apparent  heavy  bars  of  iron  with  which  they  were 
embellished,  and  which  terminated  in  a  sort  of  rough  orna- 
mental design,  as  did  the  ends  of  the  iron  scutcheons  which 
surrounded  the  keyholes.  A  door  at  the  head  of  the  stairs, 
which  had  once  given  entrance  into  the  room  over  the  kitchen, 
was  evidently  blocked  up.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  only 
entrance  was  through  Grandet's  own  room,  and  this  room 
over  the  kitchen  was  the  vine-grower's  sanctum. 

Daylight  was  admitted  into  it  by  a  single  window  which 
looked  out  upon  the  yard,  and  which,  for  greater  security. 
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was  protected  by  a  grating  of  massive  iron  bars.  The  mas- 
ter of  the  house  allowed  no  one,  not  even  Mme.  Grandet, 
to  set  foot  in  this  chamber ;  he  kept  the  right  of  entry  to 
himself,  and  sat  there,  undisturbed  and  alone,  like  an  al- 
chemist in  the  midst  of  his  crucibles.  Here,  no  doubt,  there 
was  some  cunningly-contrived  and  secret  hiding-place ;  for 
here  he  stored  up  the  title-deeds  of  his  estates ;  here,  too, 
he  kept  the  delicately  adjusted  scales  in  which  he  weighed 
his  gold  louis ;  and  here  every  night  he  made  out  receipts, 
wrote  acknowledgments  of  sums  received,  and  laid  his 
schemes,  so  that  other  business  men  seeing  Grandet  never 
busy,  and  always  prepared  for  every  emergency,  might  have 
been  excused  for  imagining  that  he  had  a  fairy  or  familiar 
spirit  at  his  beck  and  call.  Here,  no  doubt,  when  Nanon's 
snoring  shook  the  rafters,  when  the  savage  watchdog  bayed 
and  prowled  about  the  yard,  when  Mme.  Grandet  and  Eu- 
genie were  fast  asleep,  the  old  cooper  would  come  to  be  with 
his  gold,  and  hug  himself  upon  it,  and  toy  with  it,  and  fondle 
it,  and  brood  over  it,  and  so,  with  the  intoxication  of  the 
gold  upon  him,  at  last  to  sleep.  The  walls  were  thick,  the 
closed  shutters  kept  their  secret.  He  alone  had  the  key 
of  this  laboratory,  where,  if  reports  spoke  truly,  he  pored 
over  plans  on  which  every  fruit  tree  belonging  to  him  was 
mapped  out,  so  that  he  could  reckon  out  his  crops,  so  much 
to  every  vine  stem;  and  his  yield  of  timber,  to  a  fagot. 

The  door  of  Eugenie's  room  was  opposite  this  closed-up 
portal,  the  room  occupied  by  M.  and  Mme.  Grandet  was 
at  the  end  of  the  landing,  and  consisted  of  the  entire  front 
of  the  house.  It  was  divided  within  by  a  partition,  Mme. 
Grandet's  chamber  was  next  to  Eugenie's,  with  which  it 
communicated  by  a  glass  door;  the  other  half  of  the  room, 
separated  from  the  mysterious  cabinet  by  a  thick  wall,  be- 
longed to  the  master  of  the  house.  Goodman  Grandet  had 
cunningly  lodged  his  nephew  on  the  second  story,  in  an  airy 
garret  immediately  above  his  own  room,  so  that  he  could 
hear  every  sound  and  inform  himself  of  the  young  man's 
goings  and  comings,  if  the  latter  should  take  it  into  his 
head  to  leave  his  quarters. 

Eugenie   and  her   mother,   arrived  on   the  first   landing, 
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kissed  each  other  and  said  good-night;  they  took  leave  of 
Charles  in  a  few  formal  words,  spoken  with  an  apparent 
indifference,  which  in  her  heart  the  girl  was  far  from  feeling, 
and  went  to  their  rooms. 

"  This  is  your  room,  nephew,"  said  Grandet,  addressing 
Charles  as  he  opened  the  door.  "  If  you  should  wish  to  go 
out,  you  will  have  to  call  Nanon ;  for  if  you  don't  it  will 
be  '  no  more  at  present  from  your  most  obedient,'  the  dog 
will  gobble  you  down  before  you  know  where  you  arc.  Good- 
night, sleep  well.  Ha !  ha !  the  ladies  have  lighted  a  fire 
in  your  room,"  he  went  on. 

Just  at  that  moment  big  Nanon  appeared,  armed  with  a 
warming-pan. 

"  Did  anyone  ever  see  the  like?  "  said  M.  Grandet.  "  Do 
you  take  my  nephew  for  a  sick  woman ;  he  is  not  an  invalid. 
Just  be  off,  Nanon !  you  and  your  hot  ashes." 

"  But  the  sheets  are  damp,  sir,  and  the  gentleman  looks 
as  delicate  as  a  woman." 

"  All  right,  go  through  with  it,  since  you  have  taken 
it  into  your  head,"  said  Grandet,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
*'  but  mind  you  don't  set  the  place  on  fire,"  and  the  miser 
groped  his  way  downstairs,  muttering  vaguely  to  him- 
self. 

Charles,  breathless  with  astonishment,  was  left  among  his 
trunks.  He  looked  round  about  him,  at  the  sloping  roof 
of  the  attic,  at  the  wall-paper  of  a  pattern  peculiar  to  little 
country  inns,  bunches  of  flowers  symmetrically  arranged  on 
a  buff-colored  background;  he  looked  at  the  rough  stone 
chimney-piece  full  of  rifts  and  cracks  (the  mere  sight  of 
it  sent  a  chill  through  him,  in  spite  of  the  fire  in  the  grate), 
at  the  ramshackle  cane-seat  chairs,  at  the  open  night-table 
large  enough  to  hold  a  fair-sized  sergeant-at-arms,  at  the 
strip  of  worn  rag-carpet  beside  the  canopied  bedstead,  at 
the  curtains  which  shook  every  moment  as  if  the  whole  worm- 
eaten  structure  would  fall  to  pieces ;  finally,  he  turned  his 
attention  to  big  Nanon,  and  said  earnestly — 

"  Look  here,  my  good  girl,  am  I  really  in  M.  Grandet's 
house.?  M.  Grandet,  formerly  mayor  of  Saumur,  and  brother 
of  M.  Grandet  of  Paris.?" 
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"  Yes,  sir,  you  are ;  and  you  are  staying  with  a  very 
kind,  a  very  amiable  and  excellent  gentleman.  Am  I  to 
help  you  to  unpack  those  trunks  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Faith,  yes,  old  soldier,  I  wish  you  would.  Did  you  serve 
in  the  horse  marines.?  " 

"Oh!  oh!  oh!"  chuckled  Nanon.  "What  may  they  be? 
what  are  the  horse  marines.''  Are  they  old  salts?  Do  they 
go  to  sea?  " 

"  Here,  look  out  my  dressing-gown ;  it  is  in  that  portman- 
teau, and  this  is  the  key." 

Nanon  was  overcome  with  astonishment  at  the  sight  of  a 
green  silk  dressing-gown,  embroidered  with  gold  flowers  after 
an  antique  pattern. 

"  Are  you  going  to  sleep  in  that?  "  she  inquired. 

«  Yes." 

"  Holy  Virgin !  What  a  beautiful  altar-cloth  it  would 
make  for  the  parish  church !  Oh,  my  dear  young  gentleman, 
you  should  give  it  to  the  church,  and  you  will  save  your 
soul,  which  you  are  like  to  lose  for  that  thing.  *  Oh !  how 
nice  you  look  in  it.  I  will  go  and  call  mademoiselle  to  look 
at  you." 

"  Come  now,  Nanon,  since  that  is  your  name,  will  you 
hold  your  tongue,  and  let  me  go  to  bed.  I  will  set  my 
things  straight  to-morrow,  and  as  you  have  taken  such  a 
fancy  to  my  gown,  you  shall  have  a  chance  to  save  your 
soul.  I  am  too  good  a  Christian  to  take  it  away  with  me 
when  I  go ;  you  shall  have  it,  and  you  can  do  whatever  you 
like  with  it." 

Nanon  stood  stockstill,  staring  at  Charles;  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  believe  that  he  really  meant  what  he 
said. 

"  You  are  going  to  give  that  grand  dressing-gown  to 
me!  "  she  said,  as  she  turned  to  go.  "  The  gentleman  is 
dreaming  already.     Good-night." 

"  Good-night,  Nanon.  Whab  anyhow  am  I  doing  here?  " 
said  Charles  to  himself,  as  he  dropped  off  to  sleep.  "  My 
father  is  no  fool;  I  have  not  been  sent  here  for  nothing. 
Pooh  I  '  Serious  business  to-morrow,'  as  some  old  Greek 
wiseacre  used  to  say." 
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"  Sainte  Vierge!  how  nice  he  is !  "  said  Eugenic  to  her- 
self in  the  middle  of  her  prayers,  and  that  niglit  they  re- 
mained unfinished. 

Mme.  Grandet  alone  lay  down  to  rest,  witli  no  thought 
in  her  quiet  mind.  Through  the  door  in  the  thin  partition 
she  could  hear  her  husband  pacing  to  and  fro  in  his  room. 
Like  all  sensitive  and  timid  women,  she  had  thoroughly 
studied  the  character  of  her  lord  and  master.  Just  as  the 
sea-mew  foresees  the  coming  storm,  she  knew  by  almost 
imperceptible  signs  that  a  tempest  was  raging  in  Grandet's 
mind,  and,  to  use  her  own  expression,  she  "  lay  like  one 
dead  "  at  such  seasons.  Grandet's  eyes  turned  towards  his 
sanctum ;  he  looked  at  the  door,  which  was  lined  with  sheet 
iron  on  the  inner  side  (he  himself  had  seen  to  that),  and 
muttered,  "  What  a  preposterous  notion  this  is  of  my 
brother's,  to  leave  his  child  to  me !  A  pretty  legacy !  I 
haven't  twenty  crowns  to  spare,  and  what  would  twenty 
crowns  be  to  a  popinjay  like  that,  who  looked  at  my  weather- 
glass as  if  it  wasn't  fit  to  light  the  fire  with  ?  " 

And  Grandet,  meditating  on  the  probable  outcome  of  this 
mournful  dying  request,  was  perhaps  more  perturbed  in 
spirit  than  the  brother  who  had  made  it. 

"  Shall  I  really  have  that  golden  gown  ?  "  Nanon  said, 
and  she  fell  asleep  wrapped  round  in  her  altar-cloth,  dream- 
ing for  the  first  time  in  her  life  of  shining  embroideries  and 
flowered  brocade,  just  as  Eugenie  dreamed  of  love. 

In  a  girl's  innocent  and  uneventful  life  there  comes  a 
mysterious  hour  of  joy  when  the  sunlight  spreads  through 
the  soul,  and  it  seems  to  her  that  the  flowers  express  the 
thoughts  that  rise  within  her,  thoughts  that  are  quickened 
by  every  heart-beat,  only  to  blend  in  a  vague  feeling  of 
longing,  when  the  days  are  filled  with  innocent  melancholy 
and  delicious  happiness.  Children  smile  when  they  see  the 
light  for  the  first  time,  and  when  a  girl  dimly  divines  the 
presence  of  love  in  the  world  she  smiles  as  she  smiled  in  her 
babyhood.  If  light  is  the  first  thing  that  we  learn  to  love, 
is  not  love  like  light  in  the  heart.''  This  moment  had  come 
for  Eugenie;  she  saw  the  things  of  life  clearly  for  the  first 
time. 
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Early  rising  is  the  rule  in  the  country,  so,  like  most  other 
girls,  Eugenie  was  up  betimes  in  the  morning ;  this  morning 
she  rose  earlier  than  usual,  said  her  prayers,  and  began  to 
dress ;  her  toilet  was  henceforth  to  possess  an  interest  un- 
known before.  She  began  by  brushing  her  chestnut  hair,  and 
wound  the  heavy  plaits  about  her  head,  careful  that  no 
loose  ends  should  escape  from  the  braided  coronet  which 
made  an  appropriate  setting  for  a  face  both  frank  and 
shy,  a  simple  coiffure  which  harmonized  with  the  girlish 
outlines. 

As  she  washed  her  hands  again  and  again  in  the  cold 
spring  water  that  roughened  and  reddened  the  skin,  she 
looked  down  at  her  pretty  rounded  arms  and  wondered  what 
her  cousin  did  to  have  hands  so  soft  and  so  white,  and  nails 
so  shapely.  She  put  on  a  pair  of  new  stockings,  and  her 
best  shoes,  and  laced  herself  carefully,  without  passing  over 
a  single  eyelet-hole.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  in  fact, 
she  wished  to  look  her  best,  and  felt  that  it  was  pleasant 
to  have  a  pretty  new  dress  to  wear,  a  becoming  dress  which 
was  nicely  made. 

The  church  clock  struck  just  as  she  had  finished  dressing; 
she  counted  the  strokes,  and  was  surprised  to  find  that  it 
was  still  only  seven  o'clock.  She  had  been  so  anxious  to 
have  plenty  of  time  for  her  toilet  that  she  had  risen  too 
early,  and  now  there  was  nothing  left  to  do.  Eugenie,  in 
her  ignorance,  never  thought  of  studying  the  position  of  a 
tress  of  hair,  and  of  altering  it  a  dozen  times  to  criticise 
its  effect ;  she  simply  folded  her  arms,  sat  down  by  the  win- 
dow, and  looked  out  upon  the  yard,  the  long  strip  of  garden, 
and  the  terraced  gardens  up  above  upon  the  ramparts. 

It  was  a  somewhat  dreary  outlook  thus  shut  in  by  the 
grim  rock  walls,  but  not  without  a  charm  of  its  own,  the 
mysterious  beauty  of  quiet  overshaded  gardens,  or  of  wild 
and  solitary  places.  Under  the  kitchen  window  there  was 
a  well  with  a  stone  coping  round  it ;  a  pulley  was  suspended 
above  the  water  from  an  iron  bracket  overgrown  by  a  vine; 
the  vine  leaves  were  red  and  faded  now  that  the  autumn  was 
nearly  at  an  end,  and  the  crooked  stem  was  plainly  visible 
as  it  wound  its  way  to   the  house  wall,   and  crept   along 
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the  house  till  it  came  to  an  end  by  the  wood-stack,  where 
the  fagots  were  arranged  with  as  much  neatness  and  pre- 
cision as  the  volumes  on  some  booklover's  shelves.  The  flag- 
stones in  the  yard  were  dark  with  age  and  mosses,  and  dank 
with  the  stagnant  air  of  the  place ;  v/eeds  grew  here  and  there 
among  the  chinks.  The  massive  outworks  of  the  old  forti- 
fications were  green  with  moss,  with  here  and  there  a  long 
dark  brown  streak  where  the  water  dripped,  and  the  eight 
tumble-down  steps,  which  gave  access  to  the  garden  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  yard,  were  almost  hidden  by  a  tall  growth 
of  plants ;  the  general  effect  of  the  crumbling  stones  had 
a  vague  resemblance  to  some  crusader's  tomb  erected  by 
his  widow  in  the  days  of  yore  and  long  since  fallen  into  ruin. 

Along  the  low  mbldering  stone  wall  there  was  a  fence 
of  open  lattice-work,  rotten  with  age,  and  fast  falling  to 
pieces ;  overrun  by  various  creeping  plants  that  clambered 
over  it  at  their  own  sweet  will.  A  couple  of  stunted  apple 
trees  spread  out  their  gnarled  and  twisted  branches  on  either 
side  of  the  wicket-gate  that  led  into  the  garden — three 
straight  gravel  walks  with  strips  of  border  in  between,  and 
a  line  of  box-edging  on  either  side;  and  at  the  farther 
end,  underneath  the  ramparts,  a  sort  of  arbor  of  lime  trees, 
and  a  row  of  raspberry  canes.  A  huge  walnut  tree  grew  at 
the  end  nearest  to  the  house,  and  almost  overshadowed  the 
cooper's  strong-room  with  its  spreading  branches. 

It  was  one  of  those  soft  bright  autumn  mornings  peculiar 
to  the  districts  along  the  Loire ;  there  was  not  a  trace  of 
mist ;  the  light  frosty  rime  of  the  previous  night  was  rapidly 
disappearing  as  the  mild  rays  of  the  autumn  sun  shone  on 
the  picturesque  surroundings,  the  old  walls,  the  green  tangled 
growth  in  the  yard  and  garden. 

All  these  things  had  been  long  familiar  to  Eugenie's  eyes, 
but  to-day  it  seemed  to  her  that  there  was  a  new  beauty 
about  them.  A  throng  of  confused  thoughts  filled  her  mind 
as  the  sunbeams  overflowed  the  world  without.  A  vague, 
inexplicable  new  happiness  stirred  within  her,  and  enveloped 
her  soul,  as  a  bright  cloud  might  cling  about  some  object 
in  the  material  world.  The  quaint  garden,  the  old  walls, 
every  detail  in  her  little  world  seemed  to  be  living  through 
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this  new  experience  with  her;  the  nature  without  her  was 
in  harmony  with  her  inmost  thoughts.  The  sunlight  crept 
along  the  wall  till  it  reached  a  maiden-hair  fern ;  the  chang- 
ing hues  of  a  pigeon's  breast  shone  from  the  thick  fronds 
and  glossy  stems,  and  all  Eugenie's  future  grew  bright  with 
radiant  hopes.  Henceforward  the  bit  of  wall,  its  pale  flow- 
ei's,  its  blue  harebells  and  bleached  grasses,  was  a  pleasant 
sight  for  her ;  it  called  up  associations  which  had  all  the 
charm  of  the  memories  of  childhood. 

The  rustling  sound  made  by  the  leaves  as  they  fell  to 
the  earth,  the  echoes  that  came  up  from  the  court,  seemed 
like  answers  to  the  girl's  secret  questionings  as  she  sat  and 
mused ;  she  might  have  stayed  there  by  the  window  all  day 
and  never  have  noticed  how  the  hours  went  by,  but  other 
thoughts  surged  up  within  her  soul.  Again  and  again  she 
rose  and  stood  before  the  glass,  and  looked  at  herself,  as 
a  conscientious  writer  scrutinizes  his  work,  criticises  It,  and 
says  hard  things  about  it  to  himself. 

"  I  am  not  pretty  enough  for  him !  " 

This  was  what  Eugenie  thought,  in  her  humility,  and  the 
thought  was  fertile  in  suffering.  The  poor  child  did  not 
do  herself  justice;  but  humility,  or,  more  truly,  fear,  is  born 
with  love.  Eugenie's  beauty  was  of  a  robust  type  often 
found  among  the  lower  middle  classes,  a  type  which  may 
seem  somewhat  wanting  in  refinement,  but  In  her  the  beauty 
of  the  Venus  of  Milo  was  ennobled  and  purified  by  the  beauty 
of  Christian  sentiment,  which  invests  woman  with  a  dignity 
unknown  to  ancient  sculptors.  Her  head  was  very  large ; 
the  masculine  but  delicate  outlines  of  her  forehead  recalled 
the  Jupiter  of  Phidias ;  all  the  radiance  of  her  pure  life 
seemed  to  shine  from  the  clear  gray  eyes.  An  attack  of 
smallpox,  so  mild  that  it  had  left  no  scars  on  the  oval  face 
or  features,  had  yet  somewhat  blurred  their  fresh  fair  color- 
ing, and  coarsened  the  smooth  and  delicate  surface,  still  so 
fine  and  soft  that  her  mother's  gentle  kiss  left  a  passing  trace 
of  faint  red  on  her  cheek.  Perhaps  her  nose  was  a  little 
too  large,  but  It  did  not  contradict  the  kindly  and  affection- 
ate expression  of  the  mouth,  and  the  red  lips  covered  with 
finely  etched  lines.     Her  throat  was  daintily  rounded.    There 
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was  something  that  attracted  attention  and  stirred  the 
imagination  in  the  curving  lines  of  her  figure,  covered  to 
the  throat  by  her  high-necked  dress ;  no  doubt  she  possessed 
little  of  the  grace  that  is  due  to  the  toilet,  and  her  tall 
frame  was  strong  rather  than  lissome,  but  this  was  not 
without  its  charm  for  judges  of  beauty. 

For  Eugenie  was  both  tall  and  strongly  built.  She  had 
nothing  of  the  prettiness  that  ordinary  people  admire ;  but 
her  beauty  was  unmistakable,  and  of  a  kind  in  which  artists 
alone  delight.  A  painter  in  quest  of  an  exalted  and  spiritual 
type,  searching  women's  faces  for  the  beauty  which  Raphael 
dreamed  of  and  conjured  into  being,  the  eyes  full  of  proud 
humility,  the  pure  outlines,  often  due  to  some  chance  in- 
spiration of  the  artist,  but  which  a  virtuous  and  Christian 
life  can  alone  acquire  or  preserve — a  painter  haunted  by 
this  ideal  would  have  seen  at  once  in  Eugenie  Grandet's 
face  her  unconscious  and  innate  nobility  of  soul,  a  world 
of  love  behind  the  quiet  brow,  and  in  the  way  she  had  with 
her  eyelids  and  in  her  eyes  that  divine  something  which 
baffles  description.  There  was  a  serene  tranquillity  about 
her  features,  unspoiled  and  unwearied  by  the  expression  of 
pleasure ;  it  was  as  if  you  watched,  across  some  placid  lake, 
the  shadowy  outlines  of  hills  far  off  against  the  sky.  The 
beauty  of  Eugenie's  face,  so  quiet  and  so  softly  colored, 
was  like  that  of  some  fair,  half-opened  flower  about  which 
the  light  seems  to  hover;  in  its  quality  of  restfulness,  its 
subtle  revelation  of  a  beautiful  nature,  lay  the  charm  that 
attracted  beholders.  Eugenie  was  still  on  the  daisied  brink 
of  life,  where  illusions  blossom  and  joys  are  gathered  which 
are  not  known  in  later  days.  So  she  looked  in  the  glass, 
and  with  no  thought  of  love  as  yet  in  her  mind,  she  said, 
"  He  will  not  give  me  a  thought ;  I  am  too  ugly ! " 

Then  she  opened  her  door,  went  out  on  to  the  landing, 
and  bent  over  the  staircase  to  hear  the  sounds  in  the  house. 

"  He  is  not  getting  up  yet,"  she  thought.  She  heard 
Nanon's  morning  cough  as  the  good  woman  went  to  and 
fro,  swept  out  the  dining-room,  lit  the  kitchen  fire,  chained 
up  the  dog,  and  talked  to  her  friends  the  brutes  in  the 
stable. 


EUGENIE  GRANDET  63 

Eugenie  fled  down  the  staircase,  and  ran  over  to  Nanon, 
who  was  milking  the  cow. 

"  Nanon,"  she  cried,  "  do  let  us  have  some  cream  for  my 
cousin's  coffee,  there's  a  dear." 

"  But,  mademoiselle,  you  can't  have  cream  off  this  morn- 
ing's milk,"  said  Nanon,  as  she  burst  out  laughing.  "  I 
can't  make  cream  for  you.  Your  cousin  is  as  charming 
as  charming  can  be,  that  he  is !  You  haven't  seen  him  in 
that  silk  night-rail  of  his,  all  flowers  and  gold !  I  did  though ! 
The  linen  he  wears  is  every  bit  as  fine  as  M.  le  Cure's  sur- 
plice." 

"  Nanon,  make  some  cake  for  us." 

"  And  who  is  to  find  the  wood  to  heat  the  oven,  and  the 
flour  and  the  butter .?  "  asked  Nanon,  who  in  her  capacity  of 
Grandet's  prime  minister  was  a  person  of  immense  import- 
ance in  Eugenie's  eyes,  and  even  in  Eugenie's  mother's.  "  Is 
he  to  be  robbed  to  make  a  feast  for  your  cousin?  Ask  for 
the  butter  and  the  flour  and  the  firewood ;  he  is  your  father, 
go  and  ask  him,  he  may  give  them  to  you.  There !  there 
he  is,  just  coming  downstairs  to  see  after  the  provisions " 

But  Eugenie  had  escaped  into  the  garden ;  the  sound 
of  her  father's  footstep  on  the  creaking  staircase  terrified 
her.  She  was  conscious  of  a  happiness  that  shrank  from 
the  observation  of  others,  a  happiness  which,  as  we  are  apt 
to  think,  and  perhaps  not  without  reason,  shines  from  our 
eyes,  and  is  written  at  large  upon  our  foreheads.  And 
not  only  so,  she  was  conscious  of  other  thoughts.  The  bleak 
discomfort  of  her  father's  house  had  struck  her  for  the  first 
time,  and,  with  a  dim  feeling  of  vexation,  the  poor  child 
wished  that  she  could  alter  it  all,  and  bring  it  more  into 
harmony  with  her  cousin's  elegance.  She  felt  a  passionate 
longing  to  do  something  for  him,  without  the  slightest  idea 
what  that  something  should  be.  The  womanly  instinct  awak- 
ened in  her  at  the  first  sight  of  her  cousin  was  only  the 
stronger  because  she  had  reached  her  three-and-twentieth 
year,  and  mind  and  heart  were  fully  developed;  and  she 
was  so  natural  and  simple  that  she  acted  on  the  promptings 
of  her  angelic  nature  without  submitting  herself,  her  im- 
pressions, or  her  feelings  to  any  introspective  process. 
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For  the  first  time  in  her  life  the  sight  of  her  father  struck 
a  sort  of  terror  into  her  heart ;  she  felt  that  he  was  the 
master  of  her  fate,  and  that  she  was  guiltily  hiding  some 
of  her  thoughts  from  him.  She  began  to  walk  hurriedly 
up  and  down,  wondering  how  it  was  that  the  air  was  so 
fresh ;  there  was  a  reviving  force  in  the  sunlight,  it  seemed 
to  be  within  her  as  well  as  without,  it  was  as  if  a  new  life 
had  begun. 

While  she  was  still  thinking  how  to  gain  her  end  concern- 
ing the  cake,  a  quarrel  came  to  pass  between  Nanon  and 
Grandet,  a  thing  as  rare  as  a  winter  swallow.  The  good 
man  had  just  taken  his  keys,  and  was  about  to  dole  out 
the  provisions  required  for  the  day. 

"  Is  there  any  bread  left  over  from  yesterday.?  "  he  asked 
of  Nanon. 

"  Not  a  crumb,  sir." 

Grandet  took  up  a  large  loaf,  round  in  form  and  close 
in  consistence,  shaped  in  one  of  the  flat  baskets  which  they 
use  for  baking  in  Anjou,  and  was  about  to  cut  it,  when 
Nanon  broke  in  upon  him  with — 

"  There  are  five  of  us  to-day,  sir," 

"  True,"  answered  Grandet ;  "  but  these  loaves  of  yours 
weigh  six  pounds  apiece ;  there  will  be  some  left  over.  Be- 
sides, these  young  fellows  from  Paris  never  touch  bread, 
as  you  will  soon  see." 

"  Then  do  they  eat  kitchen?  "  asked  Nanon. 

This  word  kitchen  in  the  Angevin  dictionary  signifies  any- 
thing which  is  spread  upon  bread;  from  butter,  the  com- 
monest variety,  to  preserved  peaches,  the  most  distinguished 
of  all  kitchens;  and  those  who,  as  small  children,  have  nibbled 
off  the  kitchen  and  left  the  bread,  will  readily  understand 
the  bearing  of  Nanon's  remark. 

"  No,"  replied  Grandet,  with  much  gravity,  "  they  eat 
neither  bread  nor  kitchen;  they  are  like  a  girl  in  love,  as  you 
may  say." 

Having  at  length  cut  down  the  day's  rations  to  the  lowest 
possible  point,  the  miser  was  about  to  go  to  his  fruit-loft, 
first  carefully  locking  up  the  cupboards  of  his  storeroom, 
when  Nanon  stopped  him. 
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"  Just  give  me  some  flour  and  butter,  sir,"  she  said,  "  and 
I  will  make  a  cake  for  the  children." 

"  Are  you  going  to  turn  the  house  upside  down  because 
my  nephew  is  here?  " 

"  Your  nephew  was  no  more  in  my  mind  than  your  dog, 

no  more  than  he  was  in  yours There  now !  you  have 

only  put  out  six  lumps  of  sugar,  and  I  want  eight." 

"  Come,  come,  Nanon ;  I  have  never  seen  you  like  this 
before.  What  has  come  over  you.''  Are  you  mistress  here.'' 
You  will  have  six  lumps  of  sugar  and  no  more." 

"  Oh,  very  well ;  and  what  is  your  nephew  to  sweeten  his 
coffee  with.?" 

"  He  can  have  two  lumps ;  I  shall  go  without  it  myself." 

"  You  go  without  sugar !  and  at  your  age !  I  would  sooner 
pay  for  it  out  of  my  own  pocket." 

"  Mind  your  own  business." 

In  spite  of  the  low  price  of  sugar,  it  was,  in  Grandet's 
eyes,  the  most  precious  of  all  colonial  products.  For  him  it 
was  always  something  to  be  used  sparingly;  it  was  still 
worth  six  francs  a  pound,  as  in  the  time  of  the  Empire, 
and  this  pet  economy  had  become  an  inveterate  habit  with 
him.  But  every  woman,  no  matter  how  simple  she  may  be, 
can  devise  some  shift  to  gain  her  ends ;  and  Nanon  allowed 
the  question  of  the  sugar  to  drop,  in  order  to  have  her  way 
about  the  cake. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  she  called  through  the  window,  "  wouldn't 
you  like  some  cake.''  " 

"  No,  no,"  answered  Eugenie. 

"  Stay,  Nanon,"  said  Grandet  as  he  heard  his  daughter's 
voice  ;  "  there  !  " 

He  opened  the  flour-bin,  measured  out  some  flour,  and 
added  a  few  ounces  of  butter  to  the  piece  which  he  had 
already  cut. 

"  And  firewood ;  I  shall  want  firewood  to  heat  the  oven," 
said  the  inexorable  Nanon. 

"  Ah !  well,  you  can  take  what  you  want,"  he  answered 
ruefully ;  "  but  you  will  make  a  fruit  tart  at  the  same  time, 
and  you  must  bake  the  dinner  in  the  oven,  that  will  save 
lighting  another  fire." 
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"  Why ! "  cried  Nanon ;  "  there  is  no  need  to  tell  me 
that!" 

Grandet  gave  his  trusty  prime  minister  a  glance  that  was 
almost  paternal. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  cried  Nanon,  "  we  are  going  to  have  a 
cake." 

Grandet  came  back  again  with  the  fruit,  and  began  by 
setting  down  a  plateful  on  the  kitchen  table, 

"  Just  look  here,  sir,"  said  Nanon,  "  what  lovely  boots 
your  nephew  has !  What  leather,  how  nice  it  smells !  What 
are  they  to  be  cleaned  with?  Am  I  to  put  your  egg  blacking 
on  them?  " 

"  No,  Nanon,"  said  Eugenie ;  "  I  expect  the  egg  would 
spoil  the  leather.     You  had  better  tell  him  that  you  have 

no  idea  how  to  clean  black  morocco Yes,  it  is  morocco, 

and  he  himself  will  buy  you  something  in  Saumur  to  clean 
his  boots  with.  I  have  heard  it  said  that  they  put 
sugar  into  their  blacking,  and  that  is  what  makes  it  so 
shiny." 

"  Then  is  it  good  to  eat?  "  asked  Nanon,  as  she  picked 
up  the  boots  and  smelt  them.  "  Why,  why !  they  smell  of 
madame's   eau-de-Cologne  !      Oh,  how  funny !  " 

"  Funny!  "  said  her  master ;  "  people  spend  more  money 
on  their  boots  than  they  are  worth  that  stand  in  them,  and 
you  think  it  funny!"  He  had  just  returned  from  a  second 
and  final  expedition  to  the  fruit-loft,  carefully  locking  the 
door  after  him. 

*'  You  will  have  soup  once  or  twice  a  week  while  your 
nephew  is  here,  sir,  will  you  not?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Shall  I  go  round  to  the  butcher's?  " 

"  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  You  can  make  some 
chicken-broth ;  the  tenants  will  keep  you  going.  But  I  shall 
tell  Comoiller  to  kill  some  ravens  for  me.  That  kind  of 
game  makes  the  best  broth  in  the  world." 

"  Is  it  true,  sir,  that  they  live  on  dead  things  ?  " 

"  You  are  a  fool,  Nanon !  They  live,  like  everybody  else, 
on  anything  that  they  can  pick  up.  Don't  we  all  live  on 
dead  things  ?     What  about  legacies  ?  "     And  the  good  man 
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Grandet,  having  no  further  order  to  give,  drew  out  his 
watch,  and  finding  that  there  was  yet  half  an  hour  to  spare 
before  breakfast,  took  up  his  hat,  gave  his  daughter  a  kiss, 
and  said,  "  Would  you  like  to  take  a  walk  along  the  Loire? 
I  have  something  to  see  after  in  the  meadows  down 
there." 

Eugenie  put  on  her  straw  hat  lined  with  rose-colored  silk ; 
and  then  father  and  daughter  went  down  the  crooked  street 
towards  the  market-place. 

"Where  are  you  off  to  so  early  this  morning.?"  said  the 
notary  Cruchot,  as  he  met  the  Grandets. 

"  We  are  going  to  take  a  look  at  something,"  responded 
his  friend,  in  nowise  deceived  by  this  early  move  on  the 
notary's  part. 

Whenever  Grandet  was  about  to  "  take  a  look  at  some- 
thing," the  notary  knew  by  experience  that  there  was  some- 
thing to  be  gained  by  going  with  him.  With  him,  therefore, 
he  went. 

"  Come  along,  Cruchot,"  said  Grandet,  addressing  the 
notary.  "  You  are  one  of  my  friends ;  I  am  going  to  show 
you  what  a  piece  of  folly  it  is  to  plant  poplars  in  good 
soil " 

"  Then  the  sixty  thousand  francs  that  you  fingered  for 
those  poplars  of  yours  in  the  meadows  by  the  Loire  are  a 
mere  trifle  to  you-f*  "   said   Cruchot,  opening   his   eyes   wide 

in  his  bewilderment.     "  And  such  luck  as  you  had  too ! 

Pelling  your  timber  just  when  there  was  no  white  wood 
to  be  had  in  Nantes,  so  that  every  trunk  fetched  thirty 
francs !  " 

Eugenie  heard  and  did  not  hear,  utterly  unconscious  that 
the  most  critical  moment  of  her  life  was  rapidly  approach- 
ing, that  a  paternal  and  sovereign  decree  was  about  to  be 
pronounced,  and  that  the  old  notary  was  to  bring  all  this 
about.  Grandet  had  reached  the  magnificent  meadowland 
by  the  Loire,  which  had  come  into  his  hands  in  his  Republican 
days.  Some  thirty  laborers  were  busy  digging  out  the  roots 
of  the  poplars  that  once  stood  there,  filling  up  the  holes 
that  were  left,  and  leveling  the  ground. 

"  Now,  M.  Cruchot,  see  how  much  space  a  poplar  takes 
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up,"  said  he,  addressing  the  notary.  "  Jean,"  he  called  to 
a  workman,  "  m — m — measure  r — round  the  sides  with  your 
rule." 

"  Eight  feet  four  times  over,"  said  the  workman  when  he 
had  finished. 

"  Thirty-two  feet  of  loss,"  said  Grandet  to  Cruchot. 
"  Now  along  that  line  there  were  three  hundred  poplars, 
weren't  there.?  Well,  then,  three  hundred  t — t — times  thirty- 
two  f — feet  will  eat  up  five  hundredweight  of  hay,  allow 
twice  as  much  again  for  the  space  on  either  side,  and  you 
get  fifteen  hundredweight ;  then  there  is  the  intervening 
space — say  a  thousand  t — t — trusses  of  hay  altogether." 

"  Well,"  said  Cruchot,  helping  his  friend  out,  "  and  a 
thousand  trusses  of  that  hay  would  fetch  something  like  six 
hundred  francs." 

"  S — s — say  t — twelve  hundred,  because  the  s — second 
crop  is  worth  three  or  four  hundred  francs.  Good,  then 
reckon  up  what  t — t — twelve  hundred  francs  per  annum 
d — d — during  f — forty  years  comes  to,  at  compound  inter- 
est, of  course." 

"  Sixty  thousand  francs,  or  thereabouts,"  said  the  notary. 

"  That  is  what  I  make  it !  Sixty  thousand  f — f — francs- 
Well,"  the  vine-grower  went  on  without  stammering,  "  two 
thousand  poplars  will  not  bring  in  fifty  thousand  francs  in 
forty  years.  So  you  lose  on  them.  That  /  found  out," 
said  Grandet,  who  was  vastly  pleased  with  himself.  "  Jean," 
he  continued,  turning  to  the  laborer,  "  fill  up  all  the  holes 
except  those  along  the  riverside,  where  you  can  plant  those 
poplar  saplings  that  I  bought.  If  you  set  them  along  by 
the  Loire,  they  will  grow  there  finely  at  the  expense  of  the 
Government,"  he  added,  and  as  he  looked  round  at  Cruchot 
the  wen  on  his  nose  twitched  slightly,  the  most  sardonic 
smile  could  not  have  said  more. 

"  Yes,  it  is  clear  enough,  poplars  should  only  be  planted 
in  poor  soil,"  said  Cruchot,  quite  overcome  with  amazement 
at  Grandet's  astuteness. 

"  Y — e — s,  sir,"  said  the  cooper  ironically. 

Eugenie  was  looking  out  over  the  glorious  landscape  and 
along  the  Loire,  without  heeding  her  father's   arithmetic; 
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but  Cruchot's  talk  with  his  client  took  another  turn,  and  her 
attention  was  suddenly  aroused. 

"  So  you  have  a  son-in-law  come  from  Paris ;  they  are 
talking  about  nothing  but  your  nephew  in  all  Saumur.  I 
shall  soon  have  settlements  to  draw  up ;  eh.  Pere  Grandet  ?  " 

"  Did  you  come  out  early  to  t — t — tell  me  that?  "  in- 
quired Grandet,  and  again  the  wen  twitched.  "  Very  well, 
you  are  an  old  crony  of  mine;  I  will  be — plain  with  you, 
and  t — t — tell  j^ou  what  you  w — want  to  know.  I  would 
rather  fling  my  d — d — daughter  into  the  Loire,  look  you, 
than  g — give  her  to  her  cousin.  You  can  give  that  out. 
But,  no  ;  1 — 1 — let  people  gossip." 

Everything  swam  before  Eugenie's  eyes.  Her  vague  hopes 
of  distant  happiness  had  suddenly  taken  definite  shape,  had 
sprung  up  and  blossomed,  and  then  her  harvest  of  flowers 
had  been  as  suddenly  cut  down  and  lay  on  the  earth.  Since 
yesterday  she  had  woven  the  bonds  of  happiness  that  unite 
two  souls,  and  henceforward  sorrow,  it  seemed,  was  to 
strengthen  them.  Is  it  not  written  in  the  noble  destiny  of 
woman  that  the  grandeur  of  sorrow  should  touch  her  more 
closely  than  all  the  pomp  and  splendor  of  fortune? 

How  came  it  that  a  father's  feelings  had  been  extinguished 
(as  it  seemed)  in  her  father's  heart?  What  crime  could  be 
laid  at  Charles's  door?  Mysterious  questions!  Mysterious 
and  sad  forebodings  already  surrounded  her  growing  love, 
that  mystery  within  her  soul.  When  they  turned  to  go  home 
again,  she  trembled  in  every  limb ;  and  as  they  went  up  the 
shady  street,  along  which  she  had  lately  gone  so  joyously, 
the  shadows  looked  gloomy,  the  air  she  breathed  seemed  full 
of  the  melancholy'  of  autumn,  everything  about  her  was  sad. 
Love,  that  had  brought  these  keener  perceptions,  was  quick 
to  interpret  every  boding  sign.  As  they  neared  home,  she 
walked  on  ahead  of  her  father,  knocked  at  the  house-door, 
and  stood  waiting  beside  it.  But  Grandet,  seeing  that  the 
notary  carried  a  newspaper  still  in  its  wrapper,  asked,  "  How 
are  consols?  " 

"  I  know  you  will  not  take  my  advice,  Grandet,"  Cruchot 
replied.  "  You  should  buy  at  once ;  the  chance  of  making 
twenty  per  cent,  on  them  in  two  years  is  still  open  to  you, 
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and  they  pay  a  very  fair  rate  of  Interest  besides ;  five  thou- 
sand livres  is  not  a  bad  return  on  eighty  thousand  francs. 
You  can  buy  noAV  at  eighty  francs  fifty  centimes." 

"  We  shall  see,"  remarked  Grandet  pensively,  rubbing  his 
chin. 

"  Mon  Dieu!  "  exclaimed  the  notary,  who  by  this  time  had 
unfolded  his  newspaper. 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  cried  Grandet  as  Cruchot  put  the 
paper  in  his  hands  and  said — 

"  Read  that  paragraph." 

"  M.  Grandet,  one  of  the  most  highly-respected  merchants 
in  Paris,  shot  himself  through  the  head  yesterday  afternoon, 
after  putting  in  an  appearance  on  'Change  as  usual.  He 
had  previously  sent  in  his  resignation  to  the  President  of 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  resigning  his  position  as  Judge 
of  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce  at  the  same  time.  His  affairs 
had  become  involved  through  the  failures  of  his  stockbroker 
and  notary,  MM.  Roguin  and  Souchet.  M.  Grandet,  whose 
character  was  greatly  esteemed,  and  whose  credit  stood  high, 
would  no  doubt  have  found  temporary  assistance  on  the 
market  which  would  have  enabled  him  to  tide  over  his  diffi- 
culties. It  is  to  be  regretted  that  a  man  of  such  high  char- 
acter should  have  given  way  to  the  first  impulse  of  despair  " 
— and  so  forth,  and  so  forth. 

"  I  knew  it,"  the  old  vine-grower  said. 

Phlegmatic  though  Cruchot  was,  he  felt  a  horrible  shud- 
der run  through  him  at  the  words ;  perhaps  Grandet  of 
Paris  had  stretched  imploring  hands  in  vain  to  the  millions 
of  Grandet  of  Saumur;  the  blood  ran  cold  in  his  veins. 

"And  his  son.''"  he  asked  presently,  "he  was  in  such 
spirits  yesterday  evening." 

"  His  son  knows  nothing  as  yet,"  Grandet  answered,  im- 
perturbable as  ever. 

"  Good-morning,  M.  Grandet,"  said  Cruchot.  He  under- 
stood the  position  now,  and  went  to  reassure  the  President 
de  Bonfons. 

Grandet  found  breakfast  ready.     Mme.  Grandet  was  al- 
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ready  seated  in  her  chair,  mounted  on  the  wooden  blocks, 
and  was  knitting  woolen  cufFs  for  the  winter.  Eugenie  ran 
to  her  mother  and  put  her  arms  about  her,  with  the  eager 
hunger  for  affection  that  comes  of  a  hidden  trouble. 

"  You  can  get  your  breakfast,"  said  Nanon,  bustling 
downstairs  in  a  hurry ;  "  he  is  sleeping  like  a  cherub.  He 
looks  so  nice  with  his  eyes  shut!  I  went  in  and  called  him, 
but  it  was  all  one,  he  never  heard  me." 

"  Let  him  sleep,"  said  Grandet ;  "  he  will  wake  soon 
enough  to  hear  bad  news,  in  any  case." 

"  What  is  the  matter.?  "  asked  Eugenie.  She  was  putting 
into  her  cup  the  two  smallest  lumps  of  sugar,  weighing 
goodness  knows  how  many  grains ;  her  worthy  parent  was 
wont  to  amuse  himself  by  cutting  up  sugar  whenever  he  had 
nothing  better  to  do. 

Mme.  Grandet,  who  had  not  dared  to  put  the  question 
herself,  looked  at  her  husband. 

"  His  father  has  blown  his  brains  out." 

"  My  uncle?  "  said  Eugenie. 

"  Oh !  that  poor  boy !  "  cried  Mme.  Grandet. 

"  Poor  indeed !  "  said  Grandet ;  "  he  has  not  a  penny." 

"  Ah !  well,  he  is  sleeping  as  if  he  were  the  king  of  all 
the  world,"  said  Nanon  pityingly. 

Eugenie  could  not  eat.  Her  heart  was  wrung  as  a 
woman's  heart  can  be  when  for  the  first  time  her  whole  soul 
is  filled  with  sorrow  and  compassion  for  the  sorrow  of  one 
she  loves.     She  burst  into  tears. 

"  You  did  not  know  your  uncle,  so  what  is  there  to  cry 
about  ?  "  said  her  father  with  a  glance  like  a  hungry  tiger ; 
just  such  a  glance  as  he  would  give,  no  doubt,  to  his  heaps 
of  gold. 

"  But  who  wouldn't  feel  sorry  for  the  poor  young  man, 
sir?  "  said  the  serving-maid;  "  sleeping  there  like  a  log,  and 
knowing  nothing  of  his  fate." 

"  I  did  not  speak  to  you,  Nanon !     Hold  your  tongue." 

In  that  moment  Eugenie  learned  that  a  woman  who  loves 
must  dissemble  her  feelings.     She  was  silent. 

"  Until  I  come  back,  Mme.  Grandet,  you  will  say  nothing 
about  this  to  him,  I  hope,"  the  old  cooper  continued.   "  They 
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are  making  a  ditch  in  my  meadows  along  the  road,  and  I 
must  go  and  see  after  it.  I  shall  come  back  for  the  second 
breakfast  at  noon,  and  then  my  nephew  and  I  will  have  a 
talk  about  his  affairs.  As  for  you,  Mile.  Eugenie,  if  you 
are  crying  over  that  popinjay,  let  us  have  no  more  of  it, 
child.  He  will  be  off  post-haste  to  the  Indies  directly,  and 
you  will  never  set  eyes  on  him  any  more." 

Her  father  took  up  his  gloves,  which  were  Ij'ing  on  the 
rim  of  his  hat,  put  them  on  in  his  cool,  deliberate  way, 
inserting  the  fingers  of  one  hand  between  those  of  the  other, 
dovetail  fashion,  so  as  to  thrust  them  down  well  into  the 
tips  of  the  gloves,  and  then  he  went  out. 

"  Oh !  mamma,  I  can  scarcely  breathe !  "  cried  Eugenie, 
when  she  was  alone  with  her  mother ;  "  I  have  never  suffered 
like  this !  " 

Mme.  Grandet,  seeing  her  daughter's  white  face,  opened 
the  window  and  let  fresh  air  into  the  room. 

"  I  feel  better  now,"  said  Eugenie  after  a  little  while. 

This  nervous  excitement  in  one  who  was  usually  so  quiet 
and  self-possessed  produced  an  effect  on  Mme.  Grandet.  She 
looked  at  her  daughter,  and  her  mother's  love  and  sympa- 
thetic instinct  told  her  everything.  But,  in  truth,  the  cele- 
brated Hungarian  twin-sisters,  united  to  each  other  by  one 
of  nature's  errors,  could  scarcely  have  lived  in  closer  sym- 
pathy than  Eugenie  and  her  mother.  Were  they  not  always 
together:  together  in  the  window  where  they  sat  the  live- 
long day,  together  at  church ;  did  they  not  breathe  the  same 
air  even  when  they  slept.'' 

"  My  poor  little  girl ! "  said  Mme.  Grandet,  drawing 
Eugenie's  head  down  till  it  rested  upon  her  bosom. 

Her  daughter  lifted  her  face,  and  gave  her  mother  a 
questioning  look  which  seemed  to  read  her  inmost  thoughts. 

"  Why  must  he  be  sent  to  the  Indies  ?  "  said  the  girl. 
"If  he  is  in  trouble,  ought  he  not  to  stay  here  with  us.? 
Is  he  not  our  nearest  relation  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dear  child,  that  would  only  be  natural ;  but  your 
father  has  reasons  for  what  he  does,  and  we  must  respect 
them." 

Mother  and  daughter  sat  in  silence;  the  one  on  her  chair 
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mounted  on  the  wooden  blocks,  the  other  in  her  little  arm- 
chair. Both  women  took  up  their  needlework.  Eugenie  felt 
that  her  mother  understood  her,  and  her  heart  was  full  of 
gratitude  for  such  tender  sympathy. 

"  How  kind  you  are,  dear  mamma !  "  she  said  as  she  took 
her  mother's  hand  and  kissed  it. 

The  worn,  patient  face,  aged  with  many  sorrows,  lighted 
up  at  the  words. 

"  Do  you  like  him.''  "  asked  Eugenie. 

For  all  answer,  Mme.  Grandet  smiled.  Then  after  a 
moment's  pause  she  murmured,  "  You  cannot  surely  love 
him  already.'*     That  would  be  a  pity." 

"Why  would  it  be  a  pity.''"  asked  Eugenie.  "You  like 
him,  Nanon  likes  him,  why  should  I  not  like  him  too.^*  Now 
then,  mamma,  let  us  set  the  table  for  his  breakfast." 

She  threw  down  her  work,  and  her  mother  followed  her 
example,  saying  as  she  did  so,  "  You  are  a  mad  girl !  " 

But  none  the  less  did  she  sanction  her  daughter's  freak 
by  assisting  in  it. 

Eugenie  called  Nanon. 

"  Haven't  you  all  you  want  yet,  mamselle  ?  " 

"  Nanon,  surely  you  will  have  some  cream  by  twelve 
o'clock?  " 

"By  twelve  o'clock.''     Oh!  yes,"  answered  the  old  servant. 

"  Very  well,  then,  let  the  coffee  be  very  strong.  I  have 
heard  M.  des  Grassins  say  that  they  drink  their  coffee  very 
strong  in  Paris.     Put  in  plenty." 

"  And  where  is  it  to  come  from .''  " 

"  You  must  buy  some." 

"  And  suppose  the  master  meets  me?  " 

"  He  is  down  by  the  river." 

"  I  will  just  slip  out  then.  But  M.  Fessard  asked  me 
when  I  went  about  the  candle  if  the  Three  Holy  Kings  were 
paying  us  a  visit.     Our  goings-on  will  be  all  over  the  town." 

"  Your  father  would  be  quite  capable  of  beating  us,"  said 
Mme.  Grandet,  "  if  he  suspected  anything  of  all  this." 

"  Oh !  well,  then,  never  mind ;  he  will  beat  us,  we  will 
take  the  beating  on  our  knees." 

At  this  Mme.  Grandet  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven,  and  said 
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no  more.  Nanon  put  on  her  sun-bonnet  and  went  out. 
Eugenie  spread  a  clean  linen  tablecloth,  then  she  went  up- 
stairs in  quest  of  some  bunches  of  grapes  which  she  had 
amused  herself  by  hanging  from  some  strings  up  in  the 
attic.  She  tripped  lightly  along  the  corridor,  so  as  not 
to  disturb  her  cousin,  and  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  stop  a  moment  before  the  door  to  listen  to  his  even 
breathing. 

"  Trouble  wakes  while  he  is  sleeping,"  she  said  to  herself. 

She  arranged  her  grapes  on  the  few  last  green  vine-leaves 
as  daintily  as  any  experienced  chef  d'office,  and  set  them 
on  the  table  in  triumph.  She  levied  contributions  on  the 
pears  which  her  father  had  counted  out,  and  piled  them  up 
pyramid-fashion,  with  autumn  leaves  among  them.  She  came 
and  went,  and  danced  in  and  out.  She  might  have  ran- 
sacked the  house ;  the  will  was  in  nowise  lacking,  but  her 
father  kept  everything  under  lock  and  key,  and  the  keys 
were  in  his  pocket.  Nanon  came  back  with  two  new-laid 
eggs.  Eugenie  could  have  flung  her  arms  round  the  girl's 
neck. 

"  The  farmer  from  La  Lande  had  eggs  in  his  basket ;  I 
asked  him  for  some,  and  to  please  me  he  let  me  have  these, 
the  nice  man." 

After  two  hours  of  industrious  application,  Eugenie  suc- 
ceeded in  preparing  a  very  simple  meal ;  it  cost  but  little, 
it  is  true,  but  it  was  a  terrible  infringement  of  the  im- 
memorial laws  and  customs  of  the  house.  No  one  sat  down 
to  the  midday  meal,  which  consisted  of  a  little  bread,  some 
fruit  or  butter,  and  a  glass  of  wine.  Twenty  times  in  those 
two  hours  Eugenie  had  left  her  work  to  watch  the  coffee 
boil,  or  to  listen  for  any  sound  announcing  that  her  cousin 
was  getting  up ;  now  looking  round  on  the  table  drawn  up 
to  the  fire,  with  one  of  the  armchairs  set  beside  it  for  her 
cousin,  on  the  two  plates  of  fruit,  the  egg-cups,  the  bottle 
of  white  wine,  the  bread,  and  the  little  pyramid  of  white 
sugar  in  a  saucer ;  Eugenie  trembled  from  head  to  foot 
at  the  mere  thought  of  the  glance  her  father  would  give 
her  if  he  should  happen  to  come  in  at  that  moment.  Often, 
therefore,  did  she  look  at  the  clock,  to  see  if  there  was  yet 
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time  for  her  cousin  to  finish  his  breakfast  before  her  parent's 
return. 

"  Never  mind,  Eugenie,  if  your  father  comes  in,  I  will 
take  all  the  blame,"  said  Mme.  Grandet. 

Eugenie  could  not  keep  back  the  tears.  "  Oh !  my  kind 
mother,"  she  cried ;  "  I  have  not  loved  you  enough !  " 

Charles,  after  making  innumerable  pirouettes  round  his 
room,  came  down  at  last,  singing  gay  little  snatches  of 
song.  Luckily  it  was  only  eleven  o'clock  after  all.  He  had 
taken  as  much  pains  with  his  appearance  (the  Parisian!) 
as  if  he  had  been  staying  in  the  chateau  belonging  to  the 
high-born  fair  one  who  was  traveling  in  Scotland ;  and  now 
he  came  in  with  that  gracious  air  of  condescension  which 
sits  not  ill  on  youth,  and  which  gave  Eugenie  a  melancholy 
pleasure.  He  had  come  to  regard  the  collapse  of  his  castles 
in  Anjou  as  a  very  good  joke,  and  went  up  to  his  aunt 
quite  gayly. 

"  I  hope  you  slept  well,  dear  aunt.''  And  you  too,  cousin.''  " 

"Very  well,  sir;  how  did  you  sleep.-'" 

"  Soundly." 

"  Cousin,  you  must  be  hungry,"  said  Eugenie ;  "  sit 
down." 

"Oh!  I  never  breakfast  before  twelve  o'clock,  just  after 
I  rise.     But  I  have  fared  so  badly  on  my  journey,  that  I 

will   yield    to    persuasion.      Besides "    he    drew    out    the 

daintiest  little  watch  that  ever  issued  from  Breguet's  work- 
shop. "  Dear  me,  it  is  only  eleven  o'clock ;  I  have  been  up 
betimes." 

"  Up  betimes?  "  asked  Mme.  Grandet. 

"  Yes,  but  I  wanted  to  set  my  things  straight.  Well,  I 
am  quite  ready  for  something,  something  not  very  substan- 
tial, a  fowl  or  a  partridge." 

"  Holy  Virgin !  "  exclaimed  Nanon,  hearing  these  words. 

"  A  partridge,"  said  Eugenie  to  herself.  She  would  will- 
ingly have  given  all  she  had  for  one. 

"  Come  and  take  your  seat,"  said  Mme.  Grandet,  address- 
ing her  nephew. 

The  dandy  sank  into  the  armchair  in  a  graceful  attitude, 
much  as  a  pretty  woman  might  recline  on  her  sofa.     Eugenie 
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and  her  mother  drew  their  chairs  to  the  fire  and  sat  near 
him. 

"Do  you  always  live  here?"  Charles  inquired,  thinking 
that  the  room  looked  even  more  hideous  by  daylight  than 
by  candlelight. 

"  Always,"  Eugenie  answered,  watching  him  as  she  spoke. 
"  Always,  except  during  the  vintage.  Then  we  go  to  help 
Nanon,  and  we  all  stay  at  the  Abbey  at  Noyers." 

"  Do  you  ever  take  a  walk.?  " 

"  Sometimes,  on  Sundays  after  vespers,  when  it  is  fine, 
we  walk  down  as  far  as  the  bridge,"  said  Mme.  Grandet, 
"  or  we  sometimes  go  to  see  them  cutting  the  hay." 

"  Have  you  a  theater  here.?  " 

"  Go  to  the  play ! "  cried  Mme.  Grandet ;  "  go  to  see 
play-actors !  Why,  sir,  do  you  not  know  that  that  is  a 
mortal  sin.?  " 

"  There,  sir,"  said  Nanon,  bringing  in  the  eggs,  "  we  will 
give  you  chickens  in  the  shell." 

"  Oh !  new-laid  eggs,"  said  Charles,  who,  after  the  manner 
of  those  accustomed  to  luxury,  had  quite  forgotten  all  about 
his  partridge.  "  Delicious !  Do  you  happen  to  have  any 
butter,  eh,  my  good  girl.?" 

"  Butter.?  If  you  have  butter  now,  you  will  have  no  cake 
by-and-by,"  said  Nanon. 

"Yes,  of  course,  Nanon;  bring  some  butter,"  cried  Eu- 
genie. 

The  young  girl  watched  her  cousin  while  he  cut  his  bread 
and  butter  into  strips  and  felt  happy.  The  most  romantic 
shopgirl  in  Paris  could  not  more  thoroughly  enjoy  the  spec- 
tacle of  innocence  triumphant  in  a  melodrama.  It  must  be 
conceded  that  Charles,  who  had  been  brought  up  by  a  grace- 
ful and  charming  mother,  and  had  received  his  "  finishing 
education  "  from  an  accomplished  woman  of  the  world,  was 
as  dainty,  neat,  and  elegant  in  his  ways  as  any  coxcomb 
of  the  gentler  sex.  The  girl's  quiet  sympathy  produced  an 
almost  magnetic  effect.  Charles,  finding  himself  thus  waited 
upon  by  his  cousin  and  aunt,  could  not  resist  the  influence 
of  their  overflowing  kindness.  He  was  radiant  with  good- 
humor,  and  the  look  he  gave  Eugenie  was   almost  a  smile. 
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As  he  looked  more  closely  at  her  he  noticed  her  pure,  regular 
features,  her  unconscious  attitude,  the  wonderful  clearness 
of  her  eyes,  in  which  love  sparkled,  though  she  as  yet  knew 
nothing  of  love  but  its  pain  and  a  wistful  longing. 

"  Really,  my  dear  cousin,"  he  said,  "  if  you  were  in  a 
box  at  the  opera  and  in  evening  dress,  and  I  would  answer 
for  it,  my  aunt's  remark  about  deadly  sin  would  be  fully 
justified,  all  the  men  would  become  envious  and  all  the  women 
jealous." 

Eugenie's  heart  beat  fast  with  joy  at  this  compliment, 
though  it  conveyed  no  meaning  whatever  to  her  mind. 

"  You  are  laughing  at  a  poor  little  country  cousin,"  she 
said. 

"  If  you  knew  me  better,  cousin,  you  would  know  that  I 
detest  banter ;  it  sears  the  heart  and  deadens  the  feelings." 
And  he  swallowed  down  a  strip  of  bread  and  butter  with 
perfect  satisfaction. 

"  No,"  he  continued,  "  I  never  make  fun  of  others,  very 
likely  because  I  have  not  wit  enough,  a  defect  which  puts 
me  at  a  great  disadvantage.  They  have  a  deadly  trick  in 
Paris  of  saying,  '  He  is  so  good-natured,'  which,  being  in- 
terpreted, means — '  the  poor  youth  is  as  stupid  as  a  rhi- 
noceros.' But  as  I  happen  to  be  rich,  and  it  is  known  that 
I  can  hit  the  bull's-eye  straight  off  at  thirty  paces  with  any 
kind  of  pistol  anywhere,  these  witticisms  are  not  leveled 
at  me." 

"  It  is  evident  from  what  you  say,  nephew,"  said  Mme. 
Grandet  gravely,  "  that  you  have  a  kind  heart." 

"  That  is  a  very  pretty  ring  of  yours,"  said  Eugenie ;  "  is 
there  any  harm  in  asking  to  see  it.^*  " 

Charles  took  off  the  ring  and  held  it  out ;  Eugenie  red- 
dened as  her  cousin's  rose-pink  nails  came  in  contact  with 
her  finger-tips. 

"  Mother,  only  see  how  fine  the  work  is !  " 

"  Oh,  what  a  lot  of  gold  there  is  in  it,"  said  Nanon,  who 
brought  in  the  coffee. 

"What  is  that.?"  asked  Charles,  laughing,  as  he  pointed 
to  an  oval  pipkin,  made  of  glazed  brown  earthenware,  orna- 
mented without  by  a  circular  fringe  of  ashes.     It  was  full 
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of  a  brown  boiling  liquid,  in  whicli  coffee  grounds  were 
visible  as  they  rose  to  the  surface  and  fell  again. 

"Coffee;  boiling  hot!''  answered  Nanon. 

"  Oh !  my  dear  aunt,  I  must  at  least  leave  some  beneficent 
trace  of  my  stay  here.  You  arc  a  long  way  behind  the 
times !  I  will  show  you  how  to  make  decent  coffee  in  a 
Chaptal  coffee-pot."  Forthwith  he  endeavored  to  explain 
the  principles  on  which  this  utensil  is  constructed,  and  how 
the  coffee  should  be  prepared. 

"  Bless  me !  if  there  is  all  that  to-do  about  it,"  said  Nanon, 
"  you  would  have  to  give  your  whole  time  to  it.  I'll  never 
make  coffee  that  way,  I  know.  Who  is  to  cut  the  grass  for 
our  cow  while  I  am  looking  after  the  coffee-pot?" 

"  I  would  do  it,"  said  Eugenie. 

"  Child!  "  said  Mme.  Grandet,  with  a  look  at  her  daugh- 
ter; and  at  the  word  came  a  swift  recollection  of  the  misery 
about  to  overwhelm  the  unconscious  young  man,  and  the 
three  women  were  suddenly  silent,  and  gazed  pityingly  at 
him.     He  could  not  understand  it. 

"What  is  it,  cousin.''"  he  asked  Eugenie. 

"  Hush !  "  said  Mme.  Grandet,  seeing  that  the  girl  was 
about  to  reply.  "  You  know  that  your  father  means  to 
speak  to  the  gentleman " 

"  Say  '  Charles,'  "  said  young  Grandet. 

"Oh,  is  your  name  Charles.?"  said  Eugenie.  "It  is  a 
nice  name." 

Evil  forebodings  are  seldom  vain. 

Just  at  that  moment  Mme.  Grandet,  Eugenie,  and  Nanon, 
who  could  not  think  of  the  cooper's  return  without  shudder- 
ing, heard  the  familiar  knock  at  the  door. 

"  That  is  papa !  "  cried  Eugenie. 

She  took  away  the  saucer  full  of  sugar,  leaving  one  or 
two  lumps  on  the  tablecloth.  Nanon  hurried  away  with  the 
egg-cups.  Mme.  Grandet  started  up  like  a  frightened  fawn. 
There  was  a  sudden  panic  of  terror,  which  amazed  Charles, 
who  was  quite  at  a  loss  to  account  for  it. 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter.?  "  he  asked. 

"  My  father  is  coming  in,"  explained  Eugenie. 

"  Well,  and  what  then .?  " 
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M.  Grandet  entered  the  room,  gave  one  sharp  glance  at 
the  table,  and  another  at  Charles.  He  saw  how  it  was 
at  once. 

"  Aha !  you  are  making  a  fete  for  your  nephew.  Good, 
very  good,  oh  I  very  good,  indeed!"  he  said,  without  stam- 
mering.    "  When  the  cat  is  away,  the  mice  may  play." 

"  Fete?  "  thought  Charles,  who  had  not  the  remotest  con- 
ception of  the  state  of  affairs  in  the  Grandet  household. 

"  Bring  me  my  glass,  Nanon,"  said  the  good  man. 

Eugenie  went  for  the  glass.  Grandet  drew  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket  a  large  clasp-knife  with  a  stag's-horn 
handle,  cut  a  slice  of  bread,  buttered  it  slowly  and  sparingly, 
and  began  to  eat  as  he  stood.  Just  then  Charles  put  some 
sugar  into  his  coffee;  this  called  Grandet's  attention  to  the 
pieces  of  sugar  on  the  table ;  he  looked  hard  at  his  wife, 
who  turned  pale,  and  came  a  step  or  two  towards  him ; 
he  bent  down  and  said  in  the  poor  woman's  ear — 

"Where  did  all  that  sugar  come  from?" 

'•  Nanon  went  out  to  Fessard's  for  some ;  there  was  none 
in  the  house." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  painful  interest  that  this 
dumb  show  possessed  for  the  three  women ;  Nanon  had  left 
her  kitchen,  and  was  looking  into  the  dining-room  to  see 
how  things  went  there.  Charles  meanwhile  tasted  his  coffee, 
found  it  rather  strong,  and  looked  round  for  another  piece 
of  sugar,  but  Grandet  had  already  pounced  upon  it  and 
taken  it  away. 

"  What  do  you  want,  nephew  ?  "  the  old  man  inquired. 

"The  sugar." 

"  Pour  in  some  more  milk  if  your  coffee  is  too  strong," 
answered  the  master  of  the  house. 

Eugenie  took  up  the  saucer,  of  which  Grandet  had  pre- 
viously taken  possession,  and  set  it  on  the  table,  looking 
quietly  at  her  father  the  while.  Truly,  the  fair  Parisian 
who  exerts  all  the  strength  of  her  weak  arms  to  help  her 
lover  to  escape  by  a  ladder  of  silken  cords,  displays  less 
courage  than  Eugenie  showed  when  she  put  the  sugar  upon 
the  table.  The  Parisian  will  have  her  reward.  She  will 
proudly  exhibit  the  bruises  on  a  round  white  arm,  her  lover 
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will  bathe  them  with  tears  and  cover  them  with  kisses,  and 
pain  will  be  extinguished  in  bliss ;  but  Charles  had  not  the 
remotest  conception  of  what  his  cousin  endured  for  him, 
or  of  the  horrible  dismay  that  filled  her  heart  as  she  met 
her  father's  angry  eyes ;  he  would  never  even  know  of  her 
sacrifice. 

"  You  are  eating  nothing,  wife !  " 

The  poor  bond-slave  went  to  the  table,  cut  a  piece  of 
bread  in  fear  and  trembling,  and  took  a  pear.  Eugenie, 
grown  reckless,  offered  the  grapes  to  her  father,  saying  as 
she  did  so — 

"  Just  try  some  of  my  fruit,  papa !  You  will  take  some, 
will  you  not,  cousin?  I  brought  those  pretty  grapes  down 
on  purpose  for  you." 

"  Oh !  if  they  could  have  their  way,  they  would  turn 
Saumur  upside  down  for  you,  nephew !  As  soon  as  you  have 
finished  we  will  take  a  turn  in  the  garden  together ;  I  have 
some  things  to  tell  you  that  would  take  a  deal  of  sugar  to 
sweeten  them." 

Eugenie  and  her  mother  both  gave  Charles  a  look,  which 
the  young  man  could  not  mistake. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that,  uncle?     Since  my  mother 

died "    (here  his   voice   softened   a  little)    "  there  is   no 

misfortune  possible  for  me " 

"  Who  can  know  what  afflictions  God  may  send  to  make 
trial  of  us,  nephew?  "  said  his  aunt. 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut,"  muttered  Grandet,  "  here  you  are  begin- 
ning with  your  folly  already !  I  am  sorry  to  see  that  you 
have  such  white  hands,  nephew." 

He  displayed  the  fists,  like  shoulders  of  mutton,  with 
which  nature  had  terminated  his  own  arms. 

"  That  is  the  sort  of  hand  to  rake  the  crowns  together ! 
You  put  the  kind  of  leather  on  your  feet  that  we  used 
to  make  pocket-books  of  to  keep  bills  in.  That  is 
the  way  you  have  been  brought  up.  That's  bad!  that's 
bad!" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  uncle?  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  under- 
stand one  word  of  this." 

"  Come  along,"  said  Grandet. 
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The  miser  shut  his  knife  with  a  snap,  drained  his  glass, 
and  opened  the  door. 

"  Oh !  keep  up  your  courage,  cousin !  " 

Something  in  the  girl's  voice  sent  a  sudden  chill  through 
Charles ;  he  followed  his  formidable  relative  with  dreadful 
misgivings.  Eugenie  and  her  mother  and  Nanon  went  into 
the  kitchen;  an  uncontrollable  anxiety  led  them  to  watch 
the  two  actors  in  the  scene  which  was  about  to  take  place 
in  the  damp  little  garden. 

Uncle  and  nephew  walked  together  in  silence  at  first. 
Grandet  felt  the  situation  to  be  a  somewhat  awkward  one; 
not  that  he  shrank  at  all  from  telling  Charles  of  his  father's 
death,  but  he  felt  a  kind  of  pity  for  a  young  man  left  in 
this  way  without  a  penny  in  the  world,  and  he  cast  about 
for  phrases  that  should  break  this  cruel  news  as  gently  as 
might  be.  "  You  have  lost  your  father!  ^'  he  could  say  that; 
there  was  nothing  in  that ;  fathers  usually  predecease  their 
children.  But,  "  You  have  not  a  penny !  "  All  the  woes 
of  the  world  were  summed  up  in  those  words,  so  for  the 
third  time  the  worthy  man  walked  the  whole  length  of  the 
path  in  the  center  of  the  garden,  crunching  the  gravel  be- 
neath his  heavy  boots,  and  no  word  was  said. 

At  all  great  crises  in  our  lives,  any  sudden  joy  or  great 
sorrow,  there  comes  a  vivid  consciousness  of  our  surround- 
ings that  stamps  them  on  the  memory  forever ;  and  Charles, 
with  every  faculty  strained  and  intent,  saw  the  box-edging 
to  the  borders,  the  falling  autumn  leaves,  the  moldering 
walls,  the  gnarled  and  twisted  boughs  of  the  fruit-trees, 
and  till  his  dying  day  every  picturesque  detail  of  the  little 
garden  came  back  with  the  memory  of  the  supreme  hour  of 
that  early  sorrow. 

"  It  is  very  fine,  very  warm,"  said  Grandet,  drawing  in  a 
deep  breath  of  air. 

"  Yes,  uncle,  but  why " 

"  Well,  my  boy,"  his  uncle  resumed,  "  I  have  some  bad 
news  for  you.     Your  father  is  very  ill " 

"What  am  I  doing  here?"  cried  Charles.  "Nanon!" 
he  shouted,  "  order  post-horses !  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  a 
carriage  of  some  sort  in  the  place,  I  suppose,"  he  added, 
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turning  to  his  uncle,  who  had  not  stirred  from  where  he 
stood. 

"  Horses  and  carriage  are  of  no  use,"  Grandet  answered, 
looking  at  Charles,  who  immediately  stared  straight  before 
him  in  silence.  "  Yes,  my  poor  boy,  you  guess  what  has 
happened ;  he  is  dead.  But  that  is  nothing ;  there  is  some- 
thing worse ;  he  has  shot  himself  through  the  head " 

"  My  father  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  that  is  nothing  either.  The  newspapers  are 
discussing  it,  as  if  it  were  any  business  of  theirs.  There, 
read  for  yourself." 

Grandet  had  borrowed  Cruchot's  paper,  and  now  he  laid 
the  fatal  paragraph  before  Charles.  The  poor  young  fellow 
— he  was  only  a  lad  as  yet — made  no  attempt  to  hide  his 
emotion,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Come,  that  is  better,"  said  Grandet  to  himself,  "  That 
look  in  his  eyes  frightened  me.  He  is  crying ;  he  will  pull 
through.  Never  mind,  my  poor  nephew,"  Grandet  resumed 
aloud,  not  knowing  whether  Charles  heard  him  or  no,  "  that 
is  nothing,  you  will  get  over  it,  but " 

"  Never !  never !     My  father !  my  father !  " 

"  He  has  ruined  you ;  you  are  penniless." 

"  What  is  that  to  me.  Where  is  my  father.? — my  father !  " 
The  sound  of  his  sobbing  filled  the  little  garden,  reverber- 
ated in  ghastly  echoes  from  the  walls.  Tears  are  as  in- 
fectious as  laughter;  the  three  women  wept  with  pity  for 
him.  Charles  broke  from  his  uncle  without  waiting  to  hear 
more,  and  sprang  into  the  yard,  found  the  staircase,  and 
fled  to  his  own  room,  where  he  flung  himself  across  the  bed 
and  buried  his  face  in  the  bedclothes,  that  he  might  give 
way  to  his  grief  in  solitude  as  far  as  possible  from  these 
relations. 

"  Let  him  alone  till  the  first  shower  is  over,"  said  Grandet, 
going  back  to  the  parlor.  Eugenie  and  her  mother  had 
hastily  returned  to  their  places,  had  dried  their  eyes,  and 
were  sewing  with  cold  trembling  fingers. 

"  But  that  fellow  is  good  for  nothing,"  went  on  Grandet ; 
"  he  is  so  taken  up  with  dead  folk  that  he  doesn't  even 
think  about  the  money." 
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Eugenie  shuddered  to  hear  the  most  sacred  of  sorrows 
spoken  of  in  such  a  way ;  from  that  moment  she  began  to 
criticise  her  father.  Charles's  sobs,  smothered  though  they 
were,  rang  through  that  house  of  echoes ;  the  sounds  seemed 
to  come  from  under  the  earth,  a  heartrending  wail  that  grew 
fainter  towards  the  end  of  the  day,  and  only  ceased  as  night 
drew  on. 

"  Poor  boy !  "  said  Mme.  Grandet. 

It  was  an  unfortunate  remark !  M.  Grandet  looked  at  his 
wife,  then  at  Eugenie,  then  at  the  sugar  basin ;  he  recollected 
the  sumptuous  breakfast  prepared  that  morning  for  their 
unhappy  kinsman,  and  planted  himself  in  the  middle  of  the 
room. 

"  Oh !  by-the-by,"  he  said,  in  his  usual  cool,  deliberate 
way,  "  I  hope  you  will  not  carry  your  extravagance  any 
farther,  Mme.  Grandet;  I  do  not  give  you  MY  money  for 
you  to  squander  it  on  sugar  for  that  young  rogue." 

"  Mother  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  it,"  said  Eu- 
genie.    "  It  was  I " 

"  Because  you  are  come  of  age,"  Grandet  interrupted 
his  daughter,  "  you  think  you  can  set  yourself  to  thwart 
me,  I  suppose.     Mind  what  you  are  about,  Eugenie " 

"  But,  father,  your  own  brother's  son  ought  not  to  have 
to  go  without  sugar  in  your  house." 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut,  tut !  "  came  from  the  cooper  in  a  cadence 
of  four  semitones.  "  'Tis  '  my  nephew '  here,  and  '  my 
brother's  son  '  there ;  Charles  is  nothing  to  us ;  he  has  not 
a  brass  farthing.  His  father  is  a  bankrupt,  and  when  the 
young  sprig  has  cried  as  much  as  he  wishes,  he  shall  clear 
out  of  this ;  I  will  not  have  my  house  turned  topsy-turvy  for 
him." 

"What  is  a  bankrupt,  father?"  asked  Eugenie. 

*'  A  bankrupt,"  replied  her  father,  "  is  guilty  of  the 
most  dishonorable  action  that  can  dishonor  a  man." 

"  It  must  be  a  very  great  sin,"  said  Mme.  Grandet,  "  and 
our  brother  will  perhaps  be  eternally  lost." 

"  There  you  are  with  your  preachments,"  her  husband 
retorted,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "  A  bankrupt,  Eugenie," 
her  father  continued,  "  is  a  thief  whom  the  law  unfortunately 
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takes  under  its  protection.  People  trusted  Guillaumc  Gran- 
det  with  their  goods,  confiding  in  his  character  for  fair- 
dealing  and  honesty;  he  has  taken  all  they  have,  and  left 
them  nothing  but  the  eyes  in  their  heads  to  cry  over  their 
losses  with.  A  bankrupt  is  worse  than  a  highwayman ;  a 
highwayman  sets  upon  you,  and  you  have  a  chance  to  de- 
fend yourself;  he  risks  his  life  besides,  while  the  other — 
Charles  is  disgraced,  in  fact." 

The  words  filled  the  poor  girl's  heart ;  they  weighed  upon 
her  with  all  their  weight ;  she  herself  was  so  scrupulously 
conscientious ;  no  flower  in  the  depths  of  a  forest  had  grown 
more  delicately  free  from  spot  or  stain ;  she  knew  none  of 
the  maxims  of  worldly  wisdom,  and  nothing  of  its  quibbles 
and  its  sophistries.  So  she  accepted  her  father's  cruel  defini- 
tion and  sweeping  statements  as  to  bankrupts ;  he  drew  no 
distinction  between  a  fraudulent  bankruptcy  and  a  failure 
from  unavoidable  causes,  and  how  should  she.^* 

"  But,  father,  could  you  not  have  prevented  this  misfor- 
tune.? " 

"  My  brother  did  not  ask  my  advice ;  besides,  his  liabili- 
ties amount  to  four  millions." 

"How  much  is  a  million,  father.'*"  asked  Eugenie,  with 
the  simplicity  of  a  child  r/ho  would  fain  have  its  wish  ful- 
filled at  once. 

"A  million.'*"  queried  Grandet.  "Why,  it  is  a  million 
francs,  two  hundred  thousand  five-franc  pieces ;  there  are 
twenty  sous  in  a  franc,  and  it  takes  five  francs  of  twenty 
sous  each  to  make  a  five-franc  piece." 

"  Mon  Dieu!  Mon  Dieu!  "  cried  Eugenie,  "  how  came  my 
uncle  to  have  four  millions  of  his  own  ?  Is  there  really 
anybody  in  France  who  has  so  many  millions  as  that.'*" 

Grandet  stroked  his  daughter's  chin  and  smiled.  The  wen 
seemed  to  grow  larger. 

"  What  will  become  of  cousin  Charles  ?  " 

*'  He  will  set  out  for  the  East  Indies,  and  try  to  make  a 
fortune.     That  is  his  father's  wish." 

"  But  has  he  any  m.oney  to  go  with.''  " 

"  I  shall  pay  his  passage  out  as  far  as — ^yes — as  far  as 
Nantes." 
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Eugenie  sprang  up  and  flung  her  arms  about  her  father's 
neck. 

"  Oh !  father,"  she  said,  "  you  are  good !  " 

Her  warm  embrace  embarrassed  Grandet  somewhat,  per- 
haps, too,  his  conscience  was  not  quite  at  ease. 

"  Does  it  take  a  long  while  to  make  a  million?  "  she 
asked. 

"  Lord !  yes,"  said  the  cooper ;  "  you  know  what  a  na- 
poleon is ;  well,  then,  it  takes  fifty  thousand  of  them  to  make 
a  million." 

"  Mamma,  we  will  have  a  novena  said  for  him." 

"  That  was  what  I  was  thinking,"  her  mother  re- 
plied. 

"  Just  like  you !  always  thinking  how  to  spend  money. 
Really,  one  might  suppose  that  we  had  any  amount  of 
money  to  throw  away !  " 

As  he  spoke,  a  sound  of  low,  hoarse  sobbing,  more  ominous 
than  any  which  had  preceded  it,  came  from  the  garret. 
Eugenie  and  her  mother  shuddered. 

"  Nanon,"  called  Grandet,  "  go  up  and  see  that  he  is  not 
killing  himself." 

"  Look  here !  you  two,"  he  continued,  turning  to  his  wife 
and  daughter,  whose  cheeks  grew  white  at  his  tones,  "  there 
is  to  be  no  nonsense,  mind !  I  am  leaving  the  house.  I  am 
going  round  to  see  the  Dutchmen  who  are  going  to-day. 
Then  I  shall  go  to  Cruchot  and  have  a  talk  with  him  about 
all  this." 

He  went  out.  As  soon  as  the  door  closed  upon  Grandet, 
Eugenie  and  her  mother  breathed  more  freely.  The  girl 
had  never  felt  constraint  in  her  father's  presence  until  that 
morning;  but  a  few  hours  had  wrought  rapid  changes  in 
her  ideas  and  feelings. 

"  Mamma,  how  many  '  louis  is  a  hogshead  of  wine 
worth.?" 

"  Your  father  gets  something  between  a  hundred  and  a 
hundred  and  fifty  francs  for  his ;  sometimes  two  hundred, 
I  believe,  from  what  I  have  heard  him  say." 

"  And  would  there  be  fourteen  hundred  hogsheads  in  a 
vintage.''  " 
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"  I  don't  know  how  many  there  are,  child,  upon  my  word ; 
your  father  never  talks  about  business  to  me." 

"  But,  anyhow,  papa  must  be  rich." 

"  May  be.  But  M.  Cruchot  told  me  that  your  father 
bought  Froidfond  two  years  ago.  That  would  be  a  heavy 
pull  on  him." 

Eugenie,  now  at  a  loss  as  to  her  father's  wealth,  went  no 
farther  with  her  arithmetic. 

"  He  did  not  even  so  much  as  see  me,  the  poor  dear !  " 
said  Nanon  on  her  return.  "  He  is  lying  there  on  his  bed 
like  a  calf,  crying  like  a  Magdalen ;  you  never  saw  the  like ! 
Poor  young  man,  what  can  be  the  matter  with  him.''  " 

"  Let  us  go  up  at  once  and  comfort  him,  mamma ;  if  we 
hear  a  knock,  we  will  come  downstairs." 

There  was  something  in  the  musical  tones  of  her  daugh- 
ter's voice  which  Mme.  Grandet  could  not  resist.  Eugenie 
was  sublime;  she  was  a  girl  no  longer,  she  was  a  woman. 
With  beating  hearts  they  climbed  the  stairs  and  went  to- 
gether to  Charles's  room.  The  door  was  open.  The  young 
man  saw  nothing,  and  heard  nothing;  he  was  absorbed  in 
his  grief,  an  inarticulate  cry  broke  from  him  now  and  again. 

"  How  he  loves  his  father !  "  said  Eugenie  in  a  low  voice, 
and  in  her  tone  there  was  an  unmistakable  accent  which  be- 
trayed the  passion  in  her  heart,  and  hopes  of  which  she 
herself  was  unaware.  Mme.  Grandet,  with  the  quick  instinct 
of  a  mother's  love,  glanced  at  her  daughter  and  spoke  in 
a  low  voice  in  her  ear. 

"  Take  care,"  she  said,  "  or  you  may  love  him." 

"  Love  him ! "  said  Eugenie.  "  Ah !  if  you  only  knew 
what  my  father  said." 

Charles  moved  slightly  as  he  lay,  and  saw  his  aunt  and 
cousin. 

"  I  have  lost  my  father,"  he  cried ;  "  my  poor  father !  If 
he  had  only  trusted  me  and  told  me  about  his  losses,  we 
might  have  worked  together  to  repair  them.  Mon  Dieu! 
my  kind  father !  I  was  so  sure  that  I  should  see  him  again, 
and  I  said  good-by  so  carelessly,  I  am  afraid,  never  think- 
ing-  " 

His  words  were  interrupted  by  sobs. 
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"  We  will  surely  pray  for  him,"  said  Mme.  Grandet. 
*'  Submit  yourself  to  the  will  of  God." 

"  Take  courage,  cousin,"  said  Eugenie  gently ;  "  nothing 
can  give  your  father  back  to  you ;  you  must  now  think  how 
to  save  your  honor " 

A  woman  always  has  her  wits  about  her,  even  in  her  capa- 
city of  comforter,  and  with  instinctive  tact  Eugenie  sought 
to  divert  her  cousin's  mind  from  liis  sorrow  by  leading  him 
to  think  about  himself. 

"  My  honor.''  "  cried  the  young  man,  hastily  pushing  back 
the  hair  from  his  eyes.  He  sat  upright  upon  the  bed,  and 
folded  his  arms.  "  Ah !  true.  My  uncle  said  that  my  father 
had  failed." 

He  hid  his  face  in  his  hands  with  a  heartrending  cry  of 
pain. 

"  Leave  me !  leave  me !  cousin  Eugenie,"  he  entreated. 
"  Oh !  God,  forgive  my  father,  for  he  must  have  been  terribly 
unhappy ! " 

There  was  something  in  the  sight  of  this  young  sorrow, 
this  utter  abandonment  of  grief,  that  was  horribly  engag- 
ing. It  was  a  sorrow  that  shrank  from  the  gaze  of  others, 
and  Charles's  gesture  of  entreaty  that  they  should  leave  him 
to  himself  was  understood  by  Eugenie  and  her  mother.  They 
went  silently  downstairs  again,  took  their  places  by  the 
great  window,  and  sewed  on  for  nearly  an  hour  without  a 
word  to  each  other. 

Eugenie  had  looked  round  the  room ;  it  was  a  stolen 
glance.  In  one  of  those  hasty  surveys  by  which  a  girl  sees 
everything  in  a  moment,  she  had  noticed  the  pretty  trifles 
on  the  toilet-table — the  scissors,  the  razors  mounted  with 
gold.  The  gleams  of  splendor  and  luxury,  seen  amidst  all 
this  misery,  made  Charles  still  more  interesting  in  her  eyes, 
perhaps  by  the  very  force  of  the  contrast.  Their  life  had 
been  so  lonely  and  so  quiet ;  such  an  event  as  this,  with  its 
painful  interest,  had  never  broken  the  monotony  of  their 
lives,  little  had  occurred  to  stir  their  imagination,  and 
now  this  tragical  drama  was  being  enacted  under  their 
eyes. 

"  Mamma,"  said  Eugenie,  "  shall  we  wear  mourning?  " 
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"  Your  father  will  decide  that,"  replied  Mme.  Grandet, 
and  once  more  they  sewed  in  silence.  Eugenie's  needle  moved 
with  a  mechanical  regularity,  which  betrayed  her  preoccu- 
pation of  mind.  The  first  wish  of  this  adorable  girl  was 
to  share  her  cousin's  mourning.  About  four  o'clock  a  sharp 
knock  at  the  door  sent  a  sudden  thrill  of  terror  through 
Mme.  Grandet. 

"  What  can  have  brought  your  father  back.''  "  she  said 
to  her  daughter. 

The  vine-grower  came  in  in  high  good-humor.  He  rubbed 
his  hands  so  energetically  that  nothing  but  a  skin  like 
leather  could  have  borne  it,  and  indeed  his  hands  were  tanned 
like  Russia  leather,  though  the  fragrant  pine-rosin  and  in- 
cense had  been  omitted  in  the  process.  For  a  time  he 
walked  up  and  down  and  looked  at  the  weather,  but  at  last 
his  secret  escaped  him. 

"  I  have  hooked  tham,  wife,"  he  said,  without  stammering ; 
"  I  have  them  safe.  Our  wine  is  sold !  The  Dutchmen  and 
Belgians  were  setting  out  this  morning ;  I  hung  about  in 
the  market-place  in  front  of  their  inn,  looking  as  simple 
as  I  could.  What's-his-name — you  know  the  man — came  up 
to  me.  All  the  best  growers  are  hanging  off  and  holding 
their  vintages ;  they  wanted  to  wait,  and  so  they  can,  I 
have  not  hindered  them.  Our  Belgian  was  at  his  wits'  end, 
I  saw  that.  So  the  bargain  was  struck;  he  is  taking  the 
whole  of  our  vintage  at  two  hundred  francs  the  hogshead, 
half  of  it  paid  down  at  once  in  gold,  and  I  have  promissory 
notes  for  the  rest.  There  are  six  louis  for  you.  In  three 
months'  time  prices  will  go  down." 

The  last  words  came  out  quietly  enough,  but  there  was 
something  so  sardonic  in  the  tone  that  if  the  little  knots  of 
growers,  then  standing  in  the  twilight  in  the  market-place 
of  Saumur,  in  dismay  at  the  news  of  Grandet's  sale,  had 
heard  him  speak,  they  would  have  shuddered ;  there  would 
have  been  a  panic  on  the  market — wines  would  have  fallen 
fifty  per  cent. 

"  You  have  a  thousand  hogsheads  this  year,  father,  have 
you  not?  "  asked  Eugenie. 

"  Yes,  little  girl." 
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These  words  indicated  that  the  cooper's  joy  had  indeed 
reached  high-water  mark. 

"  That  will  mean  two  hundred  thousand  francs?  " 

"  Yes,  Mile.  Grandet." 

"  Well,  then,  father,  you  can  easily  help  Charles." 

The  surprise,  the  wrath,  and  bewilderment  with  which 
Balshazzar  beheld  Mene,  Mene,  Tekel,  Upharsin,  written 
upon  his  palace  wall  were  as  nothing  compared  with  Gran- 
det's  cold  fury;  he  had  forgotten  all  about  Charles,  and 
now  he  found  that  all  his  daughter's  inmost  thoughts  were 
of  his  nephew,  and  that  this  arithmetic  of  hers  referred  to 
him.     It  was  exasperating. 

"  Look  here !  "  he  thundered ;  "  ever  since  that  scapegrace 
set  foot  in  my  house  everything  has  gone  askew.  You  take 
it  upon  yourselves  to  buy  sugar-plums,  and  make  a  great 
set-out  for  him.  I  will  not  have  these  doings.  I  should 
think,  at  my  age,  I  ought  to  know  what  is  right  and  proper 
to  do.  At  any  rate,  I  have  no  need  to  take  lessons  from 
my  daughter,  nor  from  anyone  else.  I  shall  do  for  my 
nephew  whatever  it  is  right  and  proper  for  me  to  do ;  it  is 
no  business  of  yours,  you  need  not  meddle  in  it.  And  now, 
as  for  you,  Eugenie,"  he  added,  turning  towards  her,  "  if 
you  say  another  word  about  it,  I  will  send  you  and  Nanon 
off  to  the  Abbey  at  Noyers,  see  if  I  don't.  Where  is  that 
boy.?  has  he  come  downstairs  yet?" 

"  No,  dear,"  answered  Mme.  Grandet. 

"Why,  what  is  he  doing  then?" 

"  He  is  crying  for  his  father,"  Eugenie  said. 

Grandet  looked  at  his  daughter,  and  found  nothing  to 
say.  There  was  some  touch  of  the  father  even  in  him.  He 
took  one  or  two  turns  up  and  down,  and  then  went  straight 
to  his  strong-room  to  think  over  possible  investments.  He 
had  thoughts  of  buying  consols.  Those  two  thousand  acres 
of  woodland  had  brought  him  in  six  hundred  thousand 
francs ;  then  there  was  the  money  from  the  sale  of  the  pop- 
lars, there  was  last  year's  income  from  various  sources, 
and  this  year's  savings,  to  say  nothing  of  the  bargain  which 
he  had  just  concluded;  so  that,  leaving  those  two  hundred 
thousand  francs   out  of  the  question,  he  possessed  a  lump 


90  EUGENIE  GRANDET 

sum  of  nine  hundred  thousand  Hvres.  That  twenty  per 
cent.,  to  be  made  in  so  short  a  time  upon  his  outlay,  tempted 
him.  Consols  stood  at  seventy.  He  jotted  down  his  cal- 
culations on  the  margin  of  the  paper  that  had  brought  the 
news  of  his  brother's  death ;  the  moans  of  his  nephew  sounded 
in  his  ears  the  while,  but  he  did  not  hear  them ;  he  went 
on  with  his  work  until  Nanon  thumped  vigorously  on  the 
thick  wall  to  summon  her  master  to  dinner.  On  the  last 
step  of  the  staircase  beneath  the  archway,  Grandet  paused 
and  thought. 

"  There  is  the  Interest  beside  the  eight  per  cent. — I  will 
do  it.  Fifteen  hundred  thousand  francs  in  two  years'  time, 
in  gold  from  Paris  too,  full  weight. — Well,  what  has  become 
of  my  nephew .''  " 

"  He  said  he  did  not  want  anything,"  replied  Nanon. 
"  He  ought  to  eat,  or  he  will  fall  ill." 

"  It  is  so  much  saved,"  was  her  master's  comment. 

"  Lord !  yes,"  she  replied. 

"  Pooh !  he  will  not  keep  on  crying  forever.  Hunger 
drives  the  wolf  from  the  woods." 

Dinner  was  a  strangely  silent  meal.  When  the  cloth  had 
been  removed,  Mme.  Grandet  spoke  to  her  husband — 

"  We  ought  to  go  into  mourning,  dear." 

"  Really,  Mme.  Grandet,  you  must  be  hard  up  for  ways 
of  getting  rid  of  money.  Mourning  is  in  the  heart ;  it  is 
not  put  on  with  clothes." 

"  But  for  a  brother  mourning  Is  Indispensable,  and  the 
Church  bids  us " 

"  Then  buy  mourning  out  of  your  six  louls ;  a  band  of 
crape  will  do  for  me ;  you  can  get  me  a  band  of  crape." 

Eugenie  said  nothing,  and  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven.  Her 
generous  instincts,  so  long  repressed  and  dormant,  had  been 
suddenly  awakened,  and  every  kindly  thought  had  been 
harshly  checked  as  it  had  arisen.  Outwardly  this  evening 
passed  just  as  thousands  of  others  had  passed  in  their 
monotonous  lives,  but  for  the  two  women  it  was  the  most 
painful  that  they  had  ever  spent.  Eugenie  sewed  without 
raising  her  head;  she  took  no  notice  of  the  workbox  which 
Charles  had  looked  at  so  scornfully  yesterday  evening.   Mme. 
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Grandet  knitted  away  at  her  cuffs.  Grandet  sat  twirling 
his  thumbs,  absorbed  in  schemes  which  should  one  day  bring 
about  results  that  would  startle  Saumur.  Four  hours  went 
by.  Nobody  dropped  in  to  see  them.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  whole  town  was  ringing  with  the  news  of  Grandet's  sharp 
practice,  following  on  the  news  of  his  brother's  failure  and 
his  nephew's  arrival.  So  imperatively  did  Saumur  feel  the 
need  to  thrash  these  matters  thoroughly  out,  that  all  the 
vine-growers,  great  or  small,  were  assembled  beneath  the 
des  Grassins'  roof,  and  frightful  w^ere  the  imprecations 
which  were  launched  at  the  head  of  their  late  mayor. 

Nanon  was  spinning;  the  whirr  of  her  wheel  was  the  only 
sound  in  the  great  room  beneath  the  gray-painted  rafters. 

"  Our  tongues  don't  go  very  fast,"  she  said,  showing  her 
large  teeth,  white  as  blanched  almonds. 

"  There  is  no  call  for  them  to  go,"  answered  Grandet, 
roused  from  his  calculations. 

He  beheld  a  vision  of  the  future — he  saw  eight  millions  in 
three  years'  time — he  had  set  forth  on  a  long  voyage  upon 
a  golden  sea. 

"  Let  us  go  to  bed.  I  will  go  up  and  wish  my  nephew 
a  good-night  from  you  all,  and  see  if  he  wants  anything." 

Mme.  Grandet  stayed  on  the  landing  outside  her  room- 
door  to  hear  what  her  worthy  husband  might  say  to  Charles. 
Eugenie,  bolder  than  her  mother,  went  a  step  or  two  up 
the  second  flight. 

"Well,  nephew,  you  are  feeling  unhappy .P  Yes,  cry,  it 
is  only  natural,  a  father  is  a  father.  But  we  must  bear  our 
troubles  patiently.  Whilst  you  have  been  crying,  I  have 
been  thinking  for  you ;  I  am  a  kind  uncle,  you  see.  Come, 
don't  lose  heart.  Will  you  take  a  little  wine?  Wine  costs 
nothing  at  Saumur ;  it  is  common  here ;  they  offer  it  as  they 
might  offer  you  a  cup  of  tea  in  the  Indies.  But  you  are 
all  in  the  dark,"  Grandet  went  on.  "  That's  bad,  that's 
bad;  one  ought  to  see  what  one  is  doing." 

Grandet  went  to  the  chimney-piece. 

"  What !  "  he  cried,  "  a  wax-candle !  Where  the  devil 
have  they  fished  that  from?  I  believe  the  wenches  would 
pull  up  the  floor  of  my  house  to  cook  eggs  for  that  boy,'" 
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Mother  and  daughter,  hearing  these  words,  fled  to  their 
rooms,  and  crept  into  their  beds  Hke  frightened  mice. 

"  Mme.  Grandct,  you  have  a  lot  of  money  somewhere,  it 
seems,"  said  the  vine-grower,  walking  into  his  wife's  rooms. 

"  I  am  saying  my  prayers,  dear ;  wait  a  little,"  faltered 
the  poor  mother. 

"  The  Devil  take  your  pious  notions !  "  growled  Grandet. 

Misers  have  no  belief  in  a  life  to  come,  the  present  is  all 
in  all  to  them.  But  if  this  thought  gives  an  insight  into 
the  miser's  springs  of  action,  it  possesses  a  wider  applica- 
tion, it  throws  a  pitiless  light  upon  our  own  era — for  money 
is  the  one  all-powerful  force,  ours  is  pre-eminently  the  epoch 
when  money  is  the  lawgiver,  socially  and  politically.  Books 
and  institutions,  theories  and  practice,  all  alike  combine  to 
weaken  the  belief  in  a  future  life,  the  foundation  on  which 
the  social  edifice  has  been  slowly  reared  for  eighteen  hundred 
years.  The  grave  has  almost  lost  its  terrors  for  us.  That 
future  which  awaited  us  beyond  the  requiem  has  been  trans- 
ported into  the  present,  and  one  hope  and  one  ambition 
possesses  us  all — to  pass  per  fas  et  nefas  into  this  earthly 
paradise  of  luxury,  vanity,  and  pleasure,  to  deaden  the  soul 
and  mortify  the  body  for  a  brief  possession  of  this  promised 
land,  just  as  in  other  days  men  were  found  willing  to  lay 
down  their  lives  and  to  suffer  martyrdom  for  the  hope  of 
eternal  bliss.  This  thought  can  be  read  at  large ;  it  is 
stamped  upon  our  age,  which  asks  of  the  voter- — the  man 
who  makes  the  laws — not  "  What  do  you  think.'' "  but 
"  What  can  you  pay  ?  "  And  what  will  become  of  us  when 
this  doctrine  has  been  handed  down  from  the  bourgeoisie 
to  the  people.? 

"  Mme.  Grandet,  have  you  finished.''  "  asked  the  cooper. 

"  I  am  praying  for  you,  dear." 

"  Very  well,  good-night.  To-morrow  morning  I  shall  have 
something  to  say  to  you." 

Poor  woman !  she  betook  herself  to  sleep  like  a  schoolboy 
who  has  not  learned  his  lessons,  and  sees  before  him  the 
angry  face  of  the  master  when  he  wakes.  Sheer  teiTor 
led  her  to  wrap  the  sheets  about  her  head  to  shut  out  all 
sounds,  but  just  at  that  moment  she  felt  a  kiss  on  her  fore- 
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head ;  It  was  Eugenie  who  had  slipped  into  the  room  in  the 
darkness,  and  stood  there  barefooted  in  her  nightdress. 

"  Oh !  mother,  my  kind  mother,"  she  said,  "  I  shall  tell 
him  to-morrow  morning  that  it  was  all  my  doing." 

"  No,  don't ;  if  you  do,  he  will  send  you  away  to  Noyers. 
Let  me  manage  it;  he  will  not  eat  me,  after  all." 

"Oh!  mamma,  do  you  hear.?" 

"What.?" 

"  He  is  crying  still." 

"  Go  back  to  bed,  dear.  The  floor  is  damp,  it  will  strike 
cold  to  your  feet." 

So  ended  the  solemn  day,  which  had  brought  for  the  poor 
wealthy  heiress  a  lifelong  burden  of  sorrow ;  never  again 
would  Eugenie  Grandet  sleep  as  soundly  or  as  lightly  as 
heretofore.  It  not  seldom  happens  that  at  some  time  in 
their  lives  this  or  that  human  being  will  act  literally  "  un- 
like himself,"  and  yet  in  very  truth  in  accordance  with  his 
nature.  Is  it  not  rather  that  we  form  our  hasty  conclusions 
of  him  without  the  aid  of  such  light  as  psychology  affords, 
without  attempting  to  trace  the  mysterious  birth  and  growth 
of  the  causes  which  led  to  these  unforeseen  results.?  And 
this  passion,  which  had  its  roots  in  the  depths  of  Eugenie's 
nature,  should  perhaps  be  studied  as  if  it  were  the  delicate 
fiber  of  some  living  organism  to  discover  the  secret  of  its 
growth.  It  was  a  passion  that  would  influence  her  whole 
life,  so  that  one  day  it  would  be  sneeringly  called  a  malady. 
Plenty  of  people  would  prefer  to  consider  a  catastrophe 
improbable  rather  than  undertake  the  task  of  tracing  the 
sequence  of  the  events  that  led  to  it,  to  discovering  how 
the  links  of  the  chain  were  forged  one  by  one  in  the  mind 
of  the  actor.  In  this  case,  Eugenie's  past  life  will  suffice 
to  keen  observers  of  human  nature ;  her  artless  impulsive- 
ness, her  sudden  outburst  of  tenderness  will  be  no  surprise 
to  them.  Womanly  pity,  that  treacherous  feeling,  had  filled 
her  soul  but  the  more  completely  because  her  life  had  been 
so  uneventful  that  it  had  never  been  so  called  forth  before. 

So  the  trouble  and  excitement  of  the  day  disturbed  her 
rest ;  she  woke  again  and  again  to  listen  for  any  sound 
from  her  cousin's   room,  thinking  that  she  still  heard  the 
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moans  that  all  day  long  had  vibrated  through  her  heart. 
Sometimes  she  seemed  to  see  him  lying  up  there,  dying  of 
grief;  sometimes  she  dreamed  that  he  was  being  starved  to 
death.  Towards  morning  she  distinctly  heard  a  terrible 
cry.  She  dressed  herself  at  once,  and  in  the  dim  light  of 
the  dawn  fled  noiselessly^  up  the  stairs  to  her  cousin's  room. 
The  door  stood  open,  the  wax-candle  had  burned  itself  down 
to  the  socket.  Nature  had  asserted  herself ;  Charles,  still 
dressed,  was  sleeping  in  the  armchair,  with  his  head  fallen 
forward  on  the  bed ;  he  had  been  dreaming  as  famished 
people  dream.  Eugenie  admired  the  fair  young  face.  It 
was  flushed  and  tear-stained;  the  eyelids  were  swollen  with 
weeping;  he  seemed  to  be  still  crying  in  his  sleep,  and 
Eugenie's  own  tears  fell  fast.  Some  dim  feeling  that  his 
cousin  was  present  awakened  Charles ;  he  opened  his  eyes, 
and  saw  her  distress. 

"  Pardon  me,  cousin,"  he  said  dreamily.  Evidently  he 
had  lost  all  reckoning  of  time,  and  did  not  know  where  he 
was. 

"  There  are  hearts  here  that  feel  for  you,  cousin,  and  we 
thought  that  you  might  perhaps  want  something.  You 
should  go  to  bed ;  you  will  tire  yourself  out  if  you  sleep 
like  that." 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  that  is  true." 

"  Good-by,"  she  said,  and  fled,  half  in  confusion,  half- 
glad  that  she  had  come.  Innocence  alone  dares  to  be  thus 
bold,  and  virtue  armed  with  knowledge  weighs  its  actions 
as  carefully  as  vice. 

Eugenie  had  not  trembled  in  her  cousin's  presence,  but 
when  she  reached  her  own  room  again  she  could  scarcely 
stand.  Her  ignorant  life  had  suddenly  come  to  an  end; 
she  remonstrated  with  herself,  and  blamed  herself  again  and 
again.  "What  will  he  think  of  me.-^  He  will  believe  that 
I  love  him."  Yet  she  knew  that  this  was  exactly  what  she 
wished  him  to  believe.  Love  spoke  plainly  within  her,  know- 
ing by  instinct  how  love  calls  forth  love.  The  moment  when 
she  stole  Into  her  cousin's  room  became  a  memorable  event 
in  the  girl's  lonely  life.  Are  there  not  thoughts  and  deeds 
which,  in  love,  are  for  some  souls  like  a  solemn  betrothal.? 
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An  hour  later  she  went  to  her  mother's  room,  to  help  her 
to  dress,  as  she  always  did.  Then  the  two  women  went  down- 
stairs and  took  their  places  by  the  window,  and  waited  for 
Grandet's  coming  in  the  anxiety  which  freezes  or  burns. 
Some  natures  cower,  and  others  grow  reckless,  when  a  scene 
or  painful  agitation  is  in  prospect ;  the  feeling  of  dread  is 
so  widely  felt  that  domestic  animals  will  cry  out  when  the 
slightest  pain  is  inflicted  on  them  as  a  punishment,  while 
the  same  creature  if  hurt  inadvertently  will  not  utter  a 
sound. 

The  cooper  came  downstairs,  spoke  in  an  absent-minded 
way  to  his  wife,  kissed  Eugenie,  and  sat  down  to  table.  He 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  last  night's  threats. 

"  What  has  become  of  my  nephew  ?  The  child  is  not  much 
in  the  way." 

"  He  is  asleep,  sir,"  said  Nanon. 

"  So  much  the  better,  he  won't  want  a  wax-candle  for 
that,"  said  Grandet  facetiously. 

His  extraordinary  mildness  and  satirical  humor  puzzled 
Mme,  Grandet ;  she  looked  earnestly  at  her  husband.  The 
good  man — here,  perhaps,  it  may  be  observed  that  in  Tou- 
raine,  Anjou,  Poitou,  and  Brittany  the  designation  good 
man  (bon  homme),  which  has  been  so  often  applied  to 
Grandet,  conveys  no  idea  of  merit ;  it  is  allowed  to  people 
of  the  worst  temper  as  well  as  to  good-natured  idiots,  and 
is  applied  without  distinction  to  any  man  of  a  certain  age — 
the  good  man,  therefore,  took  up  his  hat  and  gloves  with 
the  remark — 

"  I  am  going  to  have  a  look  round  in  the  market-place ; 
I  want  to  meet  the  Cruchots." 

"  Eugenie,  your  father  certainly  has  something  on  his 
mind." 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Grandet  always  slept  but  little,  and 
was  wont  to  spend  half  the  night  in  revolving  and  maturing 
schemes,  a  process  by  which  his  views,  observations,  and 
plans  gained  amazingly  in  clearness  and  precision ;  indeed, 
this  was  the  secret  of  that  constant  success  which  was  the 
admiration  of  Saumur.  Time  and  patience  combined  will 
effect  most  things,  and  the  man  who  accomplishes  much  is 
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the  man  with  the  strong  will  who  can  wait.  The  miser's 
life  is  a  constant  exercise  of  every  human  faculty  in  the 
service  of  a  personality.  He  believes  in  self-love  and  in- 
terest, and  in  no  other  motives  of  action,  but  interest  is 
in  some  sort  another  form  of  self-love,  to  wit,  a  practical 
form  dealing  with  the  tangible  and  the  concrete,  and  both 
forms  are  comprised  in  one  master-passion,  for  self-love  and 
interest  arc  but  two  manifestations  of  egoism.  Hence,  per- 
haps, the  prodigious  interest  which  a  miser  excites  when 
cleverly  put  upon  the  stage.  What  man  is  utterly  without 
ambition?  And  what  social  ambition  can  be  obtained  with- 
out money.''  Everyone  has  something  in  common  with  this 
being;  he  is  a  personification  of  humanity,  and  yet  is  re- 
volting to  all  the  feelings  of  humanity. 

Grandet  really  "  had  something  on  his  mind,"  as  his  wife 
used  to  say.  In  Grandet,  as  in  every  miser,  there  was  a 
keen  relish  for  the  game,  a  constant  craving  to  play  men 
off  one  against  another  for  his  own  benefit,  to  mulct  them 
of  their  crowns  without  breaking  the  law.  And  did  not 
every  victim  who  fell  into  his  clutches  renew  his  sense  of 
power,  his  just  contempt  for  the  weak  of  the  earth  who 
let  themselves  fall  such  an  easy  prey?  Ah!  who  has  under- 
stood the  meaning  of  the  lamb  that  lies  in  peace  at  the  feet 
of  God,  that  most  touching  symbol  of  meek  victims  who 
are  doomed  to  suffer  here  below,  and  of  the  future  that 
awaits  them  hereafter,  of  weakness  and  suffering  glorified 
at  last?  But  here  on  earth  it  is  quite  otherwise;  the  lamb 
is  the  miser's  legitimate  prey,  and  by  him  (when  it  is  fat 
enough)  it  is  contemptuously  penned,  killed,  cooked,  and 
eaten.  On  money  and  on  this  feeling  of  contemptuous  su- 
periority, we  may  say,  the  miser  thrives. 

During  the  night  this  excellent  man's  ideas  had  taken 
an  entirely  new  turn ;  hence  his  unusual  mildness.  He  had 
been  weaving  a  web  to  entangle  them  in  Paris ;  he  would 
envelop  them  in  its  toils,  they  should  be  as  clay  in  his  hands ; 
they  should  hope  and  tremble,  come  and  go,  toil  and  sweat, 
and  all  for  his  amusement,  all  for  the  old  cooper  in  the 
dingy  room  at  the  head  of  the  worm-eaten  staircase  in  the 
old  house  at  Saumur;  it  tickled  his  sense  of  humor. 
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He  had  been  thinking  about  his  nephew.  He  wanted  to 
save  his  dead  brother's  name  from  dishonor  in  a  way  that 
should  not  cost  a  penny  either  to  his  nephew  or  to  himself. 
He  was  about  to  invest  his  money  for  three  years,  his  mind 
was  quite  at  leisure .  from  his  own  affairs ;  he  really  needed 
some  outlet  for  his  malicious  energy,  and  here  was  an  oppor- 
tunity supplied  by  his  brother's  failure.  The  claws  were 
idle,  he  had  nothing  to  squeeze  between  them,  so  he  would 
pound  the  Parisians  for  Charles's  benefit,  and  exhibit  himself 
in  the  light  of  an  excellent  brother  at  a  very  cheap  rate. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  honor  of  the  family  name  counted 
for  very  little  with  him  in  this  matter ;  he  looked  at  it  from 
the  purely  impersonal  point  of  view  of  the  gambler,  who 
likes  to  see  a  game  well  played,  although  it  is  no  affair 
of  his.  The  Cruchots  were  necessary  to  him,  but  he  did 
not  mean  to  go  in  search  of  them ;  they  should  come  to  him. 
That  very  evening  the  comedy  should  begin,  the  main  out- 
lines were  decided  upon  already,  to-morrow  he  would  be  held 
up  as  an  object  of  admiration  all  over  the  town,  and  his 
generosity  should  not  cost  him  a  farthing ! 

Eugenie,  in  her  father's  absence,  was  free  to  busy  herself 
openly  for  her  cousin,  to  feel  the  pleasure  of  pouring  out 
for  him  in  many  ways  the  wealth  of  pity  that  filled  her  heart ; 
for  in  pity  alone  women  are  content  that  we  should  feel 
their  superiority,  and  the  sublimity  of  devotion  is  the  one 
height  which  they  can  pardon  us  for  leaving  to  them. 

Three  or  four  times  Eugenie  went  to  listen  to  her  cousin's 
breathing,  that  she  might  know  whether  he  was  awake  or 
still  sleeping;  and  when  she  was  sure  that  he  was  rising, 
she  turned  her  attention  to  his  breakfast,  and  cream,  coffee, 
fruit,  eggs,  plates,  and  glasses  were  all  in  turn  the  objects 
of  her  especial  care.  She  softly  climbed  the  rickety  stairs 
to  listen  again.  Was  he  dressing?  Was  he  still  sobbing? 
She  went  to  the  door  at  last  and  spoke — 

"  Cousin !  " 

"  Yes,  cousin." 

"  Would  you  rather  have  breakfast  downstairs  or  up  here 
in  your  room?  " 

"  Whichever  you  please." 
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"How  do  you  feel?" 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  sa}'  that  I  am  hungry," 

This  talk  through  the  closed  door  was  like  an  episode  in 
a  romance  for  Eugenie. 

"  Very  well  then,  we  will  bring  your  breakfast  up  to  your 
room,  so  that  my  father  may  not  be  vexed  about  it." 

She  sprang  downstairs,  and  ran  into  the  kitchen  with  the 
swiftness  of  a  bird. 

"  Nanon,  just  go  and  set  his  room  straight." 

The  familiar  staircase  which  she  had  gone  up  and  down 
so  often,  and  which  echoed  with  every  sound,  seemed  no 
longer  old  in  Eugenie's  eyes ;  it  was  radiant  with  light,  it 
seemed  to  speak  a  language  which  she  understood,  it  was 
young  again  as  she  herself  was,  young  like  the  love  in  her 
heart.  And  the  mother,  the  kind,  indulgent  mother,  was 
ready  to  lend  herself  to  her  daughter's  whims,  and  as  soon 
as  Charles's  room  was  ready  they  both  went  thither  to  sit 
with  him.  Does  not  Christian  cliarity  bid  us  comfort  the 
mourner.?  Little  religious  sophistries  were  not  wanting  by 
which  the  women  justified  themselves. 

Charles  Grandet  received  the  most  tender  and  affectionate 
care.  Such  delicate  tact  and  sweet  kindness  touched  him 
very  closely  in  his  desolation ;  and  for  these  two  souls,  they 
found  a  moment's  freedom  from  the  restraint  under  which 
they  lived ;  they  were  at  home  in  an  atmosphere  of  sorrow ; 
they  could  give  him  the  quick  sympathy  of  fellowship  in 
misfortune.  Eugenie  could  avail  herself  of  the  privilege 
of  relationship  to  set  his  linen  in  order,  and  to  arrange 
the  trifles  that  lay  on  the  dressing-table ;  she  could  admire 
the  wonderful  knickknacks  at  her  leisure ;  all  the  parapher- 
nalia of  luxury,  the  delicately  wrought  gold  and  silver 
passed  through  her  hands,  her  fingers  dwelt  lingeringly  on 
them  under  the  pretext  of  looking  closely  at  the  workman- 
ship. 

Charles  was  deeply  touched  by  the  generous  interest  which 
his  aunt  and  cousin  took  in  him.  He  knew  Parisian  life 
quite  sufficiently  to  know  that  under  these  circumstances  his 
old  acquaintances  and  friends  would  have  grown  cold  and 
distant  at  once.     But  his  trouble  had  brought  out  all  the 
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peculiar  beauty  of  Eugenie's  character,  and  he  began  to 
admire  the  simplicity  of  manner  which  had  provoked  his 
amusement  but  j'^esterday.  So  when  Eugenie  waited  on  her 
cousin  with  such  frank  good-will,  taking  from  Nanon  the 
earthenware  bowl  full  of  coffee  and  cream  to  set  it  before 
him  herself,  the  Parisian's  eyes  filled  with  tears ;  and  when 
he  met  her  kind  glance,  he  impulsively  took  her  hand  in  his 
and  fervently  kissed  it. 

"  Well,  what  is  the  matter  now?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh !  they  are  tears  of  gratitude,"  he  answered. 

Eugenie  turned  hastily  away,  took  the  candles  from  the 
chimney-piece  and  held  them  out  to  Nanon. 

"  Here,"  she  said,  "  take  these  away." 

When  she  could  look  at  her  cousin  again,  the  flush  was 
still  on  her  face,  but  her  eyes  at  least  did  not  betray  her, 
and  gave  no  sign  of  the  excess  of  joy  that  flooded  her 
heart ;  yet  the  same  thought  was  dawning  in  both  their 
souls,  and  could  be  read  in  the  eyes  of  either,  and  they 
knew  that  the  future  was  theirs.  This  thrill  of  happiness 
was  all  the  sweeter  to  Charles  in  his  great  sorrow,  because 
it  was  so  little  expected. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  both  the  women  hur- 
ried down  to  their  places  by  the  window.  It  was  lucky  for 
them  that  their  flight  downstairs  was  sufficiently  precipitate, 
and  that  they  were  at  their  work  when  Grandet  came  in,  for 
if  he  had  met  them  beneath  the  archway,  all  his  suspicions 
would  be  aroused  at  once.  After  the  mid-day  meal,  which 
he  took  standing,  the  keeper,  who  had  not  yet  received  his 
promised  reward,  appeared  from  Froidfond,  bringing  with 
him  a  hare,  some  partridges  shot  in  the  park,  a  few  eels, 
and  a  couple  of  pike  sent  by  him  from  the  miller's. 

"Aha!  so  here  is  old  Cornoiller;  you  come  just  when  you 
are  wanted,  like  salt  fish  in  Lent.  Is  all  that  fit  to 
eat?" 

"  Yes,  sir ;  all  killed  the  day  before  yesterday." 

"  Come,  Nanon,  look  alive !  Just  take  this,  it  will  do 
for  dinner  to-day ;  the  two  Cruchots  are  coming," 

Nanon  opened  her  eyes  with  amazement,  and  stared  first 
at  one  and  then  at  another. 
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"  Oh !  indeed,"  she  said,  "  and  where  are  the  herbs  and 
the  bacon  to  come  from?  " 

"  Wife,"  said  Grandet,  "  let  Nanon  have  six  francs,  and 
remind  me  to  go  down  into  the  cellar  to  look  out  a  bottle 
of  good  wine." 

"  Well,  then,  M.  Grandet,"  the  gamekeeper  began  (he 
wished  to  see  the  question  of  his  salary  properly  settled, 
and  was  duly  primed  with  a  speech),  "  INI.  Grandet " 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut,"  said  Grandet,  "  I  know  what  you  are 
going  to  say;  you  are  a  good  fellow,  we  will  see  about  that 
to-morrow.  I  am  very  busy  to-day.  Give  him  five  francs, 
wife,"  he  added,  looking  at  Mme.  Grandet,  and  with  that 
he  beat  a  retreat.  The  poor  woman  was  only  too  happy 
to  purchase  peace  at  the  price  of  eleven  francs.  She  knew 
by  experience  that  Grandet  usually  kept  quiet  for  a  fort- 
night after  he  had  made  her  disburse  coin  by  coin  the  money 
which  he  had  given  her. 

"  There,  Cornoiller,"  she  said,  as  she  slipped  ten  francs 
into  his  hand ;  "  we  will  repay  you  for  your  services  one  of 
these  days." 

Cornoiller  had  no  answer  ready,  so  he  went. 

"  Madame,"  said  Nanon,  who  had  by  this  time  put  on 
her  black  bonnet  and  had  a  basket  on  her  arm,  "  three  francs 
will  be  quite  enough;  keep  the  rest.  I  shall  manage  just  as 
well  with  three." 

"  Let  us  have  a  good  dinner,  Nanon ;  my  cousin  is  coming 
downstairs,"  said  Eugenie. 

"  There  is  something  very  extraordinary  going  on,  I  am 
sure,"  said  Mme.  Grandet.  "  This  makes  the  third  time 
since  we  were  married  that  your  father  has  asked  anyone 
here  to  dinner." 

It  was  nearly  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  ;  Eugenie  and 
her  mother  had  laid  the  cloth  and  set  the  table  for  six  per- 
sons, and  the  master  of  the  house  had  brought  up  two  or 
three  bottles  of  the  exquisite  wines,  which  are  jealously 
hoarded  in  the  cellars  of  the  vine-growing  district. 

Charles  came  into  the  dining-room  looking  white  and  sad; 
there  was  a  pathetic  charm  about  his  gestures,  his  face,  his 
looks,  the  tones  of  his  voice ;  his  sorrow  had  given  him  the 
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interesting  look  that  women  like  so  well,  and  Eugenie  only 
loved  him  the  more  because  his  features  were  worn  with  pain. 
Perhaps,  too,  this  trouble  had  brought  them  nearer  in  other 
ways.  Charles  was  no  longer  the  rich  and  handsome  young 
man  who  lived  in  a  sphere  far  beyond  her  ken ;  he  was  a 
kinsman  in  deep  and  terrible  distress,  and  sorrow  is  a  great 
leveler.  Woman  has  this  in  common  with  the  angels — all 
suffering  creatures  are  under  her  protection. 

Charles  and  Eugenie  understood  each  other  without  a 
word  being  spoken  on  either  side.  The  poor  dandy  of  yes- 
terday,  fallen  from  his  high  estate,  to-day  was  an  orphan, 
who  sat  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  quiet,  composed,  and  proud ; 
but  from  time  to  time  he  met  his  cousin's  eyes,  her  kind  and 
affectionate  glance  rested  on  him,  and  compelled  him  to 
shake  off  his  dark  and  somber  broodings,  and  to  look  for- 
ward with  her  to  a  future  full  of  hope,  in  which  she  loved 
to  think  that  she  might  share. 

The  news  of  Grandet's  dinner-party  caused  even  greater 
excitement  in  Saumur  than  the  sale  of  his  vintage,  although 
this  latter  proceeding  had  been  a  crime  of  the  blackest  dye, 
an  act  of  high  treason  against  the  vine-growing  interest. 
If  Grandet's  banquet  to  the  Cruchots  has  been  prompted 
by  the  same  idea  which  on  a  memorable  occasion  cost  Alci- 
biades's  dog  its  tail,  history  might  perhaps  have  heard  of 
the  miser;  but  he  felt  himself  to  be  above  public  opinion 
in  this  town  which  he  exploited;  he  held  Saumur  too  cheap. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  des  Grassins  heard  of  Guillaume 
Grandet's  violent  end  and  impending  bankruptcy.  They 
determined  to  pay  a  visit  to  their  client  that  evening,  to 
condole  with  him  in  his  affliction,  and  to  show  a  friendly 
interest ;  while  they  endeavored  to  discover  the  motives  which 
could  have  led  Grandet  to  invite  the  Cruchots  to  dinner  at 
such  a  time. 

Precisely  at  five  o'clock  President  C.  de  Bonfons  and 
his  uncle  the  notary  arrived,  dressed  up  to  the  nines  this 
time.  The  guests  seated  themselves  at  table,  and  began 
by  attacking  their  dinner  with  remarkably  good  appetites. 
Grandet  was  solemn,  Charles  was  silent,  Eugenie  was  dumb, 
and  Mme.  Grandet  said  no  more  than  usual;  if  it  had  been 
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a  funeral  repast,  it  could  not  well  have  been  less  lively. 
When  they  rose  from  the  table,  Charles  addressed  his  aunt 
and  uncle — 

"Will  you  permit  me  to  withdraw?  I  have  some  long 
and  difficult  letters  to  write." 

"  By  all  means,  nephew." 

When  Charles  had  left  the  room,  and  his  amiable  relative 
could  fairly  assume  that  he  was  out  of  earshot  and  deep 
in  his  correspondence,  Grandet  gave  his  wife  a  sinister 
glance. 

"  Mme.  Grandet,  what  we  are  going  to  say  will  be  Greek 
to  you ;  it  is  half-past  seven  o'clock,  you  ought  to  be  off  to 
bed  by  this  time.  Good-night,  my  daughter."  He  kissed 
Eugenie,  and  mother  and  daughter  left  the  room. 

Then  the  drama  began.  Now,  if  ever  in  his  life,  Grandet 
displayed  all  the  shrewdness  which  he  had  acquired  in  the 
course  of  his  long  experience  of  men  and  business,  and  all 
the  cunning  which  had  gained  him  the  nickname  of  "  old 
fox  "  among  those  who  had  felt  his  teeth  a  little  too  sharply. 
Had  the  ambition  of  the  late  mayor  of  Saumur  soared  a 
little  higher ;  if  he  had  had  the  luck  to  rise  to  a  higher 
social  sphere,  and  destiny  had  sent  him  to  mingle  in  some 
congress  in  which  the  fate  of  nations  is  at  stake,  the  genius 
which  he  was  now  devoting  to  his  own  narrow  ends  would 
doubtless  have  done  France  glorious  service.  And  yet,  after 
all,  the  probability  is  that  once  away  from  Saumur  the 
worthy  cooper  would  have  cut  but  a  poor  figure,  and  that 
minds,  like  certain  plants  and  animals,  are  sterile  when  re- 
moved to  a  distant  climate  and  an  alien  soil. 

"  M-m-monsieur  le  P-p-president,  you  were  s-s-saying  that 
b-b-bankruptcy " 

Here  the  trick  of  stammering  which  it  had  pleased  the 
vine-grower  to  assume  so  long  ago  that  everyone  believed 
it  to  be  natural  to  him  (like  the  deafness  of  which  he  was 
wont  to  complain  in  rainy  weather),  grew  so  unbearably 
tedious  for  the  Cruchot  pair,  that  as  they  strove  to  catch 
the  syllables,  they  made  unconscious  grimaces,  moving  their 
lips  as  if  they  would  fain  finish  the  words  in  which  the  cooper 
entangled  both  himself  and  them  at  his  pleasure. 
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And  here,  perhaps,  is  the  fitting  place  to  record  the  his- 
tory of  Grandet's  deafness  and  the  impediment  in  his  speech. 
No  one  in  Anjou  had  better  hearing  or  could  speak  Angevin 
French  more  clearly  and  distinctly  than  the  wily  vine-grower 
— ^when  he  chose.  Once  upon  a  time,  in  spite  of  all  his 
shrewdness,  a  Jew  had  gotten  the  better  of  him.  In  the 
course  of  their  discussion  the  Israelite  had  applied  his  hand 
to  his  ear,  in  the  manner  of  an  ear-trumpet,  the  better  to 
catch  what  was  said,  and  had  gibbered  to  such  purpose  in 
his  search  for  a  word,  that  Grandet,  a  victim  to  his  own 
humanity,  felt  constrained  to  suggest  to  that  crafty  Hebrew 
the  words  and  ideas  of  which  the  Israelite  appeared  to  be 
in  search,  to  finish  himself  the  reasonings  of  the  said  Hebrew, 
to  say  for  that  accursed  alien  all  that  he  ought  to  have 
said  for  himself,  till  Grandet  ended  by  fairly  changing 
places  with  the  Jew. 

From  this  curious  contest  of  wits  the  vine-grower  did  not 
emerge  triumphant ;  indeed,  for  the  first  and  last  time  in 
his  business  career  he  made  a  bad  bargain.  But  loser  though 
he  was  from  a  money  point  of  view,  he  had  received  a  great 
practical  lesson,  and  later  on  he  reaped  the  fruits  of  it. 
Wherefore  in  the  end  he  blessed  the  Jew  who  had  shown  him 
how  to  wear  out  the  patience  of  an  opponent,  and  to  keep 
him  so  closely  employed  in  expressing  his  adversary's  ideas 
that  he  completely  lost  sight  of  his  own.  The  present  busi- 
ness required  more  deafness,  more  stammering,  more  of  the 
mazy  circumlocutions  in  which  Grandet  was  wont  to  involve 
himself,  than  any  previous  transaction  in  his  life ;  for,  in 
the  first  place,  he  wished  to  throw  the  responsibility  of  his 
ideas  on  someone  else ;  someone  else  was  to  suggest  his 
own  schemes  to  him,  while  he  was  to  keep  himself  to 
himself,  and  leave  everyone  in  the  dark  as  to  his  real 
intentions. 

"  Mon-sieur  de  B-B-Bonfons."  (This  was  the  second  time 
in  three  years  that  he  had  called  the  younger  Cruchot  "  M. 
de  Bonfons,"  and  the  president  might  well  consider  that  this 
was  almost  tantamount  to  being  acknowledged  as  the  crafty 
cooper's  son-in-law.) 

"  You  were  s-s-s-saying  that  in  certain  cases,  p-p-p-pro- 
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ceedings  in  b-b-bankruptcy  might  be  s-s-s-stoppcd  b-b- 
by " 

"  At  the  instance  of  a  Tribunal  of  Commerce.  That  is 
done  every  day  of  the  year,"  said  M.  C.  de  Bonfons,  guess- 
ing, as  he  tliought,  at  old  Grandet's  idea,  and  running  away 
with  it.  "  Listen !  "  he  said,  and  in  the  most  amiable  way 
he  prepared  to  explain  himself. 

"  I  am  1-listening,"  replied  the  older  man  meekly,  and  his 
face  assumed  a  demure  expression ;  he  looked  like  some  small 
boy  who  is  laughing  in  his  sleeve  at  the  schoolmaster  while 
appearing  to  pay  the  most  respectful  attention  to  every 
word. 

"  When  anybody  who  is  in  a  large  way  of  business  and 
is  much  looked  up  to,  like  your  late  brother  in  Paris,  for 
instance " 

"  My  b-b-brother,  yes." 

"  When  anyone  in  that  position  is  likely  to  find  himself 
insolvent " 

"  Ins-s-solvent,  do  they  call  it.^*" 

"  Yes.  When  his  failure  is  imminent,  the  Tribunal  of 
Commerce,  to  which  he  is  amenable  (do  you  follow  me?), 
has  power  by  a  judgment  to  appoint  liquidators  to  wind 
up  the  business.  Liquidation  is  not  bankruptcy,  do  you 
understand.?  It  is  a  disgraceful  thing  to  be  a  bankrupt, 
but  a  liquidation  reflects  no  discredit  on  a  man." 

"  It  is  quite  a  d-d-d-different  thing,  if  only  it  d-d-does  not 
cost  any  more,"  said  Grandet. 

"  Yes.  But  a  liquidation  can  be  privately  arranged  with- 
out having  recourse  to  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce,"  said 
the  president  as  he  took  a  pinch  of  snuff.  "  How  is  a  man 
declared  bankrupt !  " 

"  Yes,  how  ? "  inquired  Grandet.  "  I  have  n-n-never 
thought  about  it." 

"  In  the  first  place,  he  may  himself  file  a  petition  and 
leave  his  schedule  with  the  clerk  of  the  court,  the  debtor 
himself  draws  it  up  or  authorizes  someone  else  to  do  so, 
and  it  is  duly  registered.  Or,  in  the  second  place,  his  credi- 
tors may  make  him  a  bankrupt.  But  supposing  the  debtor 
does  not  file  a  petition,  and  none  of  his  creditors  make  appli- 
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cation  to  the  court  for  a  judgment  declaring  him  bankrupt; 
now  let  us  see  what  happens  then ! " 

"  Yes,  let  us  s-s-see." 

"  In'  that  case,  the  family  of  the  deceased,  or  his  repre- 
sentatives, or  his  residuary  legatee,  or  the  man  himself  (if 
he  is  not  dead),  or  his  friends  for  him  (if  he  has  absconded), 
liquidate  his  affairs.  Now,  possibly,  you  may  intend  to  do 
this  in  your  brother's  case?  "  inquired  the  president. 

"  Oh !  Grandet,"  exclaimed  the  notary,  "  that  would  be 
acting  very  handsomely.  We  in  the  provinces  have  our 
notions  of  honor.  If  you  saved  your  name  from  dishonor, 
for  it  is  your  name,  you  would  be " 

"  Sublime !  "  cried  the  president,  interrupting  his  uncle. 

"  Of  course,  my  b-b-brother's  n-n-name  was  Grandet, 
th-that  is  certain  sure,  I  d-d-don't  deny  it,  and  anyhow  this 
1-1-1-1-liquidation  would  be  a  very  g-good  thing  for  my  n-n- 
nephew  in  every  way,  and  I  am  very  f-f-fond  of  him.  But 
we  shall  see.  I  know  n-n-nothing  of  those  sharpers  in  Paris, 
and  their  t-tricks.  And  here  am  I  at  S-Saumur,  you  see ! 
There  are  my  vine-cuttings,  m-my  d-d-draining ;  in  sh-sh- 
short,  there  are  my  own  af-f-fairs,  to  s-s-see  after.  /  have 
n-n-never  accepted  a  bill.  What  is  a  bill.''  I  have  t-t-taken 
many  a  one,  b-b-but  I  have  n-n-never  put  my  n-n-name  to 
a  piece  of  p-paper.  You  t-t-take  'em  and  you  can  d-d-d- 
discount  'em,  and  that  is  all  I  know.  I  have  heard  s-s-say 
that  you  can  b-b-b-buy  them " 

"  Yes,"  assented  the  president.  "  You  can  buy  bills  on 
the  market,  less  so  much  per  cent.     Do  you  understand.''  " 

Grandet  held  his  hand  to  his  ear,  and  the  president  re- 
peated his  remark. 

"  But  it  s-s-seems  there  are  t-t-two  s-sides  to  all  this  ^  " 
replied  the  vine-grower.  "  At  my  age,  I  know  n-n-nothing 
about  this  s-s-sort  of  thing.  I  must  st-stop  here  to  1-look 
after  the  g-g-grapes,  the  vines  d-d-don't  stand  still,  and  the 
g-g-grapes  have  to  p-pay  for  everything.  The  vintage 
m-must  be  1-1-looked  after  before  anything  else.  Then  I 
have  a  g-great  d-d-deal  on  my  hands  at  Froidf ond  that  I 
can't  p-p-possibly  1-1-1-leave  to  anyone  else.  I  don't  under- 
st-t-tand  a  word  of  all  this ;  it  is  a  p-p-pretty  kettle  of  fish, 
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confound  it ;  I  can't  1-1-lcave  home  to  s-sce  after  it.  You 
s-s-s-say  that  to  brin^^  about  a  1-1-liquidation  I  ought  to 
be  in  Paris.  Now  you  can't  be  in  t-t-two  p-pluces  at  once 
unless  you  are  a  b-b-bird." 

"  /  sec  what  you  mean,"  cried  the  notary.  "  Well,  my 
old  friend,  you  have  friends,  friends  of  long  standing  ready 
to  do  a  great  deal  for  you." 

"  Come,  now !  "  said  the  vine-grower  to  himself,  "  so  you 
are  making  up  your  minds,  are  you?  " 

"  And  if  someone  were  to  go  to  Paris,  and  find  up  your 
brother  Guillaume's  largest  creditor,  and  say  to  him " 

"  Here,  just  1-1-listen  to  me  a  moment,"  the  cooper  struck 
in.  "  Say  to  him — what  ?  S-s-something  like  this :  '  M. 
Grandet  of  Saumur  th-this,  M.  Grandet  of  Saumur  th-th- 
that.  He  1-1-loves  his  brother,  he  has  a  r-r-regard  for  his 
n-nephew ;  Grandet  thinks  a  1-1-lot  of  his  f- family,  he  means 
to  d-do  well  by  them.  He  has  just  s-s-sold  his  vintage  un- 
commonly well.  Don't  drive  the  thing  into  b-b-b-bank- 
ruptcy,  call  a  meeting  of  the  creditors,  and  ap-p-point  1-1- 
liquidators.  Then  s-see  what  Grandet  will  do.  You  will 
do  a  great  d-deal  b-b-better  for  yourselves  by  coming  to  an 
arrangement  than  by  1-1-letting  the  1-1-lawyers  poke  their 
noses  into  it.'     That  is  how  it  is,  eh.''  " 

"  Quite  so !  "  said  the  president. 

"  Because,  look  you  here,  M.  de  Bon-Bon-Bonfons, 
you  must  1-1-look  before  you  1-1-1-leap.  And  you  can't  d-do 
more  than  you  can.  A  big  af-f-fair  like  this  wants  1-1-look- 
ing  into,  or  you  may  ru-ru-ruin  yourself.  That  is  so,  isn't 
it,  eh.?" 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  president,  "  I  myself  am  of  the 
opinion  that  in  a  few  months'  time  you  could  buy  up  the 
debts  for  a  fixed  sum  and  pay  by  installments.  Aha !  you 
can  trail  a  dog  a  long  way  with  a  bit  of  bacon.  When  a 
man  has  not  been  declared  bankrupt,  as  soon  as  the  bills 
are  in  your  hands,  you  will  be  as  white  as  snow." 

"As  s-s-s-snow?  "  said  Grandet,  holding  his  hand  to  his 
-ear.     "  S-s-s-snow.     I  don't  underst-t-tand." 

"Why,  then,  just  listen  to  me!"  cried  the  president. 

"  I  am  1-1-listening " 
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"A  bill  of  exchange  is  a  commodity  subject  to  fluctua- 
tions in  value.  This  is  a  deduction  from  Jeremy  Bentham's 
theory  of  interest.  He  was  a  publicist  who  showed  con- 
clusively that  the  prejudices  entertained  against  money-lend- 
ers were  irrational." 

"  Bless  me  !  "  put  in  Grandet. 

"  And  seeing  that,  according  to  Bentham,  money  itself 
is  a  commodity,  and  that  which  money  represents  is  no  less 
a  commodity,"  the  president  went  on ;  "  and  since  it  is  ob- 
vious that  the  commodity  called  a  bill  of  exchange  is  subject 
to  the  same  laws  of  supply  and  demand  that  control  produc- 
tion of  all  kinds,  a  bill  of  exchange  bearing  this  or  that 
signature,  like  this  or  that  article  of  commerce,  is  scarce  or 
plentiful  in  the  market,  commands  a  high  premium  or  is 
worth    nothing    at    all.     Wherefore    the    decision    of    this 

court There !  how  stupid  I  am,  I  beg  your  pardon ; 

I  mean  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  you  could  easily  buy  up 
your  brother's  debts  for  twenty-five  per  cent,  of  their 
value." 

*'  You  m-m-m-mentioned  Je-Je-Je-Jeremy  Ben " 

"  Bentham,  an  Englishman." 

"  That  is  a  Jeremiah  who  will  save  us  many  lamentations 
in  business  matters,"  said  the  notary,  laughing. 

"  The  English  s-s-sometimes  have  s-s-s-sensible  notions," 
said  Grandet.  "  Then,  according  to  B-Bentham,  how  if  my 
b-b-brother's  b-bills  are  worth  n-n-n-nothing?  If  I  am  right, 
it  looks  to  me  as  if — the  creditors  would — no-no,  they 
wouldn't — I  underst-t-tand." 

"  Let  me  explain  all  this  to  you,"  said  the  president. 
"  In  law,  if  you  hold  all  the  outstanding  bills  of  the  firm 
of  Grandet,  your  brother,  his  heirs  and  assigns,  would  owe 
no  one  a  penny.     So  far,  so  good." 

"  Good,"  echoed  Grandet. 

"  And  in  equity ;  suppose  that  your  brother's  bills  were 
negotiated  upon  the  market  (negotiated,  do  you  understand 
the  meaning  of  that  term?)  at  a  loss  of  so  much  per  cent.; 
and  suppose  one  of  your  friends  happened  to  be  passing, 
and  bought  up  the  bills ;  there  would  have  been  no  physical 
force  brought  to  bear  upon  the  creditors,  they  gave  them 
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up  of  their  own  free-will,  and  the  estate  of  the  late  Grandet 
of  Paris  would  be  clear  in  the  eye  of  the  law," 

"  True,"  stuttered  the  cooper,  "  b-b-business  is  business. 
So  that  is  s-s-s-settled.  But,  for  all  that,  you  understand 
that  it  is  a  d-d-difficult  matter.  I  have  not  the  m-m-money, 
nor  have  I  the  t-t-t-time,  nor " 

"  Yes,  yes ;  you  cannot  be  at  the  trouble.  Well,  now,  I 
will  go  to  Paris  for  you  if  you  like  (you  must  stand  the 
expenses  of  the  journey,  that  is  a  mere  trifle).  I  will  see 
the  creditors,  and  talk  to  them,  and  put  them  off;  it  can  all 
be  arranged;  you  will  be  prepared  to  add  something  to 
the  amount  realized  by  the  liquidation  so  as  to  get  the  bills 
into  your  hands." 

"  We  shall  s-see  about  that ;  I  cannot  and  'will  not  under- 
t-t-take  anything  unless  I  know — You  can't  d-d-do  more 
than  you  can,  you  know." 

"  Quite  so,  quite  so." 

"  And  I  am  quite  bewildered  with  all  these  head-splitting 
ideas  that  you  have  sp-prung  upon  me.  Th-this  is  the 
f-f-f -first  t-time  in  my  1-1-life  that  I  have  had  to  th-th-think 
about  such  th " 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  not  a  consulting  barrister." 

"  I  am  a  p-p-poor  vine-grower,  and  I  know  n-n-nothing 
about  what  you  have  just  t-t-t-told  me;  I  m-m-must  th-think 
it  all  out." 

"  Well !  then,"  began  the  president,  as  if  he  meant  to 
reopen  the  discussion. 

"  Nephew  !  "  interrupted  the  notary  reproachfully. 

"  Well,  uncle  .f^  "  answered  the  president. 

"  Let  M.  Grandet  explain  what  he  means  to  do.  It  is  a 
very  important  question,  and  you  are  to  receive  his  instruc- 
tions. Our  dear  friend  might  now  very  pertinently 
state " 

A  knock  at  the  door  announced  the  arrival  of  the  des 
Grassins ;  their  coming  and  exchange  of  greetings  prevented 
Cruchot  senior  from  finishing  his  sentence.  Nor  was  he  ill- 
pleased  with  this  diversion ;  Grandet  was  looking  askance 
at  him  already,  and  there  was  that  about  the  wen  on  the 
cooper's    face    which    indicated    that    a    storm   was   brewing 
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within.  And  on  sober  reflection  it  seemed  to  the  cautious 
notary  that  a  president  of  a  court  of  first  instance  was  not 
exactly  the  person  to  dispatch  to  Paris,  there  to  open  nego- 
tiations with  creditors,  and  to  lend  himself  to  a  more  than 
dubious  transaction  which,  however  you  looked  at  it,  hardly 
squared  with  notions  of  strict  honesty ;  and  not  only  so, 
but  he  had  particularly  noticed  that  M.  Grandet  had  shown 
not  the  slightest  inclination  to  disburse  anything  whatever, 
and  he  trembled  instinctively  at  the  thought  of  his  nephew 
becoming  involved  in  such  a  business.  He  took  advantage 
of  the  entrance  of  the  des  Grassins,  took  his  nephew 
by  the  arm,  and  drew  him  into  the  embrasure  of  the 
window. 

"  You  have  gone  quite  as  far  as  there  is  any  need,"  he 
said,  "  that  is  quite  enough  of  such  zeal ;  you  are  overreach- 
ing yourself  in  your  eagerness  to  marry  the  girl.  The  devil  i 
You  should  not  rush  into  a  thing  open-mouthed,  like  a  crow 
at  a  walnut.  Leave  the  steering  of  the  ship  to  me  for  a 
bit,  and  just  shift  your  sails  according  to  the  wind.  Now, 
is  it  a  part  you  ought  to  play,  compromising  your  dignity 
as  magistrate  in  such  a " 

He  broke  off  suddenly,  for  he  heard  M.  des  Grassins  say- 
ing to  the  old  cooper,  as  he  held  out  his  hand — 

"  Grandet,  we  have  heard  of  the  dreadful  misfortunes 
which  have  befallen  your  family — the  ruin  of  the  firm  of 
Guillaume  Grandet  and  your  brother's  death ;  we  have  come 
to  express  our  sympathy  and  to  offer  you  our  consolation 
in  this  sad  calamity." 

"  There  is  only  one  misfortune,"  the  notary  interrupted 
at  this  point,  "  the  death  of  the  younger  M.  Grandet ;  and 
if  he  had  thought  to  ask  his  brother  for  assistance,  he  would 
not  have  taken  his  own  life.  Our  old  friend  here,  who  is 
a  man  of  honor  to  his  finger-tips,  is  prepared  to  discharge 
the  debts  contracted  by  the  firm  of  Grandet  in  Paris.  In 
order  to  spare  our  friend  the  worry  of  what  is,  after  all, 
a  piece  of  lawyer's  business,  my  nephew  the  president  offers 
to  start  immediately  for  Paris,  so  as  to  arrange  with  the 
creditors,  and  duly  satisfy  their  claims." 

The  three  des  Grassins  were  thoroughly  taken  aback  by 
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these  words ;  Grandet  appeared  to  acquiesce  in  what  had 
been  said,  for  he  was  pensively  stroking  his  chin.  On  their 
way  to  the  house  the  family  had  commented  very  freely 
upon  Grandet's  niggardliness,  and  indeed  had  almost  gone 
so  far  as  to  accuse  him  of  fratricide. 

"Ah!  just  what  I  expected!"  cried  the  banker,  looking 
at  his  wife.  "  What  was  I  saying  to  you  only  just  now 
as  we  came  along,  Mme.  des  Grassins.'*  Grandet,  I  said, 
is  a  man  who  will  never  swerve  a  hair's-breadth  from  the 
strict  course  of  honor ;  he  will  not  endure  the  thought  of 
the  slightest  spot  on  his  name !  Money  without  honor  is  a 
disease.  Oh !  we  have  a  keen  sense  of  honor  in  the  provinces ! 
This  is  noble — really  noble  of  you,  Grandet.  I  am  an  old 
soldier,  and  I  do  not  mince  matters,  I  say  what  I  think 
straight  out;  and  mille  tonnerres!  [thousand  thunders]  this 
is  sublime !  " 

"  Then  the  s-s-sub-sublime  costs  a  great  d-d-deal,"  stut- 
tered the  cooper,  as  the  banker  shook  him  warmly  by  the 
hand. 

"  But  this,  my  good  Grandet  (no  offense  to  you,  M.  le 
President),  is  simply  a  matter  of  business,"  des  Grassins 
went  on,  "  and  requires  an  experienced  man  of  business  to 
deal  with  it.  There  will  have  to  be  accounts  kept  of  sales 
and  outgoing  expenses ;  you  ought  to  have  tables  of  interest 
at  your  finger-ends.  I  must  go  to  Paris  on  business  of  my 
own,  and  I  could  undertake " 

"  Then  we  must  s-s-see  about  it,  and  t-t-t-try  to  arrange 
between  us  to  p-p-provide  for  anything  that  m-may  t-t-turn 
up,  but  I  d-d-don't  want  to  be  d-d-drawn  into  anything  that 
I  would  rather  not  d-d-d-do,"  continued  Grandet,  "  because, 
you  see,  M.  le  President  naturally  wants  me  to  pay  his 
expenses."  The  good  man  did  not  stammer  over  these  last 
words. 

"  Eh?  "  said  Mme.  des  Grassins.  "  Why,  it  is  a  pleasure 
to  stay  in  Paris !  For  my  part,  I  should  be  glad  to  go  there 
at  my  own  expense." 

She  made  a  sign  to  her  husband,  urging  him  to  seize  this 
opportunity  of  discomfiting  their  enemies  and  cheat  them 
of  their  mission.     Then  she  flung  a  withering  glance  at  the 
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now  crestfallen  and  miserable  Cruchots.  Grandet  seized  the 
banker  by  the  buttonhole  and  drew  him  aside. 

"  I  should  feel  far  more  confidence  in  you  than  in  the 
president,"  he  remarked;  "  and  besides  that,"  he  added  (and 
the  wen  twitched  a  little),  "  there  are  other  fish  to  fry.  I 
want  to  make  an  investment.  I  have  several  thousand  francs 
to  put  into  consols,  and  I  don't  mean  to  pay  more  than 
eighty  for  them.  Now,  from  all  I  can  hear,  that  machine 
always  runs  down  at  the  end  of  the  month.  You  know 
all  about  these  things,  I  expect.?  " 

''Pardieu!  I  should  think  I  did.  Well,  then,  I  shall 
have  to  buy  several  thousand  livres  worth  of  consols  for 
you." 

"  Just  by  way  of  a  beginning.  But  mum,  I  want  to  play 
at  this  game  without  letting  anyone  know  about  it.  You 
will  buy  them  for  me  at  the  end  of  the  month,  and 
say  nothing  to  the  Cruchots ;  it  would  only  annoy  them. 
Since  you  are  going  to  Paris,  we  might  as  well  see 
at  the  same  time  what  trumps  are  for  my  poor  nephew's 
sake." 

"  That  is  an  understood  thing.  I  shall  travel  post  to 
Paris  to-morrow,"  said  des  Grassins  aloud,  "  and  I  will  come 
round  to  take  your  final  instructions  at — when  shall  we 
say?" 

"  At  five  o'clock,  before  dinner,"  said  the  vine-grower, 
rubbing  his  hands. 

The  two  factions  for  a  little  while  remained  facing  each 
other.  Des  Grassins  broke  the  silence  again,  clapping  Gran- 
det on  the  shoulder,  and  saying: 

"  It  is  a  fine  thing  to  have  a   good  uncle  like " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  returned  Grandet,  falling  into  the  stam- 
mer again,  "  without  m-making  any  p-p-parade  about  it ; 
I  am  a  good  uncle ;  I  1-1-loved  my  brother ;  I  will  give  p-p-p- 
proof  of  it,  if-if-if  it  d-doesn't  cost " 

Luckily  the  banker  interrupted  him  at  this  point. 

"  We  must  go,  Grandet.  If  I  am  to  set  out  sooner  than 
I  intended,  I  shall  have  to  see  after  some  business  at.  once 
before  I  go." 

"  Right,  quite  right.     I  mj'^self,  in   connection  with  you 
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know  what,  must  p-p-put  on  my  cons-s-sidering  cap,  as  P- 
Presidcnt  Cruchot  s-s-says." 

"  Plague  take  it !  I  am  no  longer  M.  de  Bonfons,"  thought 
the  magistrate  moodily,  and  his  face  fell ;  he  looked  like 
a  judge  who  is  bored  by  the  cause  before  him. 

The  heads  of  the  rival  clans  went  out  together.  Both 
had  completely  forgotten  Grandet's  treacherous  crime  of 
that  morning ;  his  disloyal  behavior  had  faded  from  their 
minds.  They  sounded  each  other,  but  to  no  purpose,  as  to 
Grandet's  real  intentions  (if  intentions  he  had)  in  this  new 
turn  that  matters  had  taken. 

"Are  you  coming  with  us  to  Mme.  Dorsonval's.'* "  des 
Grassins  asked  the  notary. 

"  We  are  going  there  later  on,"  replied  the  president. 
"  With  my  uncle's  permission,  we  will  go  first  to  see  Mile, 
de  Gribeaucourt;  I  promised  just  to  look  in  on  her  to  say 
good-night." 

"  We  shall  meet  again,  then,"  smiled  Mme.  des  Grassins. 

But  when  the  des  Grassins  were  at  some  distance  from  the 
two  Cruchots,  Adolphe  said  to  his  father,  "  They  are  in  a 
pretty  stew,  eh.''  " 

"  Hush !  "  returned  his  mother,  "  they  can  very  likely  hear 
what  we  are  saying,  and,  besides,  that  remark  of  yours  was 
not  in  good  taste;  it  sounds  like  one  of  your  law  school 
phrases." 

"  Well,  uncle ! "  cried  the  magistrate,  when  he  saw  the 
des  Grassins  were  out  of  earshot,  "  I  began  by  being  Presi- 
dent de  Bonfons  and  ended  as  plain  Cruchot." 

"  I  saw  myself  that  you  were  rather  put  out  about  it ; 
and  the  des  Grassins  took  the  wind  out  of  our  sails.  How 
stupid  you  are,  for  all  your  sharpness !  Let  them  set  sail, 
on  the  strength  of  a  *  We  shall  see  '  from  Grandet ;  be  easy, 
my  boy,  Eugenie  shall  marry  you  for  all  that." 

A  few  moments  later  and  the  news  of  Grandet's  magna- 
nimity was  set  circulating  in  three  houses  at  once ;  the  whole 
town  talked  of  nothing  but  Grandet's  devotion  to  his  brother. 
The  sale  of  his  vintage  in  utter  disregard  of  the  agreement 
made  among  the  vine-growers  was  forgotten ;  everyone  fell 
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to  praising  his  scrupulous  integrity  and  to  lauding  his  gen- 
erosity, a  quality  which  no  one  had  suspected  him  of  possess- 
ing. There  is  that  in  the  French  character  which  is  readily 
excited  to  fury  or  to  passionate  enthusiasm  by  any  meteor 
that  appears  above  their  horizon,  that  is  captivated  by  the 
bravery  of  a  blatant  fact.  Can  it  be  that  collectively  men 
have  no  memories? 

As  soon  as  Grandet  had  bolted  the  house-door  he  called 
to  Nanon — 

"  Don't  go  to  bed,"  he  said,  "  and  don't  unchain  the  dog ; 
there  is  something  to  be  done,  and  we  must  do  it  together. 
Cornoiller  will  be  round  with  the  carriage  from  Froidfond  at 
eleven  o'clock.  You  must  sit  up  for  him,  and  let  him  in 
quietly ;  don't  let  him  rap  at  the  door,  and  tell  him  not  to 
make  a  noise.  You  get  into  trouble  with  the  police  if  you 
raise  a  racket  at  night.  And,  besides,  there  is  no  need  to 
let  all  the  quarter  know  that  I  am  going  out." 

Having  thus  delivered  himself,  Grandet  went  up  to  his 
laboratory,  and  Nanon  heard  him  stirring  about,  rummag- 
ing, going  and  coming,  all  with  great  caution.  Clearly 
he  had  no  wish  to  waken  his  wife  or  daughter,  and  above 
all  things  he  desired  in  nowise  to  excite  any  suspicion  in 
the  mind  of  his  nephew ;  he  had  seen  that  a  light  was  burn- 
ing in  the  young  man's  room,  and  had  cursed  his  relative 
forthwith. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night  Eugenie  heard  a  sound  like 
the  groan  of  a  dying  man ;  her  cousin  was  always  in  her 
thoughts,  and  for  her  the  dying  man  was  Charles.  How 
white  and  despairing  he  had  looked  when  he  wished  her 
good-night ;  perhaps  he  had  killed  himself.  She  hastily 
wrapped  herself  in  her  capuchine,  a  sort  of  long  cloak  with 
a  hood  to  it,  and  determined  to  go  to  see  for  herself.  Some 
rays  of  bright  light  streaming  through  the  cracks  of  her 
door  frightened  her  not  a  little  at  first,  perhaps  the  house 
was  on  fire;  but  she  was  soon  reassured.  She  could  hear 
Nanon's  heavy  footsteps  outside,  and  the  sounds  of  the  old 
servant's  voice  mingled  with  the  neighing  of  several  horses. 

"  Can  my  father  be  taking  Charles  away.^*  "  she  asked 
herself,   as   she  set   her  door   ajar,   cautiously   for   fear  the 
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hinges  should  creak,  so  that  she  could  watch  all  that  was 
going  on  in  the  corridor. 

All  at  once  her  eyes  met  those  of  her  father,  and,  absent 
and  indifferent  as  they  looked,  a  cold  shudder  ran  through 
her.  The  cooper  and  Nanon  were  coming  along  carrying 
something  which  hung  by  a  chain  from  a  stout  cudgel,  one 
end  of  which  rested  on  the  right  shoulder  of  cither ;  the  some- 
thing was  a  little  barrel  such  as  Grandct  sometimes  amused 
himself  by  making  in  the  bakehouse,  when  he  had  nothing 
better  to  do. 

"  Holy  Virgin !  how  heavy  it  is,  sir ! "  said  Nanon  in  a 
whisper. 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  only  full  of  pence !  "  replied  the  cooper. 
"  Look  out !  or  you  will  knock  down  the  candlestick." 

The  scene  was  lighted  by  a  single  candle  set  between  two 
balusters. 

"  Cornoiller,"  said  Grandet  to  his  gamekeeper  in  partihus, 
*'  have  you  your  pistols  with  you?  " 

"  No,  sir.  Lord  love  you !  What  can  there  be  to  fear 
for  a  keg  of  coppers?  " 

"  Oh !  nothing,  nothing,"  said  M.  Grandet. 

"  Besides,  we  shall  get  over  the  ground  quickly,"  the 
keeper  went  on ;  "  your  tenants  have  picked  out  their  best 
horses  for  you." 

"  Well,  well.  You  did  not  let  them  know  where  I  was 
going?  " 

"  I  did  not  know  that  myself." 

"Right.     Is  the  carriage  strongly  built?" 

"  That's  all  right,  master.  Why,  what  is  the  weight  of 
a  few  paltry  barrels  like  those  of  yours?  It  would  carry 
two  or  three  thousand  like  them." 

"  Well,"  said  Nanon,  "  I  know  there's  pretty  nigh  eighteen 
hundredweight  there,  that  there  is ! " 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  Nanon !  You  tell  my  wife 
that  I  have  gone  into  the  country,  and  that  I  shall  be  back 
to  dinner.  Hurry  up,  Cornoiller;  we  must  be  in  Angers 
before  nine  o'clock." 

The  carriage  started.  Nanon  bolted  the  gateway,  let  the 
dog  loose,  and  lay  down  and  slept  in  spite  of  her  bruised 
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shoulder ;  and  no  one  in  the  quarter  had  any  suspicion  of 
Grandet's  journey  or  of  its  object.  The  worthy  man  was 
a  miracle  of  circumspection.  Nobody  ever  saw  a  penny 
lying  about  in  that  house  full  of  gold.  He  had  learned 
that  morning  from  the  gossip  on  the  quay  that  some  vessels 
were  being  fitted  out  at  Nantes,  and  that  in  consequence 
gold  was  so  scarce  there  that  it  was  worth  double  its  ordi- 
nary value,  and  speculators  were  buying  it  in  Angers.  The 
old  cooper,  by  the  simple  device  of  borrowing  his  tenants' 
horses,  was  prepared  to  sell  his  gold  at  Angers,  receiving 
in  return  an  order  upon  the  Treasury  from  the  Receiver- 
General  for  the  sum  destined  for  the  purchase  of  his  con- 
sols, and  an  addition  in  the  shape  of  the  premium  paid  on 
his  gold. 

"  My  father  is  going  out,"  said  Eugenie  to  herself.  She 
had  heard  all  that  had  passed  from  the  head  of  the  stair- 
case. 

Silence  reigned  once  more  in  the  house.  The  rattle  of 
the  wheels  in  the  streets  of  sleeping  Saumur  grew  more  and 
more  distant,  and  at  last  died  away.  Then  it  was  that  a 
sound  seemed  to  reach  Eugenie's  heart  before  it  fell  on  her 
ears,  a  wailing  sound  that  rang  through  the  thin  walls 
above — it  came  from  her  cousin's  room.  There  was  a  thin 
line  of  light,  scarcely  wider  than  a  knife  edge,  beneath  his 
door;  the  rays  slanted  through  the  darkness  and  left  a 
bright  gleaming  bar  along  the  balusters  of  the  crazy  stair- 
case. 

"  He  is  unhappy,"  she  said,  as  she  went  up  a  little  farther. 

A  second  moan  brought  her  to  the  landing  above.  The 
door  stood  ajar;  she  thrust  it  open.  Charles  was  sleeping 
in  the  rickety  old  armchair,  his  head  drooped  over  to  one 
side,  his  hand  hung  down  and  nearly  touched  the  floor,  the 
pen  that  he  had  let  fall  lay  beneath  his  fingers.  Lying  in 
this  position,  his  breath  came  in  quick,  sharp  jerks  that 
startled  Eugenie.     She  entered  hastily. 

"  He  must  be  very  tired,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  saw 
a  dozen  sealed  letters  lying  on  the  table.  She  read  the  ad- 
dresses— MM.  Farry,  Breilman  <§•  Co.,  carriage  builders; 
M.  Buisson,  tailor;  and  so  forth. 
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"  Of  course,  he  has  been  settling  his  affairs,  so  that  he 
may  leave  France  as  soon  as  possible,"  she  thought. 

Her  eyes   fell  upon   two   unsealed   letters.      One   of   them 

began :  "  Mj^  dear  Annette  " She  felt  dazed,  and  could 

see  nothing  for  a  moment.  Her  heart  beat  fast,  her  feet 
seemed  glued  to  the  floor. 

"His  dear  Annette!     He  loves,  he  is  beloved! Then 

there  is  no  more  hope! What  does  he  say   to  her.'*" 

These  thoughts  flashed  through  her  heart  and  brain.  She 
read  the  words  everywhere:  on  the  walls,  on  the  very  floor, 
in  letters  of  fire. 

"  Must  I  give  him  up  already ,''     No,  I  will  not  read  the 

letter.     I  ought  not  to  stay And  yet,  even  if  I  did 

read  it.?" 

She  looked  at  Charles,  gently  took  his  head  in  her  hands, 
and  propped  it  against  the  back  of  the  chair.  He  submitted 
like  a  child,  who  even  while  he  is  sleeping  knows  that  it 
is  his  mother  who  is  bending  over  him,  and,  without  waking, 
feels  his  mother's  kisses.  Like  a  mother,  Eugenie  raised  the 
drooping  hand,  and,  like  a  mother,  laid  a  soft  kiss  on  his 
hair.  "  Dear  Annette! "  A  mocking  voice  shrieked  the 
words  in  her  ear. 

"  I  know  that  perhaps  I  may  be  doing  wrong,  but  I  will 
read  that  letter,"  she  said. 

Eugenie  turned  her  eyes  away ;  her  high  sense  of  honor 
reproached  her.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  there  was  a 
struggle  between  good  and  evil  in  her  soul.  Hitherto  she 
had  never  done  anything  for  which  she  needed  to  blush. 
Love  and  curiosity  silenced  her  scruples.  Her  heart  swelled 
higher  with  every  phrase  as  she  read;  her  quickened  pulses 
seemed  to  send  a  sharp,  tingling  glow  through  her  veins, 
and  to  heighten  the  vivid  emotions  of  her  first  love. 

"  My  dear  Annette, — Nothing  should  have  power  to 
separate  us  save  this  overwhelming  calamity  that  has  be- 
fallen me,  a  calamity  that  no  human  foresight  could  have 
predicted.  My  father  has  died  by  his  own  hand ;  his  for- 
tune and  mine  are  both  irretrievably  lost.  I  am  left  an 
orphan  at  an  age  when,  with  the  kind  of  education  I  have 
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received,  I  am  almost  a  child;  and,  nevertheless,  I  must  now 
endeavor  to  show  myself  a  man,  and  to  rise  from  the  dark 
depths  into  which  I  have  been  hurled.  I  have  been  spending 
part  of  my  time  to-night  in  revolving  plans  for  my  future. 
If  I  am  to  leave  France  as  an  honest  man,  as  of  course  I 
mean  to  do,  I  have  not  a  hundred  francs  that  I  can  call 
my  own  with  which  to  tempt  fate  in  the  Indies  or  in  America. 
Yes,  my  poor  Anna,  I  am  going  in  quest  of  fortune  to  the 
most  deadly  foreign  climes.  Beneath  such  skies,  they  say, 
fortunes  are  rapidly  and  surely  made.  As  for  living  on  in 
Paris,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  do  it.  I  could  not  face 
the  coldness,  the  contempt,  and  the  affronts  that  a  ruined 
man,  the  son  of  a  bankrupt,  is  sure  to  receive.  Great  Heaven ! 
to  owe  two  millions ! — I  should  fall  in  a  duel  before  a  week 
had  passed.  So  I  shall  not  return  to  Paris.  Your  love — 
the  tenderest,  the  most  devoted  love  that  ever  ennobled  the 
heart  of  man — would  not  seek  to  draw  me  back.  Alas !  my 
darling,  I  have  not  money  enough  to  take  me  to  you,  that 
I  might  give  and  receive  one  last  kiss,  a  kiss  that  should 
put  strength  into  me  for  the  task  that  lies  before  me " 

"  Poor  Charles,  I  did  well  to  read  this.  I  have  money, 
and  he  shall  have  it,"  said  Eugenie.  She  went  on  with  the 
letter  when  her  tears  permitted  her  to  see. 

"  I  have  not  even  begun  to  think  of  the  hardships  of 
poverty.  Supposing  that  I  find  I  have  the  hundred  louis 
to  pa}^  for  my  passage  out,  I  have  not  a  sou  to  lay  out  on 
a  trading  venture.  Yet,  no ;  I  shall  not  have  a  hundred 
louis,  nor  yet  a  hundred  sous ;  I  have  no  idea  whether  any- 
thing Avill  be  left  when  I  have  settled  all  my  debts  in  Paris. 
If  there  is  nothing,  I  shall  simply  go  to  Nantes  and  work 
my  passage  out.  I  will  begin  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder, 
like  many  another  man  of  energy  who  has  gone  out  to  the 
Indies  as  a  penniless  youth,  to  return  thence  a  rich  man. 
This  morning  I  began  to  look  my  future  steadily  in  the 
face.  It  is  far  harder  for  me  than  for  others ;  I  have  been 
the  petted  child  of  a  mother  who  idolized  me,  indulged  by 
the  best  and  kindest  of  fathers ;  and  at  my  very  entrance 
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into  the  world  I  met  with  tlie  love  of  an  Anna.  As  yet  I 
have  only  known  the  primrose  paths  of  life ;  such  happiness 
could  not  last.  Yet,  dear  Annette,  I  have  more  fortitude 
than  could  be  looked  for  from  a  thoughtless  youth ;  above 
all,  from  a  young  man  thus  lapped  round  in  happiness  from 
the  cradle,  spoiled  and  flattered  by  the  most  delightful 
woman  in  Paris,  the  darling  of  fortune,  whose  wishes  were    , 

as  law  to  a  father  who Oh !  my  father !     He  is  dead, 

Annette!  Well,  I  have  thought  seriously  over  my  position, 
and  I  have  likewise  thought  over  yours.  I  have  grown  much 
older  in  the  last  twenty-four  hours.  Dear  Anna,  even  if, 
to  keep  me  beside  you,  you  were  to  give  up  all  the  luxuries 
that  you  enjoy,  your  box  at  the  opera,  and  your  toilet, 
we  should  not  have  nearly  sufficient  for  the  necessary  ex- 
penses of  the  extravagant  life  that  I  am  accustomed  to ; 
and,  besides,  I  could  not  think  of  allowing  you  to  make 
such  sacrifices  for  me.     To-day,  therefore,  we  part  forever." 

"  Then  this  is  to  take  leave  of  her !  Holy  Virgin !  what 
happiness !  " 

Eugenie  started  and  trembled  for  joy.  Charles  stirred  in 
his  chair,  and  Eugenie  felt  a  chill  of  dread.  Luckily,  how- 
ever, he  did  not  awaken.     She  went  on  reading. 

"When  shall  I  come  back.''  I  cannot  tell.  Europeans 
grow  old  before  their  time  in  those  tropical  countries,  espe- 
cially Europeans  who  work  hard.  Let  us  look  forward  and 
try  to  see  ourselves  in  ten  years'  time.  In  ten  years  from 
now  your  little  girl  will  be  eighteen  years  old ;  she  will  be 
your  constant  companion ;  that  is,  she  will  be  a  spy  upon 
you.  If  the  world  will  judge  you  very  harshly,  your  daugh- 
ter will  probably  judge  more  harshly  still;  such  ingratitude 
on  a  young  girl's  part  is  common  enough,  and  we  know 
how  the  world  regards  these  things.  Let  us  take  warning 
and  be  wise.  Only  keep  the  memory  of  those  four  years 
of  happiness  in  the  depths  of  your  soul,  as  I  shall  keep  them 
buried  in  mine ;  and  be  faithful,  if  you  can,  to  your  poor 
friend.  I  shall  not  be  too  exacting,  dear  Annette;  for,  as 
you  can  see,  I  must  submit  to  my  altered  lot ;  I  am  com- 
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pelled  to  look  at  life  in  a  businesslike  way,  and  to  base  my 
calculations  on  dull,  prosaic  fact.  So  I  ought  to  think  of 
marriage  as  a  necessary  step  in  my  new  existence ;  and  I 
will  confess  to  you  that  here,  in  my  uncle's  house  in  Saumur, 
there  is  a  cousin  whose  manners,  face,  character,  and  heart 
you  would  approve ;  and  who,  moreover,  has,  it  appears " 

"  How  tired  he  must  have  been  to  break  off  like  this  when 
he  was  writing  to  her!  "  said  Eugenie  to  herself,  as  the  letter 
ended  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence.  She  was  ready 
with  excuses  for  him. 

How  was  it  possible  that  an  inexperienced  girl  should  dis- 
cover the  coldness  and  selfishness  of  this  letter.?  For  young 
girls,  religiously  brought  up  as  she  had  been,  are  innocent 
and  unsuspecting,  and  can  see  nothing  but  love  when  they 
have  set  foot  in  love's  enchanted  kingdom.  It  is  as  if  a 
light  from  heaven  shone  in  their  own  souls,  shedding  its 
beams  upon  their  path ;  their  lover  shines  transfigured  before 
them  in  reflected  glory,  radiant  with  fair  colors  from  love's 
magic  fires,  and  endowed  with  noble  thoughts  which  perhaps 
in  truth  are  none  of  his.  Women's  errors  spring,  for  the 
most  part,  from  a  belief  in  goodness,  and  a  confidence  in 
truth.  In  Eugenie's  heart  the  words,  "  My  dear  Annette — 
my  beloved,"  echoed  like  the  fairest  language  of  love ;  they 
stirred  her  soul  like  organ  music — like  the  divine  notes  of 
the  Venite  adoremus  falling  upon  her  ears  in  childhood. 

Surely  the  tears,  not  dry  even  yet  upon  her  cousin's  eyelids, 
betokened  the  innate  nobility  of  nature  that  never  fails  to 
attract  a  young  girl.  How  could  she  know  that  Charles's 
love  and  grief  for  his  father,  albeit  genuine,  was  due  rather 
to  the  fact  that  his  father  had  loved  him  than  to  a  deeply- 
rooted  affection  on  his  own  part  for  his  father.?  M.  and 
Mme.  Guillaume  Grandet  had  indulged  their  son's  every 
whim ;  every  pleasure  that  wealth  could  bestow  had  been 
his ;  and  thus  it  followed  that  he  had  never  been  tempted 
to  make  the  hideous  calculations  that  are  only  too  common 
among  the  younger  members  of  a  family  in  Paris,  when 
they  see  around  them  all  the  delights  of  Parisian  life,  and 
reflect  with  disgust  that,  so  long  as  their  parents  are  alive, 
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all  these  enjoyments  are  not  for  them.  The  strange  result 
of  the  father's  lavish  kindness  had  been  a  strong  affection 
on  the  part  of  his  son,  an  affection  unalloyed  by  any  after- 
thought. But,  for  all  that,  Charles  was  a  thorough  child 
of  Paris,  with  the  Parisian's  habit  of  mind ;  Annette  herself 
had  impressed  upon  him  the  importance  of  thinking  out  all 
the  consequences  of  every  step ;  he  was  not  youthful,  despite 
the  mask  of  youth. 

He  had  received  the  detestable  education  of  a  world  in 
which  more  crimes  (in  thought  and  word  at  least)  are  com- 
mitted in  one  evening  than  come  before  a  court  of  justice  in 
the  course  of  a  whole  session ;  a  world  in  which  great  ideas 
perish,  done  to  death  by  a  witticism,  and  where  it  is  reckoned 
a  weakness  not  to  see  things  as  they  are.  To  see  things  as 
they  are — that  means,  believe  in  nothing,  put  faith  in  nothing 
and  in  no  man,  for  there  is  no  such  thing  as  sincerity  in 
opinion  or  affection;  mistrust  events,  for  even  events  at 
times  have  been  known  to  be  manufactured.  To  see  things 
as  they  are  you  must  weigh  your  friend's  purse  morning 
by  morning ;  you  must  know  by  instinct  the  right  moment 
to  interfere  for  your  own  profit  in  every  matter  that  turns 
up;  you  must  keep  your  judgment  rigorously  suspended, 
be  in  no  hurry  to  admire  a  work  of  art  or  a  noble  deed, 
and  give  everyone  credit  for  interested  motives  on  every 
possible  occasion. 

After  many  follies,  the  great  lady,  the  fair  Annette,  com- 
pelled Charles  to  think  seriously ;  she  talked  to  him  of  his 
future,  passing  a  fragrant  hand  through  his  hair,  and  im- 
parted counsel  to  him  on  the  art  of  getting  on  in  the  world, 
while  she  twisted  a  stray  curl  about  her  fingers.  She  had 
made  him  effeminate,  and  now  she  set  herself  to  make  a 
materialist  of  him,  a  twofold  work  of  demoralization,  a  cor- 
ruption none  the  less  deadly  because  it  never  offended  against 
the  canons  of  good  society,  good  manners,  and  good  taste. 

"  You  are  a  simpleton,  Charles,"  she  would  say ;  "  I  see 
that  it  will  be  no  easy  task  to  teach  you  the  ways  of  the 
world.  You  are  very  naughty  about  M.  des  Lupeaulx.  Oh! 
he  is  not  over-fastidious,  I  grant  you,  but  you  should  wait 
until  he  falls  from  power,  and  then  you  may  despise  him  as 
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much  as  you  like.  Do  you  know  what  Mme.  Campan  used 
to  say  to  us  ?  *  My  children,  so  long  as  a  man  is  a  Minister, 
adore  him ;  if  he  falls,  help  to  drag  him  to  the  shambles. 
He  is  a  kind  of  deity  so  long  as  he  is  in  power,  but  after 
he  is  fallen  and  ruined  he  is  viler  than  Marat  himself,  for 
he  is  still  alive,  while  Marat  is  dead  and  out  of  sight.  Life 
is  nothing  but  a  series  of  combinations,  which  must  be  studied 
and  followed  very  carefully  if  a  good  position  is  to  be  suc- 
cessfully maintained.'  " 

Charles  had  no  very  exalted  aims ;  he  was  too  much  of  a 
worldling;  he  had  been  too  much  spoiled  by  his  father  and 
mother,  too  much  flattered  by  the  society  in  which  he  moved, 
to  be  stirred  by  any  lofty  enthusiasm.  In  the  clay  of  his 
nature  there  was  a  grain  of  gold,  due  to  his  mother's  teach- 
ing ;  but  it  had  been  passed  through  the  Parisian  draw- 
plate,  and  beaten  out  into  a  thin  surface  gilding  which  must 
soon  be  worn  away  by  contact  with  the  world. 

At  this  time  Charles,  however,  was  only  one-and-twenty, 
and  it  is  taken  for  granted  that  freshness  of  heart  accom- 
panies the  freshness  of  youth ;  it  seems  so  unlikely  that  the 
mind  within  should  be  at  variance  with  the  young  face,  and 
the  young  voice,  and  the  candid  glance.  Even  the  hardest 
judge,  the  most  skeptical  attorney,  the  flintiest-hearted 
money-lender  will  hesitate  to  believe  that  a  wizened  heart  and 
a  warped  and  corrupted  nature  can  dwell  beneath  a  young 
exterior,  when  the  forehead  is  smooth  and  tears  come  so 
readily  to  the  eyes.  Hitherto  Charles  had  never  had  occa^ 
sion  to  put  his  Parisian  maxims  in  practice;  his  character 
had  not  been  tried,  and  consequently  had  not  been  found 
wanting;  but,  all  unknown  to  him,  egoism  had  taken  deep 
root  in  his  nature.  The  seeds  of  this  baneful  political 
economy  had  been  sown  in  his  heart ;  it  was  only  a  question 
of  time,  they  would  spring  up  and  flower  so  soon  as  the 
soil  was  stirred,  as  soon  as  he  ceased  to  be  an  idle  spectator 
and  became  an  actor  in  the  drama  of  real  life. 

A  young  girl  is  nearly  always  ready  to  believe  unques-' 
tioningly  in  the  promise  of  a  fair  exterior ;  but  even  if 
Eugenie  had  been  as  keenly  observant  and  as  cautious  as 
girls   in   the   provinces   sometimes   are,  how   could   she   have 
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brought  herself  to  mistrust  her  cousin,  when  all  he  did  and 
said,  and  everything  about  him,  seemed  to  be  the  spontaneous 
outcome  of  a  noble  nature?  This  was  the  last  outburst  of 
real  feeling,  the  last  reproachful  sigh  of  conscience  in 
Charles's  life;  fate  had  thrown  them  together  at  that  mo- 
ment, and  unfortunately  for  her,  all  her  sympathies  had 
been  aroused  for  him. 

So  she  laid  down  the  letter  that  seemed  to  her  so  full  of 
love,  and  gave  herself  up  to  the  pleasure  of  watching  her 
sleeping  cousin ;  the  dreams  and  hopes  of  youth  seemed  to 
hover  over  his  face,  and  then  and  there  she  vowed  to  herself 
that  she  would  love  him  always.  She  glanced  over  the  other 
letter ;  there  could  be  no  harm  in  reading  it,  she  thought ; 
she  should  only  receive  fresh  proofs  of  the  noble  qualities 
with  which,  womanlike,  she  had  invested  the  man  whom  she 
had  idealized. 

"  My  dear  Alphonse,"  so  It  began,  "  by  the  time  this 
letter  is  in  your  hands  I  shall  have  no  friends  left ;  but  I 
will  confess  that  though  I  put  no  faith  in  the  worldly-minded 
people  who  use  the  word  so  freely,  I  have  no  doubts  of  your 
friendship  for  me.  So  I  am  commissioning  you  to  settle  some 
matters  of  business.  I  look  to  you  to  do  the  best  you  can 
for  me  in  this,  for  all  I  have  in  the  world  is  involved  in  it. 
By  this  time  you  must  know  how  I  am  situated.  I  have 
nothing,  and  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go  out  to  the  Indies. 
I  have  just  written  to  all  the  people  to  whom  any  money  is 
owing,  and  the  inclosed  list  is  as  accurate  as  I  can  make  It 
from  memory.  I  think  the  sale  of  my  books,  furniture, 
carriages,  horses,  and  so  forth  ought  to  bring  in  sufficient 
to  pay  my  debts.  I  only  mean  to  keep  back  a  few  trinkets 
of  little  value,  which  will  go  some  way  towards  a  trading 
venture.  I  will  send  you  a  power  of  attorney  in  due  form 
for  this  sale,  my  dear  Alphonse,  in  case  any  difficulty  should 
arise.  You  might  send  my  guns  and  everything  of  that  sort 
to  me  here.  And  you  must  take  '  Briton  ' ;  no  one  would 
ever  give  me  anything  like  as  much  as  the  splendid  animal 
Is  worth;  I  would  rather  give  him  to  you,  you  must  regard 
him  as  the  mourning  ring  which  a  dying  man  leaves  In  his 
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will  to  his  executor.  Farry,  Breilman  &  Co.  have  been 
building  a  very  comfortable  traveling  carriage  for  me,  but 
they  have  not  sent  it  home  yet ;  get  them  to  keep  it  if  you 
can,  and  if  they  decline  to  have  it  left  on  their  hands,  make 
the  best  arrangement  you  can  for  me,  and  do  all  you  can 
to  save  my  honor  in  the  position  in  which  I  am  placed.  I 
lost  six  louis  at  play  to  that  fellow  from  the  British  Isles, 
mind  that  he  is " 

"  Dear  cousin,"  murmured  Eugenie,  letting  the  sheet  fall, 
and,  seizing  one  of  the  lighted  candles,  she  hastened  on  tiptoe 
to  her  own  room. 

Once  there,  it  was  not  without  a  keen  feeling  of  pleasure 
that  she  opened  one  of  the  drawers  in  an  old  oak  chest — 
a  most  beautiful  specimen  of  the  skill  of  the  craftsmen  of 
the  Renaissance,  you  could  still  make  out  the  half-effaced 
royal  salamander  upon  it.  From  this  drawer  she  took  a 
large  red  velvet  money-bag,  with  gold  tassels,  and  the  re- 
mains of  a  golden  fringe  about  it,  a  bit  of  faded  splendor 
that  had  belonged  to  her  grandmother.  In  the  pride  of  her 
heart  she  felt  its  weight,  and  joyously  set  to  work  to  reckon 
up  the  value  of  her  little  hoard,  sorting  out  the  different 
coins.  Imprimis,  twenty  Portuguese  moidores,  as  new  and 
fresh  as  when  they  were  struck  in  1725,  in  the  reign  of 
John  V. ;  each  was  nominally  worth  five  lisbonines,  or  a  hun- 
dred and  sixty-five  francs,  but  actually  they  were  worth  a 
hundred  and  eighty  francs  (so  her  father  used  to  tell  her), 
a  fancy  value  on  account  of  the  rarity  and  beauty  of  the 
aforesaid  coins,  which  shone  like  the  sun.  Item,  five  geno- 
vines,  rare  Genoese  coins  of  a  hundred  livres  each,  their 
current  value  was  perhaps  about  eighty  francs,  but  collectors 
would  give  a  hundred  for  them.  These  had  come  to  her 
from  old  M.  de  la  Bertelliere.  Item,  three  Spanish  quad- 
ruples of  the  time  of  Philip  V.,  bearing  the  date  1729.  Mme. 
Gentillet  had  given  them  to  her,  one  by  one,  always  with 
the  same  little  speech :  "  There's  a  little  yellow  bird,  there's 
a  buttercup  for  you,  worth  ninety-eight  livres !  Take  great 
care  of  it,  darling;  it  will  be  the  flower  of  your  flock."  Item 
(and   those  were   the   coins   that   her   father   thought   most 
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of,  for  the  gold  was  a  fraction  over  the  twenty-three  carats), 
a  hundred  Dutch  ducats,  struck  at  the  Hague  in  1756,  and 
each  worth  about  thirteen  francs.  Item,  a  great  curiosity ! — 
a  icw  coins  dear  to  a  miser's  heart,  three  rupees  bearing 
the  sign  of  tlie  Balance,  and  five  with  the  sign  of  the  Virgin 
stamped  upon  them,  all  pure  gold  of  twenty-four  carats — 
the  magnificent  coins  of  the  Great  Mogul.  The  weight  of 
metal  in  them  alone  was  worth  thirty-seven  francs  forty 
centimes,  but  amateurs  who  love  to  finger  gold  would  give 
fifty  francs  for  such  coins  as  those.  Item,  the  double  na- 
poleon that  had  been  given  to  her  the  day  before,  and  which 
she  had  carelessly  slipped  into  the  red  velvet  bag. 

There  were  new  gold  pieces  fresh  from  the  mint  among 
her  treasures,  real  works  of  art,  which  old  Grandet  liked  to 
look  at  from  time  to  time,  so  that  he  might  count  them 
over  and  tell  his  daughter  of  their  intrinsic  value,  expatiat- 
ing also  upon  the  beauty  of  the  bordering,  the  sparkling 
field,  the  ornate  lettering  with  its  sharp,  clean,  flawless  out- 
lines. But  now  she  gave  not  a  thought  to  their  beauty  and 
rarity ;  her  father's  mania  and  the  risks  she  ran  by  despoiling 
herself  of  a  hoard  so  precious  in  his  eyes  were  all  forgotten. 
She  thought  of  nothing  but  her  cousin,  and  managed  at 
last  to  discover,  after  many  mistakes  in  calculation,  that 
she  was  the  owner  of  eighteen  hundred  francs  all  told,  or  of 
nearly  two  thousand  francs  if  the  coins  were  sold  for  their 
actual  value  as  curiosities. 

She  clapped  her  hands  in  exultation  at  the  sight,  of  her 
riches,  like  a  child  who  is  compelled  to  find  some  outlet  for 
his  overflowing  glee  and  dances  for  joy.  Father  and  daugh- 
ter had  both  counted  their  wealth  that  night;  he  in  order 
to  sell  his  gold,  she  that  she  might  cast  it  abroad  on  the 
waters  of  love.  She  put  the  money  back  into  the  old  purse, 
took  it  up,  and  went  upstairs  with  it  without  a  moment's 
hesitation.  Her  cousin's  distress  was  the  one  thought  in  her 
mind ;  she  did  not  even  remember  that  it  was  night,  conven- 
tionalities were  utterly  forgotten ;  her  conscience  did  not 
reproach  her,  she  was  strong  in  her  happiness  and  her 
love. 

As  she  stood  upon  the  threshold  with  the  candle  in  one 
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hand  and  the  velvet  bag  in  the  other,  Charles  awoke,  saw 
his  cousin,  and  was  struck  dumb  with  astonishment.  Eu- 
genie came  forward,  set  the  light  on  the  table,  and  said  with 
an  unsteady  voice — 

"  Cousin  Charles,  I  have  to  ask  your  forgiveness  for  some- 
thing I  have  done;  it  was  very  wrong,  but  if  you  will  over- 
look it,  God  will  forgive  me." 

"  What  can  it  be?  "  asked  Charles,  rubbing  his  eyes. 

"  I  have  been  reading  those  two  letters." 

Charles  reddened. 

"  Do  you  ask  how  I  came  to  do  it.''  "  she  went  on,  "  and 
why  I  came  up  here?  Indeed,  I  do  not  know  now;  and  I 
am  almost  tempted  to  feel  glad  that  I  read  the  letters,  for 
through  reading  them  I  have  come  to  know  your  heart,  your 
soul,  and " 

"And  what?"  asked  Charles. 

"  And  your  plans — the  difficulty  that  you  are  in  for  want 
of  money — — " 

"  My  dear  cousin- 


"  Hush !  hush !  do  not  speak  so  loud,  do  not  let  us  wake 
anybody.  Here  are  the  savings  of  a  poor  girl  who  has  no 
wants,"  she  went  on,  opening  the  purse.  "  You  must  take 
them,  Charles.  This  morning  I  did  not  know  what  money 
was ;  you  have  taught  me  that  it  is  simply  a  means  to  an 
end,  that  is  all.  A  cousin  is  almost  a  brother ;  surely  you 
may  borrow  from  your  sister." 

Eugenie,  almost  as  much  a  woman  as  a  girl,  had  not  fore- 
seen a  refusal,  but  her  cousin  was  silent. 

"  Why,  are  you  going  to  refuse  me  ? "  asked  Eugenie. 
The  silence  was  so  deep  that  the  beating  of  her  heart  was 
audible.  Her  pride  was  wounded  by  her  cousin's  hesitation, 
but  the  thought  of  his  dire  need  came  vividly  before  her, 
and  she  fell  on  her  knees. 

"  I  will  not  rise,"  she  said,  "  until  you  have  taken  that 
money.  Oh  !  cousin,  say  something,  for  pity's  sake ! — so  that 
I  may  know  that  you  respect  me,  that  you  are  generous, 
that " 

This  cry,  wrung  from  her  by  a  noble  despair,  brought 
tears  to  Charles's  eyes ;  he  would  not  let  her  kneel,  she  felt 
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his  hot  tears  on  her  hands,  and  sprang  to  her  purse,  which 
she  emptied  out  upon  the  table. 

"  Well,  then,  it  is  '  Yes,'  is  it  not?  "  she  said,  crying  for 
joy.  "  Do  not  scruple  to  take  it,  cousin;  you  will  be  quite 
rich.  That  gold  will  bring  you  luck,  you  know.  Some  day 
you  shall  pay  it  back  to  me,  or,  if  you  like,  we  will  be  part- 
ners ;  I  will  submit  to  any  conditions  that  you  may  impose. 
But  you  ought  not  to  make  so  much  of  this  gift." 

Charles  found  words  at  last. 

"  Yes,. Eugenie,  I  should  have  a  little  soul  indeed  if  I  would 
not  take  it.  But  nothing  for  nothing,  confidence  for  con- 
fidence." 

"  What  do  you  mean.''  "  she  asked,  startled. 

"  Listen,  dear  cousin,  I  have  there " 

He  interrupted  himself  for  a  moment  to  show  her  a  square 
box  in  a  leather  case,  which  stood  on  the  chest  of  drawers. 

"  There  is  something  there  that  is  dearer  to  me  than  life. 
That  box  was  a  present  from  my  mother.  Since  this  morn- 
ing I  have  thought  that  if  she  could  rise  from  her  tomb 
she  herself  would  sell  the  gold  that  in  her  tenderness  she 
lavished  on  this  dressing-case,  but  I  cannot  do  it — it  would 
seem  like  sacrilege." 

Eugenie  grasped  her  cousin's  hand  tightly  in  hers  at  these 
last  words. 

"  No,"  he  went  on  after  a  brief  pause,  during  which  they 
looked  at  each  other  with  tearful  eyes,  "  I  do  not  want  to 
pull  it  to  pieces,  nor  to  risk  taking  it  with  me  on  my  wan- 
derings. I  will  leave  it  in  your  keeping,  dear  Eugenie. 
Never  did  one  friend  confide  a  more  sacred  trust  to  another ; 
but  you  shall  judge  for  yourself." 

He  drew  the  box  from  its  leather  case,  opened  it,  and 
displayed  before  his  cousin's  astonished  eyes  a  dressing-case 
resplendent  with  gold — the  curious  skill  of  the  craftsman 
had  only  added  to  the  value  of  the  metal. 

"  All  that  you  are  admiring  is  nothing,"  he  said,  pressing 
the  spring  of  a  secret  drawer.  "  There  is  something  which 
is  worth  more  than  all  the  world  to  me,"  he  added  sadly. 

He  took  out  two  portraits,  two  of  Mme.  de  Mirbel's  mas- 
terpieces,  handsomely  set  in  pearls. 
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"  How  lovely  she  is !  Is  not  this  the  lady  to  whom  you 
were  writing?  " 

"  No,"  he  said,  with  a  little  smile ;  "  that  is  my  mother, 
and  this  is  my  father — your  aunt  and  uncle.  Eugenie,  I 
could  beg  and  pray  of  you  on  my  knees  to  keep  this  treasure 
safe  for  me.  If  I  should  die,  and  lose  your  little  fortune, 
the  gold  will  make  good  your  loss ;  and  to  you  alone  can  I 
leave  those  two  portraits,  for  you  alone  are  worthy  to  take 
charge  of  them,  but  do  not  let  them  pass  into  any  other 
hands,  rather  destroy  them " 

Eugenie  was  silent. 

"  Well,  '  it  is  Yes,  is  it  not  ?  '  "  he  said,  and  there  was  a 
winning  charm  in  his  manner. 

As  the  last  words  were  spoken,  she  gave  him  for  the  first 
time  such  a  glance  as  a  loving  woman  can,  a  bright  glance 
that  reveals  a  depth  of  feeling  within  her.  He  took  her 
hand  and  kissed  it. 

"  Angel  of  purity !  what  is  money  henceforward  between 
us  two-f*  It  is  nothing,  is  it  not.''  but  the  feeling,  which 
alone  gave  it  worth,  will  be  everything." 

"  You  are  like  your  mother.  Was  her  voice  as  musical 
as  yours,  I  wonder  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  far  more  sweet " 

"  Yes,  for  you,"  she  said,  lowering  her  eyelids.  "  Come, 
Charles,  you  must  go  to  bed ;  I  wish  it.  You  are  very  tired. 
Good-night." 

Her  cousin  had  caught  her  hand  in  both  of  his ;  she  drew 
it  gently  away,  and  went  down  to  her  room,  her  cousin 
lighting  the  way.  In  the  doorway  of  her  room  they  both 
paused. 

*'  Oh !  why  am  I  a  ruined  man.''  "  he  said. 

"  Pshaw !  my  father  is  rich,  I  believe,"  she  returned. 

"  My  poor  child,"  said  Charles,  as  he  set  one  foot  in  her 
room,  and  propped  himself  against  the  wall  by  the  doorway, 
"  if  your  father  had  been  rich,  he  would  not  have  let  my 
father  die,  and  you  would  not  be  lodged  in  such  a  poor  place 
as  this ;  he  would  live  altogether  in  quite  a  different  style." 

"  But  he  has  Froidfond." 

"  And  what  may  Froidfond  be  worth  .^  " 
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"  I  do  not  know ;  but  there  is  Noyers  too." 

"  Some  miserable  farmhouse !  " 

"  He  has  vineyards  and  meadows " 

"  They  are  not  worth  talking  about,"  said  Charles  scorn- 
fully. "  If  your  father  had  even  twenty-four  thousand  livres 
a  year,  do  you  suppose  that  you  would  sleep  in  a  bare,  cold 
room  like  this?  "  he  added,  as  he  made  a  step  forward  with 
his  left  foot.  "  That  is  where  my  treasures  will  be,"  he  went 
on,  nodding  towards  the  old  chest,  a  device  by  wliich  he  tried 
to  conceal  his  thoughts  from  her. 

"  Go,"  she  said,  "  and  try  to  sleep,"  and  she  barred  his 
entrance  into  an  untidy  room.  Charles  drew  back;  and  the 
cousins  bade  each  other  a  smiling  good-night. 

They  fell  asleep,  to  dream  the  same  dream ;  and  from  that 
time  forward  Charles  found  that  there  were  still  roses  to  be 
gathered  in  the  world  in  spite  of  his  mourning.  The  next 
morning  Mme.  Grandet  saw  her  daughter  walking  with 
Charles  before  breakfast.  He  was  still  sad  and  subdued; 
how,  indeed,  should  he  be  otherwise  than  sad?  He  had  been 
brought  very  low  in  his  distress ;  he  was  gradually  finding 
out  how  deep  the  abyss  was  into  which  he  had  fallen,  and 
the  thought  of  the  future  weighed  heavily  upon  him. 

"  My  father  will  not  be  back  before  dinner,"  said  Eugenie, 
in  reply  to  an  anxious  look  in  her  mother's  eyes. 

The  tones  of  Eugenie's  voice  had  grown  strangely  sweet; 
it  was  easy  to  see  from  her  face  and  manner  that  the  cousins 
had  some  thought  in  common.  Their  souls  had  rushed  to- 
gether, while  perhaps  as  yet  they  scarcely  knew  the  power 
or  the  nature  of  this  force  which  was  binding  them  to  each 
other. 

Charles  sat  in  the  dining-room;  no  one  intruded  upon  his 
sorrow.  Indeed,  the  three  women  had  plenty  to  do.  Grandet 
had  gone  without  any  warning,  and  his  work-people  were  at 
a  standstill.  The  slater  came,  the  plumber,  the  bricklayer, 
and  the  carpenter  followed ;  so  did  laborers,  tenants,  and 
vine-dressers,  some  came  to  pay  their  dues,  and  others  to 
receive  them,  and  yet  others  to  make  bargains  for  the  repairs 
which  were  being  done.  Mme.  Grandet  and  Eugenie,  there- 
fore,   were    continually    going    and    coming;    they    had    to 
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listen  to  interminable  histories  from  laborers  and  country 
people. 

Everything  that  came  into  the  house  Nanon  promptly  and 
securely  stowed  away  in  her  kitchen.  She  always  waited  for 
her  master's  instructions  as  to  what  should  be  kept,  and  what 
should  be  sold  in  the  market.  The  worthy  cooper,  like  many 
little  country  squires,  was  wont  to  drink  his  worst  wine,  and 
to  reserve  his  spoiled  or  wind-fallen  orchard  fruit  for  home 
consumption. 

Towards  five  o'clock  that  evening  Grandet  came  back  from 
Angers.  He  had  made  fourteen  thousand  francs  on  his 
gold,  and  carried  a  Government  certificate  bearing  interest 
until  the  day  when  it  should  be  transferred  into  rentes.  He 
had  left  Cornoiller  also  in  Angers  to  look  after  the  horses, 
which  had  been  nearly  foundered  by  the  night  journey,  and 
had  given  instructions  to  bring  them  back  leisurely  after 
they  had  had  a  thorough  rest. 

"  I  have  been  to  Angers,  wife,"  he  said ;  "  and  I  am 
hungry." 

"  Have  you  had  nothing  to  eat  since  yesterday.'*  "  called 
Nanon  from  her  kitchen. 

"  Nothing  whatever,"  said  the  worthy  man. 

Nanon  brought  in  the  soup.  Des  Grassins  came  to  take 
his  client's  instructions  just  as  the  family  were  sitting  down 
to  dinner.  Grandet  had  not  so  much  as  seen  his  nephew 
all  this  time. 

"  Go  on  with  your  dinner,  Grandet,"  said  the  banker. 
"  We  can  have  a  little  chat.  Have  you  heard  what  gold  is 
fetching  in  Angers,  and  that  people  from  Nantes  are  buying 
it  there.''     I  am  going  to  send  some  over." 

"  You  need  not  trouble  yourself,"  answered  his  worthy 
client ;  "  they  have  quite  enough  there  by  this  time.  I  don't 
like  you  to  lose  your  labor  when  I  can  prevent  it;  we  are 
too  good  friends  for  that." 

"  But  gold  is  at  thirteen  francs  fifty  centimes  premium." 

*'  Say  was  at  a  premium." 

"  How  the  deuce  did  you  get  to  know  that?  " 

"  I  went  over  to  Angers  myself  last  night,"  Grandet  told 
him  in  a  low  voice. 
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The  banker  started,  and  a  whispered  conversation  fol- 
lowed; both  des  Grassins  and  Grandet  looked  at  Charles 
from  time  to  time,  and  once  more  a  gesture  of  surprise 
escaped  the  banker,  doubtless  at  the  point  when  the  old 
cooper  commissioned  him  to  purchase  rentes  to  bring  in  a 
hundred  thousand  livres. 

"  M.  Grandet,"  said  des  Grassins,  addressing  Charles,  "  I 
am  going  to  Paris,  and  if  there  is  anything  I  can  do  for 
you " 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  there  is  nothing,"  Charles  replied. 

"  You  must  thank  him  more  heartily  than  that,  nephew. 
This  gentleman  is  going  to  wind  up  your  father's  business 
and  settle  with  his  creditors." 

"  Then  is  there  any  hope  of  coming  to  an  arrangement?  " 
asked  Charles. 

"Why,  are  you  not  my  nephew.''"  cried  the  cooper,  with 
a  fine  assumption  of  pride.  "  Our  honor  is  involved ;  is  not 
your  name  Grandet.?  " 

Charles  rose  from  his  chair,  impulsively  flung  his  arms 
about  his  uncle,  turned  pale,  and  left  the  room.  Eugenie 
looked  at  her  father  with  affection  and  pride  in  her  eyes. 

"  Well,  let  us  say  good-by,  my  good  friend,"  said  Gran- 
det. "  I  am  very  much  at  your  service.  Try  to  get  round 
those  fellows  over  yonder." 

The  two  diplomatists  shook  hands,  and  the  cooper  went 
to  the  door  with  his  neighbor ;  he  came  back  to  the  room 
again  when  he  had  closed  the  door  on  des  Grassins,  flung 
himself  down  in  his  easy-chair,  and  said  to  Nanon :  "  Bring 
me  some  cordial." 

But  he  was  too  much  excited  to  keep  still ;  he  rose  and 
looked  at  old  M.  de  la  Bertelliere's  portrait,  and  began  to 
"  dance  a  jig,"  in  Nanon's  phrase,  singing  to  himself — 

"  Once  in  the  Gardes  frangaises 
I  had  a  grandpapa " 

Nanon,  Mme.  Grandet,  and  Eugenie  all  looked  at  each 
other  in  silent  dismay.  The  vine-grower's  ecstasies  never 
boded  any  good. 

The  evening  was  soon  over.     Old  Grandet  went  off  early 
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to  bed,  and  no  one  was  allowed  to  stay  up  after  that ;  when 
he  slept,  everyone  else  must  likewise  sleep,  much  as  in  Poland, 
in  the  days  of  Augustus  the  Strong,  whenever  the  king  drank 
all  his  subjects  were  loyally  tipsy.  Wherefore,  Nanon, 
Charles,  and  Eugenie  were  no  less  tired  than  the  master  of 
the  house ;  and  as  for  Mme.  Grandet,  she  slept  or  woke,  ate 
or  drank,  as  her  husband  bade  her.  Yet  during  the  two 
hours  allotted  to  the  digestion  of  his  dinner  the  cooper  was 
more  facetious  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  before,  and 
uttered  not  a  few  of  his  favorite  aphorisms ;  one  example 
will  serve  to  plumb  the  depths  of  the  cooper's  mind.  When 
he  had  finished  his  cordial,  he  looked  pensively  at  the  glass, 
and  thus  delivered  himself — 

"  You  have  no  sooner  set  your  lips  to  a  glass  than  it  is 
empty !  Such  is  life.  You  cannot  have  your  cake  and  eat 
it  too,  and  you  can't  turn  over  your  money  and  keep  it 
in  your  purse;  if  you  could  only  do  that,  life  would  be  too 
glorious." 

He  was  not  only  jocose,  he  was  good-natured,  so  that 
when  Nanon  came  in  with  her  spinning-wheel — "  You  must 
be  tired,"  he  said ;  "  let  the  hemp  alone." 

"  And  if  I  did,"  the  servant  answered,  "  why,  I  should  have 
to  sit  with  my  hands  before  me." 

"Poor  Nanon!  would  you  like  some  cordial .f^" 

*'  Cordial .-^  Oh!  I  don't  say  no.  Madame  makes  it  much 
better  than  the  apothecaries  do.  The  stuff  they  sell  is  like 
physic." 

"  They  spoil  the  flavor  with  putting  too  much  sugar  in 
it,"  said  the  good  man. 

The  next  morning,  at  the  eight  o'clock  breakfast,  the 
party  seemed,  for  the  first  time,  almost  like  one  family. 
Mme.  Grandet,  Eugenie,  and  Charles  had  been  drawn  to- 
gether by  these  troubles,  and  Nanon  herself  unconsciously 
felt  with  them.  As  for  the  old  vine-grower,  he  scarcely 
noticed  his  nephew's  presence  in  the  house,  his  greed  for  gold 
had  been  satisfied,  and  he  was  very  shortly  to  be  quit  of  this 
young  sprig  by  the  cheap  and  easy  expedient  of  paying  his 
nephew's  traveling  expenses  as  far  as  Nantes. 


132  EUGENIE  GRANDET 

Charles  and  Eugenie  meanwhile  were  free  to  do  what 
seemed  to  them  good.  They  were  under  Mme.  Grandet's 
eyes,  and  Grandet  reposed  complete  faith  in  his  wife  in  all 
matters  of  conduct  and  religion.  Moreover,  he  had  other 
things  to  think  of;  his  meadows  were  to  be  drained,  and 
a  row  of  poplars  was  to  be  planted  along  the  Loire,  and 
there  was  all  the  ordinary  winter  work  at  Froidfond  and 
elsewhere ;  in  fact,  he  was  exceedingly  busy. 

And  now  began  the  springtime  of  love  for  Eugenie.  Since 
that  hour  in  the  night  when  she  had  given  her  gold  to  her 
cousin,  her  heart  had  followed  the  gift.  They  shared  a 
secret  between  them ;  they  were  conscious  of  this  understand- 
ing whenever  they  looked  at  each  other;  and  this  knowledge, 
that  brought  them  more  and  more  closely  together,  drew 
them  in  a  manner  out  of  the  current  of  everyday  life.  And 
did  not  relationship  justify  a  certain  tenderness  in  the  voice 
and  kindness  in  the  eyes?  Eugenie  therefore  quietly  set 
herself  to  work  to  make  her  cousin  forget  his  grief  in  the 
childish  joys  of  growing  love. 

For  the  beginnings  of  love  and  the  beginnings  of  life  are 
not  unlike.  Is  not  the  child  soothed  by  smiles  and  cradle- 
songs,  and  fairy  tales  of  a  golden  future  that  lies  before 
him.?  Above  him,  too,  the  bright  wings  of  hope  are  always 
spread,  and  does  he  not  shed  tears  of  joy  or  of  sorrow, 
wax  petulant  over  trifles  and  quarrelsome  over  the  pebbles 
with  which  he  builds  a  tottering  palace,  or  the  flowers  that 
are  no  sooner  gathered  than  forgotten  ?  Is  he  not  also  eager 
to  outstrip  time,  and  to  live  in  the  future?  Love  is  the 
soul's  second  transformation. 

Love  and  childhood  were  almost  the  same  thing  for 
Charles  and  Eugenie ;  the  dawn  of  love  and  its  childish  be- 
ginnings were  all  the  sweeter  because  their  hearts  were  full 
of  gloom;  and  this  love,  that  from  its  birth  had  been  en- 
veloped in  crape,  was  in  keeping  with  their  homely  surround- 
ings in  the  melancholy  old  house.  As  the  cousins  inter- 
changed a  few  words  by  the  well  in  the  silent  courtyard, 
or  sat  out  in  the  little  garden  towards  simset  time,  wholly 
absorbed  by  the  momentous  nothings  that  each  said  to  each, 
or  wrapped  in  the  stillness  that  always  brooded  over  the  space 
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between  the  ramparts  and  the  house,  Charles  learned  to 
tliink  of  love  as  something  sacred.  Hitherto,  with  his 
groat  lady,  his  "  dear  Annette,"  he  had  experienced  little 
but  its  perils  and  storms;  but  that  episode  in  Paris 
was  over,  with  its  coquetry  and  passion,  its  vanity  and 
emptiness,  and  he  turned  to  this  love  in  its  purity  and 
truth. 

He  came  to  feel  a  certain  fondness  for  the  old  house,  and 
their  way  of  life  no  longer  seemed  absurd  to  him.  He  would 
come  downstairs  early  in  the  morning  so  as  to  snatch  a  few 
words  with  Eugenie  before  her  father  gave  out  the  stores ; 
and  when  the  sound  of  Grandet's  heavy  footstep  echoed  on 
the  staircase,  he  fled  into  the  garden.  Even  Eugenie's  mother 
did  not  know  of  this  morning  tryst  of  theirs,  and  Nanon 
made  as  though  she  did  not  see  it ;  it  was  a  small  piece 
of  audacity  that  gave  the  keen  relish  of  a  stolen  pleasure  to 
their  innocent  love.  Then  when  breakfast  was  over,  aijd 
the  elder  Grandet  had  gone  to  see  after  his  business  and  his 
improvements,  Charles  sat  in  the  gray  parlor  between  the 
mother  and  daughter,  finding  a  pleasure  unknown  before  in 
holding  skeins  of  thread  for  them  to  wind,  in  listening  to 
their  talk,  and  watching  them  sew.  There  was  something 
that  appealed  to  him  strongly  in  the  almost  monastic  sim- 
plicity of  the  life,  which  had  led  him  to  discover  the  noble- 
ness of  the  natures  of  these  two  unworldly  women.  He  had 
not  believed  that  such  lives  as  these  were  possible  in  France; 
in  Germany  he  admitted  that  old-world  manners  lingered 
still,  but  in  France  they  were  only  to  be  found  in  fiction 
and  in  Auguste  Lafontaine's  novels.  It  was  not  long  before 
Eugenie  became  an  embodiment  of  his  ideal,  Goethe's  Mar- 
guerite without  her  error. 

Day  after  day,  in  short,  the  poor  girl  hung  on  his  words 
and  looks,  and  drifted  farther  along  the  stream  of  love. 
He  snatched  at  every  happiness  as  some  swimmer  might  catch 
at  an  overhanging  willow  branch,  that  so  he  might  reach  the 
bank  and  rest  there  for  a  little  while. 

Was  not  the  time  of  parting  very  near  now.?  The  shadow 
of  that  parting  seemed  to  fall  across  the  brightest  hours  of 
those  days  that  fled  so  fast ;  and  not  one  of  them  went  by 
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but  something  happened  to  remind  her  how  soon  it  would 
be  upon  them. 

For  instance,  three  days  after  des  Grassins  had  started 
for  Paris,  Grandet  had  taken  Charles  before  a  magistrate 
with  the  funereal  solemnity  with  which  such  acts  are  per- 
formed by  provincials,  and  in  the  presence  of  that  func- 
tionary the  young  man  had  had  to  sign  a  declaration  that 
he  renounced  all  claim  to  his  father's  property.  Dreadful 
repudiation  !  An  impiety  amounting  to  apostasy !  He  went 
to  M.  Cruchot  to  procure  two  powers  of  attorney,  one  for 
des  Grassins,  the  other  for  the  friend  who  was  commissioned 
to  sell  his  own  personal  effects.  There  were  also  some  nec- 
essary formalities  in  connection  with  his  passport;  and 
finally,  on  the  arrival  of  the  plain  suit  of  mourning 
which  Charles  had  ordered  from  Paris,  he  sent  for  a 
clothier  in  Saumur,  and  disposed  of  his  now  useless 
wardrobe.  This  transaction  was  peculiarly  pleasing  to 
old  Grandet. 

"  Ah !  Now  you  look  like  a  man  who  is  ready  to  set  out, 
and  means  to  make  his  way  in  the  world,"  he  said,  as  he 
saw  his  nephew  in  a  plain,  black  overcoat  of  rough  cloth. 
"  Good,  very  good !  " 

"  I  beg  you  to  believe,  sir,"  Charles  replied,  "  that  I  shall 
face  my  position  with  proper  spirit." 

"  What  does  this  mean?  "  asked  his  worthy  relative;  there 
was  an  eager  look  in  the  good  man's  eyes  at  the  sight  of  a 
handful  of  gold  which  Charles  held  out  to  him. 

"  I  have  gathered  together  my  studs  and  rings  and  every- 
thing of  any  value  that  I  have ;  I  am  not  likely  to  want 
them  now ;  but  I  know  of  nobody  in  Saumur,  and  this  morn- 
ing I  thought  I  would  ask  you " 

*' To  buy  it.'*"  Grandet  broke  in  upon  him. 

"  No,  uncle,  to  give  me  the  name  of  some  honest  man 
who " 

"  Give  it  to  me,  nephew ;  I  will  take  it  upstairs  and  find 
out  what  it  is  worth,  and  let  you  know  the  value  to  a  cen- 
time. Jeweler's  gold,"  he  commented,  after  an  examination 
of  a  long  chain,  "jeweler's  gold,  eighteen  to  nineteen  carats, 
I  should  say." 
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The  worthy  soul  held  out  his  huge  hand  for  it,  and  carried 
off  the  whole  collection. 

"  Cousin  Eugenie,"  said  Charles,  "  permit  me  to  offer 
you  these  two  clasps ;  you  might  use  them  to  fasten  ribbons 
round  your  wrists,  that  sort  of  bracelet  is  all  the  rage  just 
now." 

"  I  do  not  hesitate  to  take  it,  cousin,"  she  said,  with  a 
look  of  intelligence. 

"  And,  aunt,  this  is  my  mother's  thimble ;  I  have  treasured 
it  up  till  now  in  my  dressing-case,"  and  he  gave  a  pretty 
gold  thimble  to  Mme.  Grandct,  who  for  the  past  ten  years 
had  longed  for  one. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  thank  you  in  words,  dear  nephew," 
said  the  old  mother,  as  her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "  But 
morning  and  evening  I  shall  repeat  the  prayer  for  travelers, 
and  pray  most  fervently  for  you.  If  anything  should  hap- 
pen to  me,  Eugenie  shall  take  care  of  it  for  you." 

"  It  is  worth  nine  hundred  and  eighty-nine  francs  seventy- 
five  centimes,  nephew,"  said  Grandet,  as  he  came  in  at  the 
door.  "  But  to  save  you  the  trouble  of  selling  it,  I  will  let 
you  have  the  money  in  livres." 

This  expression  "  in  livres  "  means,  in  the  districts  along 
the  Loire,  that  a  crown  of  six  livres  is  to  be  considered  worth 
six  francs,  without  deduction. 

"  I  did  not  venture  to  suggest  such  a  thing,"  Charles 
answered,  "  but  I  shrank  from  hawking  my  trinkets  about 
in  the  town  where  you  are  living.  Dirty  linen  ought  not 
to  be  washed  in  public,  as  Napoleon  used  to  say.  Thank 
you  for  obliging  me." 

Grandet  scratched  his  ear,  and  there  was  a  moment's 
silence  in  the  room. 

"  And,  dear  uncle,"  Charles  went  on,  somewhat  nervously, 
and  as  though  he  feared  to  wound  his  uncle's  susceptibilities, 
"  my  cousin  and  aunt  have  consented  to  receive  trifling 
mementoes  from  me ;  will  you  not  in  your  turn  accept  these 
sleeve-links,  which  are  useless  to  me  now ;  they  may  perhaps 
recall  to  your  memory  a  poor  boy,  in  a  far-off  country, 
whose  thoughts  will  certainly  often  turn  to  those  who  are 
all  that  remain  to  him  now  of  his  family." 
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"  Oh !  my  boy,  my  boy,  you  must  not  strip  yourself  like 
that  for  us " 

"  What  have  you  there,  wife?  "  said  the  cooper,  turning 
eagerly  towards  her:  "Ah!  a  gold  thimble?  And  you, 
little  girl?  Diamond  clasps;  what  next!  Come,  I  will  accept 
your  studs,  my  boy,"  he  continued,  squeezing  Charles's  hand. 
"  But — you  must  let  me  pay — your — yes,  your  passage  out 
to  the  Indies.  Yes,  I  mean  to  pay  your  passage.  Besides, 
my  boy,  when  I  estimated  your  jewelry  I  only  took  it  at 
its  value  as  metal,  you  see,  without  reckoning  the  workman- 
ship, and  it  may  be  worth  a  trifle  more  on  that  account. 
So  that  is  settled.  I  will  pay  you  fifteen  hundred  francs — 
in  livres ;  Cruchot  will  lend  it  me,  for  I  have  not  a  brass 
farthing  in  the  house ;  unless  Perrotet,  who  is  getting  behind- 
hand with  his  dues,  will  pay  me  in  coin.  There !  there !  I 
will  go  and  see  about  it,"  and  he  took  up  his  hat,  put  on 
his  gloves,  and  went  forthwith. 

"  Then  you  are  going?  "  said  Eugenie,  with  sad,  admiring 
eyes. 

"  I  cannot  help  myself,"  he  answered,  with  his  head  bent 
down. 

For  several  days  Charles  looked,  spoke,  and  behaved  like 
a  man  who  is  in  deep  trouble,  but  who  feels  the  weight  of 
such  heavy  obligations,  that  his  misfortunes  only  brace  him 
for  greater  effort.  He  had  ceased  to  pity  himself;  he 
had  become  a  man.  Never  had  Eugenie  augured  better 
of  her  cousin's  character  than  she  did  on  the  day  when 
she  watched  him  come  downstairs  in  his  plain,  black  mourn- 
ing suit,  which  set  off  his  pale,  sad  face  to  such  advan- 
tage. The  two  women  had  also  gone  into  mourning,  and 
went  with  Charles  to  the  requiem  Mass  celebrated  i» 
the  parish  church  for  the  soul  of  the  late  Guillaume 
Grandet. 

Charles  received  letters  from  Paris  as  they  took  the  mid- 
day meal;  he  opened  and  read  them. 

"  Well,  cousin,"  said  Eugenie,  in  a  low  voice,  "  are  your 
affairs  going  on  satisfactorily  ?  " 

"  Never  put  question  of  that  sort,  my  girl,"  remarked 
Grandet.     "  I  never  talk  to  you  about  my  affairs,  and  why 
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the  devil  should  you  meddle  in  your  cousin's?  Just  let  the 
boy  alone." 

"  Oh !  my  dear  uncle,  I  have  no  secrets  of  any  sort,"  said 
Charles. 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut.  You  will  find  out  that  you  must  bridle 
your  tongue  in  business,  nephew." 

When  the  two  lovers  were  alone  in  the  garden,  Charles 
drew  Eugenie  to  the  old  bench  under  the  walnut  tree  where 
they  so  often  sat  of  late. 

"  I  felt  sure  of  Alphonse,  and  I  was  right,"  he  said ;  "  he 
has  done  wonders,  and  has  settled  my  affairs  prudently  and 
loyally.  All  my  debts  in  Paris  are  paid,  my  furniture  sold 
well,  and  he  tells  me  that  he  has  acted  on  the  advice  of  an 
old  sea  captain  who  had  made  the  voyage  to  the  Indies, 
and  has  invested  the  surplus  money  in  ornaments  and  odds 
and  ends  for  which  there  is  a  great  demand  out  there.  He 
has  sent  my  packages  to  Nantes,  where  an  East  Indiaman  is 
taking  freight  for  Java,  and  so,  Eugenie,  in  five  days  we 
must  bid  each  other  farewell,  for  a  long  while  at  any  rate, 
and  perhaps  forever.  My  trading  venture  and  the  ten  thou- 
sand francs  which  two  of  my  friends  have  sent  me  are  a 
very  poor  start ;  I  cannot  expect  to  return  for  many  years. 
Dear  cousin,  let  us  not  consider  ourselves  bound  in  any 
way ;  I  may  die,  and  very  likely  some  good  opportunity  for 
settling  yourself " 

"  You  love  me?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh !  yes,  indeed,"  he  replied,  with  an  earnestness  of  man- 
ner that  betokened  a  like  earnestness  in  his  feelings. 

"  Then  I  will  wait  for  you,  Charles.  Dieu!  my  father 
is  looking  out  of  his  window,"  she  exclaimed,  evading  her 
cousin,  who  had  drawn  closer  to  embrace  her. 

She  fled  to  the  archway ;  and  seeing  that  Charles  followed 
her  thither,  she  retreated  farther,  flung  back  the  folding 
door  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase,  and  with  no  very  clear 
idea,  save  that  of  flight,  she  rushed  towards  the  darkest 
corner  of  the  passage,  outside  Nanon's  sleeping  hole ;  and 
there  Charles,  who  was  close  beside  her,  grasped  both  hands 
in  his  and  pressed  her  to  his  heart ;  his  arms  went  round 
her  waist,  Eugenie  resisted  no  longer,  and  leaning  against 
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her  lover  she  received  and  gave  the  purest,  sweetest,  and 
most  perfect  of  all  kisses. 

"  Dear  Eugenie,  a  cousin  is  better  than  a  brother ;  he  can 
marry  you,"  said  Charles. 

"  Amen,  so  be  it !  "  cried  Nanon,  opening  the  door  behind 
them,  and  emerging  from  her  den.  Her  voice  startled  the 
two  lovers,  who  fled  into  the  dining-room,  where  Eugenie  took 
up  her  sewing,  and  Charles  seized  on  Mme.  Grandet's  prayer- 
book,  opened  it  at  the  litanies  of  the  Virgin,  and  began  to 
read  industriously. 

"  Why !  "  said  Nanon,  "  so  we  are  all  saying  our  prayers !  " 

As  soon  as  Charles  fixed  the  day  for  his  departure,  Gran- 
det  bustled  about  and  affected  to  take  the  greatest  interest 
in  the  whole  matter.  He  was  liberal  with  advice,  and  with 
anything  else  that  cost  him  nothing,  first  seeking  out  a 
packer  for  Charles,  and  then,  saying  that  the  man  wanted 
too  much  for  his  cases,  setting  to  work  with  all  his  might 
to  make  them  himself,  using  odd  planks  for  the  purpose. 
He  was  up  betimes  every  morning  planing,  fitting,  nailing 
deal  boards  together,  squaring  and  shaping ;  and,  in  fact, 
he  made  some  strong  cases,  packed  ail  Charles's  property 
in  them,  and  undertook  to  send  them  by  steamer  down  the 
Loire  to  Nantes  in  time  to  go  by  the  merchant  ship,  and 
to  insure  them  during  the  voyage. 

Since  that  kiss  given  and  taken  in  the  passage,  the  hours 
sped  with  terrible  rapidity  for  Eugenie.  At  times  she 
thought  of  following  her  cousin ;  for  of  all  ties  that  bind 
one  human  being  to  another,  this  passion  of  love  is  the 
closest  and  strongest,  and  those  who  know  this,  and  know 
how  every  day  shortens  love's  allotted  span,  and  how  not 
time  alone  but  age  and  mortal  sickness  and  all  the  untoward 
accidents  of  life  combine  to  menace  it — these  will  know  the 
agony  that  Eugenie  suffered.  She  shed  many  tears  as  she 
walked  up  and  down  the  little  garden ;  it  had  grown  so  nar- 
row for  her  now ;  the  courtyard,  the  old  house,  and  the  town 
had  all  grown  narrow,  and  her  thoughts  fared  forth  already 
across  vast  spaces  of  sea. 

It  was  the  day  before  the  day  of  departure.     That  mom- 
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ing,  while  Grandet  and  Nanon  were  out  of  the  house,  the 
precious  casket  that  held  the  two  portraits  was  solemnly 
deposited  in  Eugenie's  chest,  beside  the  now  empty  velvet 
bag  in  the  only  drawer  that  could  be  locked,  an  installation 
which  was  not  affected  without  many  tears  and  kisses. 
When  Eugenie  locked  the  drawer  and  hid  the  key  in  her 
bosom,  she  had  not  the  courage  to  forbid  the  kiss  by  which 
Charles  sealed  the  act. 

"  The  key  shall  always  stay  there,  dear." 

"  Ah !  well,  my  heart  will  always  be  there  with  it 
too." 

"  Oh !  Charles,  you  should  not  say  that,"  she  said  a  little 
reproachfully. 

"  Are  we  not  married?  "  he  replied.  "  I  have  your  word; 
take  mine." 

"  Thine  forever !  "  they  said  together,  and  repeated  it  a 
second  time.  No  holier  vow  was  ever  made  on  earth;  for 
Charles's  love  had  received  a  moment's  consecration  in  the 
presence  of  Eugenie's  simple  sincerity. 

It  was  a  melancholy  group  round  the  breakfast-table 
next  morning.  Even  Nanon  herself,  in  spite  of  Charles's 
gift  of  a  new  gown  and  a  gilt  cross,  had  a  tear  in 
her  eye;  but  she  was  free  to  express  her  feelings,  and 
did  so. 

"  Oh !  that  poor,  delicate  young  gentleman  who  is  going 
to  sea,"  was  the  burden  of  her  discourse. 

At  half-past  ten  the  whole  family  left  the  house  to  see 
Charles  start  for  Nantes  in  the  diligence.  Nanon  had  let 
the  dog  loose  and  locked  the  door,  and  meant  to  carry 
Charles's  hand-bag.  Every  shopkeeper  in  the  ancient  street 
was  in  the  doorway  to  watch  the  little  procession  pass.  M. 
Cruchot  joined  them  in  the  market-place. 

"  Eugenie,"  whispered  her  mother,  "  mind  you  do  not 
cry ! " 

They  reached  the  gateway  of  the  inn,  and  there  Grandet 
kissed  Charles  on  both  cheeks.  "  Well !  nephew,"  he  said, 
"  set  out  poor  and  come  back  rich ;  you  leave  your  father's 
honor  in  safe-keeping.  I — Grandet — will  answer  to  you  for 
that;  you  will  only  have  to  do  your  part " 
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"  Oh !  uncle,  this  sweetens  the  bitterness  of  parting.  Is 
not  this  the  greatest  gift  you  could  possibly  give  me?  " 

Charles  had  broken  in  upon  the  old  cooper's  remarks  be- 
fore he  quite  understood  their  drift ;  he  put  his  arms  round 
his  uncle's  neck,  and  let  fall  tears  of  gratitude  on  the  vine- 
grower's  sunburned  cheeks ;  Eugenie  clasped  her  cousin's 
hand  in  one  of  hers  and  her  father's  in  the  other,  and  held 
them  tightly.  Only  the  notary  smiled  to  himself ;  he  alone 
understood  the  worthy  man,  and  he  could  not  help  admiring 
his  astute  cunning.  The  four  Saumurois  and  a  little  group 
of  onlookers  hung  about  the  diligence  till  the  last  moment ; 
and  looked  after  it  until  it  disappeared  across  the  bridge, 
and  the  sound  of  the  wheels  grew  faint  and  distant. 

"  A  good  riddance !  "  said  the  cooper. 

Luckily,  no  one  but  M.  Cruchot  heard  this  ejaculation; 
Eugenie  and  her  mother  had  walked  along  the  quay  to  a 
point  of  view  whence  they  could  still  see  the  diligence,  and 
stood  there  waving  their  handkerchiefs  and  watching 
Charles's  answering  signal  till  he  was  out  of  sight ;  then 
Eugenie  turned. 

"  Oh !  mother,  mother,  if  I  had  God's  power  for  one  mo- 
ment," she  said. 

To  save  further  interruption  to  the  course  of  the  story, 
it  is  necessary  to  glance  a  little  ahead,  and  give  a  brief 
account  of  the  course  of  events  in  Paris,  of  Grandet's  cal- 
culations, and  the  action  taken  by  his  worthy  lieutenant 
the  banker  in  the  matter  of  Guillaume  Grandet's  affairs. 
A  month  after  des  Grassins  had  gone,  Grandet  received  a 
certificate  for  a  hundred  thousand  livres  per  annum  of 
rentes,  purchased  at  eighty  francs.  No  information  was 
ever  forthcoming  as  to  how  and  when  the  actual  coin  had 
been  paid,  or  the  receipt  taken,  which  in  due  course  had  been 
exchanged  for  the  certificate.  The  inventory  and  statement 
of  his  affairs  which  the  miser  left  at  his  death  threw  no  light 
upon  the  mystery,  and  Cruchot  fancied  that  in  some  way 
or  other  Nanon  must  have  been  the  unconscious  instrument 
employed;  for  about  that  time  the  faithful  serving-maid  was 
away  from  home  for  four  or  five  days,  ostensibly  to  see  after 
matters  at  Froidfond,  as  if  its  worthy  owner  were  likely  to 
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forget  anything  there  that  required  looking  after !  As  for 
Guillaume  Grandet's  creditors,  everything  had  happened  as 
the  coopet"  had  intended  and  foreseen. 

At  the  Bank  of  France  (as  everybody  knows)  they  keep 
accurate  lists  of  all  the  great  fortunes  in  Paris  or  in  the 
departments.  The  names  of  des  Grassins  and  of  Felix  Gran- 
det  of  Saumur  were  duly  to  be  found  inscribed  therein;  in- 
deed, they  shone  conspicuous  there  as  well-known  names  in 
the  business  world,  as  men  who  were  not  only  financially 
sound,  but  owners  of  broad  acres  unencumbered  by  mort- 
gages. And  now  it  was  said  that  des  Grassins  of  Saumur 
had  come  to  Paris  with  intent  to  call  a  meeting  of  the  credi- 
tors of  the  firm  of  Guillaume  Grandet ;  the  shade  of  the  wine 
merchant  was  to  be  spared  the  disgrace  of  protested  bills. 
The  seals  were  broken  in  the  presence  of  the  creditors,  and 
the  family  notary  proceeded  to  make  out  an  inventory  in 
due  form. 

Before  very  long,  in  fact,  des  Grassins  called  a  meeting 
of  the  creditors,  who  with  one  voice  appointed  the  banker 
of  Saumur  as  trustee  conjointly  with  Fran9ois  Keller,  the 
head  of  a  large  business  house,  and  one  of  the  principal 
creditors,  empowering  them  to  take  such  measures  as  they 
thought  fit,  in  order  to  save  the  family  name  (and  the  bills) 
from  being  dishonored.  The  fact  that  des  Grassins  was 
acting  as  his  agent  produced  a  hopeful  tone  in  the  meeting, 
and  things  went  smoothly  from  the  first;  the  banker  did  not 
find  a  single  dissentient  voice.  No  one  thought  of  passing 
his  bill  to  his  profit  and  loss  account,  and  each  one  said  to 
himself — 

"  Grandet  of  Saumur  is  going  to  pay ! " 

Six  months  went  by.  The  Parisian  merchants  had  with- 
drawn the  bills  from  circulation,  and  had  consigned  them 
to  the  depths  of  their  portfolios.  The  cooper  had  gained 
his  first  point.  Nine  months  after  the  first  meeting  the  two 
trustees  paid  the  creditors  a  dividend  of  forty-seven  per 
cent.  This  sum  had  been  raised  by  the  sale  of  the  late 
Guillaume  Grandet's  property,  goods,  chattels  and  general 
effects ;  the  most  scrupulous  integrity  characterized  these 
proceedings ;  indeed,  the  whole  affair  was  conducted  with  the 
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most  conscientious  honesty,  and  the  delighted  creditors  fell 
to  admiring  Grandet's  wonderful,  indubitable,  and  high- 
minded  probity.  When  these  praises  had  duly  circulated  for 
a  sufficient  length  of  time,  the  creditors  began  to  ask  them- 
selves when  the  remainder  of  their  money  would  be  forth- 
coming, and  bethought  them  of  collectively  writing  a  letter 
to  Grandet. 

"  Here  we  are ! "  was  the  old  cooper's  comment,  as  he 
flung  the  letter  in  the  fire.  "  Patience,  patience,  my  dear 
friends." 

By  way  of  a  reply  to  the  propositions  contained  in  the 
letter,  Grandet  of  Saumur  required  them  to  deposit  with  a 
notary  all  the  bills  and  claims  against  the  estate  of  his 
deceased  brother,  accompanying  each  with  receipts  for  the 
payments  already  made.  The  accounts  were  to  be  audited, 
and  the  exact  condition  of  affairs  was  to  be  ascertained. 
Innumerable  difficulties  were  cleared  away  by  this  notion  of 
the  deposit. 

A  creditor,  generally  speaking,  is  a  sort  of  maniac ;  there 
is  no  saying  what  a  creditor  will  do.  One  day  he  is  in  a 
hurry  to  bring  the  thing  to  an  end,  the  next  he  is  all  for 
fire  and  sword,  a  little  later  and  he  is  sweetness  and  be- 
nignity itself.  To-day,  very  probably,  his  wife  is  in  a  good 
humor,  his  youngest  hope  has  just  cut  a  tooth,  everything 
is  going  on  comfortably  at  home,  he  has  no  mind  to  abate 
his  claims  one  jot;  but  to-morrow  comes  and  it  rains,  and 
he  cannot  go  out ;  he  feels  low  in  his  mind,  and  agrees  hastily 
to  anything  and  everything  that  is  likely  to  settle  the  affair ; 
the  next  morning  brings  counsel;  he  requires  a  guarantee, 
and  by  the  end  of  the  month  he  talks  about  an  execution, 
the  inhuman,  bloodthirsty  wretch !  The  creditor  is  not  un- 
like that  common  or  house  sparrow  on  whose  tail  small  chil- 
dren are  encouraged  to  try  to  put  a  grain  of  salt — a  pleas- 
ing simile  which  a  creditor  may  twist  to  his  own  uses,  and 
apply  to  his  bills,  from  which  he  fondly  hopes  to  derive 
some  benefit  at  last.  Grandet  had  observed  these  atmospheric 
variations  among  creditors ;  and  his  forecasts  in  the  present 
case  were  correct,  his  brother's  creditors  were  behaving  in 
every  respect  exactly  as  he  wished.     Some  waxed  wroth,  and 


EUGENIE  GRANDET  143 

flatly  declined  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the  deposit,  or 
to  give  up  the  vouchers. 

"  Good !  "  said  Grandet ;  "  that  is  all  right !  "  He  rubbed 
his  hands  as  he  read  the  letters  which  des  Grassins  wrote 
to  him  on  the  subject. 

Yet  others  refused  to  consent  to  the  aforesaid  deposit  un- 
less their  position  was  clearly  defined  in  the  first  place ;  it 
was  to  be  made  without  prejudice,  and  they  reserved  the 
right  to  declare  the  estate  bankrupt  should  they  deem  it 
advisable.  This  opened  a  fresh  correspondence,  and  occa- 
sioned a  farther  delay,  after  which  Grandet  finally  agreed 
to  all  the  conditions,  and  as  a  consequence  the  more  tractable 
creditors  brought  the  recalcitrant  to  hear  reason,  and  the 
deposit  was  made,  not,  however,  without  some  grumbling. 

"  That  old  fellow  is  laughing  in  his  sleeve  at  you  and  us 
too,"  said  they  to  des  Grassins. 

Twenty-three  months  after  Guillaume  Grandet*s  death, 
many  of  the  merchants  had  forgotten  all  about  their  claims 
in  the  course  of  events  in  a  business  life  in  Paris,  or  they 
only  thought  of  them  to  say  to  themselves — 

*'  It  begins  to  look  as  though  the  forty-seven  per  cent, 
is  about  all  I  shall  get  out  of  that  business." 

The  cooper  had  reckoned  on  the  aid  of  time,  who,  as  he 
was  wont  to  say,  is  a  good  fellow.  By  the  end  of  the  third 
year  des  Grassins  wrote  to  Grandet  saying  that  he  had  in- 
duced most  of  the  creditors  to  give  up  their  bills,  and  that 
the  amount  now  owing  was  only  about  ten  per  cent,  of  the 
outstanding  two  million  four  hundred  thousand  francs. 
Grandet  replied  that  there  yet  remained  the  notary  and  the 
stockbroker,  whose  failures  had  been  the  death  of  his  brother ; 
they  were  still  alive.  They  might  be  solvent  again  by  this 
time,  and  proceedings  ought  to  be  taken  against  them ; 
something  might  be  recovered  in  this  way  which  would  still 
farther  reduce  the  sum-total  of  the  deficit. 

When  the  fourth  year  drew  to  a  close  the  deficit  had  been 
duly  brought  down  to  the  sum  of  twelve  hundred  thousand 
francs ;  the  limit  appeared  to  have  been  reached.  Six  months 
farther  were  spent  in  parleyings  between  the  trustees  and 
the  creditors,  and  between  Grandet  and  the  trustees.      In 
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short,  strong  pressure  being  brought  to  bear  upon  Grandet 
of  Saumur,  he  announced,  somewhere  about  the  ninth  month 
of  the  same  year,  that  his  nephew,  who  had  made  a  fortune 
in  the  East  Indies,  had  signified  his  intention  of  setthng 
in  full  all  claims  on  his  father's  estate;  and  that  meantime 
he  could  not  take  it  upon  himself  to  act,  nor  to  defraud 
the  creditors  by  winding  up  the  affair  before  he  had  con- 
sulted his  nephew ;  he  added  that  he  had  written  to  him,  and 
was  now  awaiting  an  answer. 

The  middle  of  the  fifth  year  had  been  reached,  and  still 
the  creditors  were  held  in  check  by  the  magic  words  in  full, 
let  fall  judiciously  from  time  to  time  by  the  sublime  cooper, 
who  was  laughing  at  them  in  his  sleeve ;  "  those  Parisians," 
he  would  say  to  himself,  with  a  mild  oath,  and  a  cunning 
smile  would  steal  across  his  features. 

In  fact,  a  martyrdom  unknown  to  the  calendars  of  com- 
merce was  in  store  for  the  creditors.  When  next  they  appear 
in  the  course  of  this  story,  they  will  be  found  in  exactly  the 
same  position  that  they  were  in  now  when  Grandet  had  done 
with  them.  Consols  went  up  to  a  hundred  and  fifteen,  old 
Grandet  sold  out,  and  received  from  Paris  about  two  million 
four  hundred  thousand  francs  in  gold,  which  went  into  his 
wooden  kegs  to  keep  company  with  the  six  hundred  thou- 
sand francs  of  interest  which  his  investment  had  brought  in. 

Des  Grassins  stayed  on  in  Paris,  and  for  the  following 
reasons.  In  the  first  place,  he  had  been  appointed  a  deputy ; 
and  in  the  second,  he,  the  father  of  a  family,  bored  by  the 
exceeding  dullness  of  existence  in  Saumur,  was  smitten  with 
the  charms  of  Mile.  Florine,  one  of  the  prettiest  actresses 
of  the  Theatre  de  Madame,  and  there  was  a  recrudescence 
of  the  quartermaster  in  the  banker.  It  is  useless  to  discuss 
his  conduct;  at  Saumur  it  was  pronounced  to  be  profoundly 
immoral.  It  was  very  lucky  for  his  wife  that  she  had  brains 
enough  to  carry  on  the  concern  at  Saumur  in  her  own  name, 
and  could  extricate  the  remains  of  her  fortune,  which  had 
suffered  not  a  little  from  M.  des  Grassins's  extravagance 
and  folly.  But  the  quasi-widow  was  in  a  false  position, 
and  the  Cruchotins  did  all  that  in  them  lay  to  make  matters 
worse ;  she  had  to  give  up  all  hope  of  a  match  between  her 
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son  and  Eugenie  Grandet,  and  married  her  daughter  yery 
badly.  Adolphe  des  Grassins  went  to  join  his  father  in 
Paris,  and  there  acquired,  so  it  was  said,  an  unenviable  repu- 
tation.   The  triumph  of  the  Cruchotins  was  complete. 

"  Your  husband  has  taken  leave  of  his  senses,"  Grandet 
took  occasion  to  remark  as  he  accommodated  Mme.  des 
Grassins  with  a  loan  (on  good  security).  "  I  am  very  sorry 
for  you ;  you  are  a  nice  little  woman." 

"  Ah ! "  sighed  the  poor  lady,  "  who  could  have  believed 
that  day  when  he  set  out  for  Paris  to  see  after  that  business 
of  yours  that  he  was  hurrying  to  his  own  ruin?  " 

"  Heaven  is  my  witness,  madame,  that  to  the  very  last  I 
did  all  I  could  to  prevent  him,  and  M.  le  President  was  dying 
to  go;  but  we  know  now  why  your  husband  was  so  set 
upon  it." 

Clearly,  therefore,  Grandet  lay  under  no  obligation  to 
des  Grassins. 

In  every  situation  a  woman  is  bound  to  suffer  in  many 
ways  that  a  man  does  not,  and  to  feel  her  troubles  more 
acutely  than  he  can ;  for  a  man's  vigor  and  energy  are  con- 
stantly brought  into  play ;  he  acts  and  thinks,  comes  and 
goes,  busies  himself  in  the  present,  and  looks  to  the  future 
for  consolation.  This  was  what  Charles  was  doing.  But 
a  woman  cannot  help  herself — hers  is  a  passive  part;  she  is 
left  face  to  face  with  her  trouble,  and  has  nothing  to  divert 
her  mind  from  it;  she  sounds  the  depths  of  the  abyss  of 
sorrow,  and  its  dark  places  are  filled  with  her  prayers  and 
tears.  So  it  was  with  Eugenie.  She  was  beginning  to  under- 
stand that  the  web  of  a  woman's  life  will  always  be  woven 
of  love  and  sorrow  and  hope  and  fear  and  self-sacrifice ; 
hers  was  to  be  a  woman's  lot  in  all  things  without  a  woman's 
consolations,  and  her  moments  of  happiness  (to  make  use 
of  Bossuet's  wonderful  illustration)  were  to  be  like  the  scat- 
tered nails  driven  into  the  wall,  when  all  collected  together 
they  scarcely  filled  the  hollow  of  the  hand.  Troubles  seldom 
keep  us  waiting  for  them,  and  for  Eugenie  they  were  gather- 
ing thick  and  fast. 

The  day  after  Charles  had  gone,  the  Grandet  household 
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fell  back  into  the  old  ways  of  life ;  there  was  no  difference 
for  anyone  but  Eugenie — for  her  the  house  had  grown 
very  empty  all  of  a  sudden.  Charles's  room  should  remain 
just  as  he  had  left  it;  Mme.  Grandet  and  Nanon  lent  them- 
selves to  this  whim  of  hers,  willingly  maintained  the  statu 
quo,  and  said  nothing  to  her  father. 

"Who  knows?"  Eugenie  said.  "He  may  come  back  to 
us  sooner  than  we  think." 

"  Ah !  I  wish  I  could  see  him  here  again,"  replied  Nanon. 
"  I  could  get  on  with  him  well  enough !  He  was  very  nice, 
and  an  excellent  gentleman ;  and  he  was  pretty-hke,  his  hair 
curled  over  his  head  just  like  a  girl's." 

Eugenie  gazed  at  Nanon. 

"  Holy  Virgin !  mademoiselle,  with  such  eyes,  you  are  like 
to  lose  your  soul.  You  shouldn't  look  at  people  in  that 
way." 

From  that  day  Mile.  Grandet's  beauty  took  a  new  char- 
acter. The  grave  thoughts  of  love  that  slowly  enveloped 
her  soul,  the  dignity  of  a  woman  who  is  beloved,  gave  to 
her  face  the  sort  of  radiance  that  early  painters  expressed 
by  the  aureole.  Before  her  cousin  came  into  her  life,  Eu- 
genie might  have  been  compared  to  the  Virgin  as  yet  un- 
conscious of  her  destiny ;  and  now  that  he  had  passed  out 
of  it,  she  seemed  like  the  Virgin  Mother;  she,  too,  bore 
love  in  her  heart.  Spanish  art  has  depicted  these  two 
Marys,  so  different  one  from  the  other — Christianity,  with 
its  many  symbols,  knows  no  more  glorious  types  than 
these. 

The  day  after  Charles  had  left  them,  Eugenie  went  to 
Mass  (as  she  had  resolved  to  do  daily),  and  on  her  way 
back  bought  a  map  of  the  world  from  the  only  bookseller 
in  the  town.  This  she  pinned  to  the  wall  beside  her  glass, 
so  that  she  might  follow  the  course  of  her  cousin's  voyage 
to  the  Indies ;  and  night  and  morning  might  be  beside  him 
for  a  little  while  on  that  far-off  vessel,  and  see  him  and  ask 
all  the  endless  questions  she  longed  to  ask. 

"  Are  you  well  ?  Are  you  not  sad  ?  Am  I  in  your  thoughts 
when  you  see  the  star  that  you  told  me  about.?  You  made 
me  see  how  beautiful  it  was." 
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In  the  morning  she  used  to  sit  like  one  in  a  dream  under 
the  great  walnut  tree,  on  the  old  gray,  lichen-covered,  worm- 
eaten  bench  where  they  had  talked  so  kindly  and  so  foolishly, 
where  they  had  built  such  fair  castles  in  the  air  in  which 
to  live.  She  thought  of  the  future  as  she  watched  the  little 
strip  of  sky  shut  in  by  the  high  walls  on  every  side,  then 
her  eyes  wandered  over  the  old  buttressed  wall  and  the  roof 
— Charles's  room  lay  beneath  it.  In  short,  this  solitary  per- 
sistent love  mingling  with  all  her  thoughts  became  the  sub- 
stance, or,  as  our  forefathers  would  have  said,  the  "  staff  " 
of  her  life. 

If  Grandet's  self-styled  friends  came  in  of  an  evening, 
she  would  seem  to  be  in  high  spirits,  but  the  liveliness  was 
only  assumed ;  she  used  to  talk  about  Charles  with  her  mother 
and  Nanon  the  whole  morning  through,  and  Nanon — who 
was  of  the  opinion  that  without  faltering  in  her  duty  to 
her  master  she  might  yet  feel  for  her  young  mistress's 
troubles — Nanon  spoke  on  this  wise — 

"  If  I  had  had  a  sweetheart,  I  would  have — I  would  have 
gone  with  him  to  hell.  I  would  have — well,  then,  I  would 
just  have  laid  down  my  life  for  him,  but — no  such  chance! 
I  shall  die  without  knowing  what  it  is  to  love.  Would  you 
believe  it,  mamselle,  there  is  that  old  Cornoiller,  who  is  a 
good  man  all  the  same,  dangling  about  after  my  savings, 
just  like  the  others  who  come  here  paying  court  to  you  and 
sniffing  after  the  master's  money.  I  see  through  it ;  I  may 
be  as  big  as  a  haystack,  but  I  am  as  sharp  as  a  needle  yet. 
Well !  and  yet  do  you  know,  mamselle,  it  may  not  be  love, 
but  I  rather  like  it." 

In  this  way  two  months  went  by.  The  secret  that  bound 
the  three  women  so  closely  together  had  brought  a  new 
interest  into  the  household  life  hitherto  so  monotonous.  For 
them  Charles  still  dwelt  in  the  house,  and  came  and  went 
beneath  the  old  gray  rafters  of  the  parlor.  Every  morning 
and  evening  Eugenie  opened  the  dressing-case  and  looked 
at  her  aunt's  portrait.  Her  mother,  suddenly  coming  into 
her  room  one  Sunday  morning,  found  her  absorbed  in  trac- 
ing out  a  likeness  to  Charles  in  the  lady  of  the  miniature, 
and  Mme.  Grandet  learned  for  the  first  time  a  terrible  secret, 
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how  that  Eugenie  had  parted  with  her  treasures  and  had 
taken  the  case  in  exchange. 

"  You  have  let  him  have  it  all !  "  cried  the  terrified  mother. 
"  What  Avill  you  say  to  your  father  on  New  Year's  Day 
when  he  asks  to  see  your  gold?  " 

Eugenie's  eyes  were  set  in  a  fixed  stare ;  the  horror  of 
this  thought  so  filled  the  women  that  half  the  morning  went 
by,  and  they  were  distressed  to  find  themselves  too  late  for 
high  Mass,  and  were  only  in  time  for  the  military  Mass. 
The  year  1819  was  almost  over;  there  were  only  three  more 
days  left.  In  three  days  a  terrible  drama  would  begin,  a 
drama  undignified  by  poison,  dagger,  or  bloodshed,  but  fate 
dealt  scarcely  more  cruelly  with  the  princely  house  of  Atreus 
than  with  the  actors  in  this  bourgeois  tragedy. 

"  What  is  to  become  of  us,?  "  said  Mme.  Grandet,  laying 
down  her  knitting  on  her  knee. 

Poor  mother !  all  the  events  of  the  past  two  months  had 
sadly  hindered  the  knitting,  the  woolen  cuffs  for  winter  wear 
were  not  finished  yet,  a  homely  and  apparently  insignificant 
fact  which  was  to  work  trouble  enough  for  her.  For  want  of 
the  warm  cuffs  she  caught  a  chill  after  a  violent  perspiration 
brought  on  by  one  of  her  husband's  fearful  outbursts  of  rage. 

"  My  poor  child,  I  have  been  thinking  that  if  you  had 
only  told  me  about  this,  we  should  have  had  time  to  write 
to  M.  des  Grassins  in  Paris.  He  might  have  managed  to 
send  us  some  gold  pieces  like  those  of  yours ;  and  although 
Grandet  knows  the  look  of  them  so  well,  still  perhaps " 

"  But  where  could  we  have  found  so  much  money  ?  " 

"  I  would  have  raised  it  on  my  property.  Besides,  M.  des 
Grassins  would  have  befriended  us " 

**  There  is  not  time  enough  now,"  faltered  Eugenie  in  a 
smothered  voice.  "  To-morrow  morning  we  shall  have  to 
go  to  his  room  to  wish  him  a  happy  New  Year,  shall  we 
not.?" 

"  Oh !  Eugenie,  why  not  go  and  see  the  Cruchots  about 
it.?" 

"  No,  no,  that  would  be  putting  ourselves  in  their  power ; 
I  should  be  entirely  in  their  hands  then.  Besides,  I  have 
made  up  my  mind.     I  have  acted  quite  rightly,  and  I  repent 
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of  nothing;  God  will  protect  me.  May  His  holy  will  be 
done !  Ah !  if  you  had  read  that  letter,  mother,  you  would 
have  thought  of  nothing  but  him." 

The  next  morning,  January  1,  1820,  the  mother  and 
daughter  were  in  an  agony  of  distress  that  they  could  not 
hide ;  sheer  terror  suggested  the  simple  expedient  of  omitting 
the  solemn  visit  to  Grandet's  room.  The  bitter  weather 
served  as  an  excuse;  the  winter  of  1819-20  was  the  coldest 
that  had  been  known  for  years,  and  snow  lay  deep  on  the 
roofs. 

Mme.  Grandet  called  to  her  husband  as  soon  as  she  heard 
him  stirring,  "  Grandet,  just  let  Nanon  light  a  bit  of  fire 
in  here  for  me,  the  air  is  so  sharp  that  I  am  shivering  under 
the  bedclothes,  and  at  my  time  of  life  I  must  take  care  of 
myself.  And  then,"  she  went  on  after  a  little  pause,  "  Eu- 
genie shall  come  in  here  to  dress.  The  poor  girl  may  do 
herself  a  mischief  if  she  dresses  in  her  own  room  in  such 
cold.  We  will  come  downstairs  into  the  sitting-room  and 
wish  you  a  happy  New  Year  there  by  the  fire." 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut,  what  a  tongue !  What  a  way  to  begin 
the  year,  Mme.  Grandet !  You  have  never  said  so  much  in 
your  life  before.  You  have  not  had  a  sop  of  bread  in  wine, 
I  suppose?  " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause.  Doubtless  his  wife's  pro- 
posal suited  his  notions,  for  he  said,  "  Very  well,  I  will  do 
as  you  wish,  Mme.  Grandet.  You  really  are  a  good  sort  of 
woman,  it  would  be  a  pity  for  you  to  expire  before  you 
are  due,  though,  as  a  rule,  the  La  Bertellieres  make  old 
bones,  don't  they,  hey?"  he  cried,  after  a  pause.  "Well, 
their  money  has  fallen  in  at  last ;  I  forgive  them,"  and 
he  coughed. 

"  You  are  in  spirits  this  morning,"  said  the  poor  wife. 

"  I  always  am  in  spirits. 

"  Hey !  hey !  cooper  gay. 
Mend  your  tub  and  take  your  pay." 

He  had  quite  finished  dressing,  and  came  into  his  wife's 
room.     "  Yes,  in  the  name  of  goodness !  it   is   a  mighty 
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hard  frost,  all  the  same.  We  shall  have  a  good  breakfast 
to-day,  wife.  Des  Grassins  has  sent  me  a  pate  de  foies  gras, 
truffled!  I  am  going  round  to  the  coach  office  to  see  after 
it.  He  should  have  sent  a  double  napoleon  for  Eugenie 
along  with  it,"  said  the  cooper,  coming  closer,  and  lowering 
his  voice.  "  I  have  no  gold,  I  certainly  had  a  few  old  coins 
still  left,  I  may  tell  you  that  in  confidence,  but  I  had  to  let 
them  go  in  the  course  of  business,"  and  by  way  of  cele- 
brating the  first  day  of  the  year  he  kissed  his  wife  on  the 
forehead. 

"  Eugenie,"  cried  the  kind  mother,  as  soon  as  Grandet 
had  gone,  "  I  don't  know  which  side  of  the  bed  your  father 
got  out  on,  but  he  is  in  a  good  humor  this  morning.  Pshaw ! 
we  shall  pull  through." 

"  What  can  have  come  over  the  master .?  "  cried  Nanon 
as  she  came  into  the  room  to  light  the  fire.  "  First  of  all, 
he  says,  '  Good-morning,  great  stupid,  a  happy  New  Year ! 
Go  upstairs  and  light  a  fire  in  my  wife's  room ;  she  is  feeling 
cold.'  I  thought  I  must  be  off  my  head  when  I  saw  him 
holding  out  his  hand  with  a  six-franc  piece  in  it  that  hadn't 
been  clipped  a  bit !  There !  madame,  only  look  at  it !  Oh ! 
he  is  a  worthy  man,  all  the  same — he  is  a  good  man,  he  is. 
There  are  some  as  get  harder-hearted  the  older  they  grow ; 
but  he  turns  sweeter,  like  your  cordial  that  improves 
with  keeping.  He  is  a  very  good  and  a  very  excellent 
man " 

Grandet's  speculation  had  been  completely  successful;  this 
was  the  cause  of  his  high  spirits.  M.  des  Grassins — after 
deducting  various  amounts  which  the  cooper  owed  him, 
partly  for  discounting  Dutch  bills  to  the  amount  of  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand  francs,  and  partly  for  advances  of 
money  for  the  purchase  of  a  hundred  thousand  livres  worth 
of  consols — M.  des  Grassins  was  sending  him,  by  diligence, 
thirty  thousand  francs  in  crowns,  the  remainder  (after  the 
aforesaid  deductions  had  been  made)  of  the  cooper's  half- 
yearly  dividends,  and  informed  Grandet  that  consols  were 
steadily  rising.  They  stood  at  eighty-nine  at  the  present 
moment,  and  well-known  capitalists  were  buying  for  the 
next  account  at  the  end  of  January  at  ninety-two.     In  two 


EUGENIE  GRANDET  151 

months  Grandet  had  made  twelve  per  cent,  on  his  capital; 
he  had  straightened  his  accounts ;  and  henceforward  he  would 
receive  fifty  thousand  francs  every  half-year,  clear  of  taxes 
or  any  outgoing  expenses.  In  short,  he  had  grasped  the 
theory  of  consols  (a  class  of  investment  of  which  the  pro- 
vincial mind  is  exceedingly  shy),  and,  looking  ahead,  he 
beheld  himself  the  master  of  six  millions  of  francs  in  five 
years'  time — six  millions,  which  would  go  on  accumulating 
M-ith  scarcely  any  trouble  on  his  part — six  millions  of  francs ! 
And  there  was  the  value  of  his  landed  property  to  add  to 
tliis ;  he  saw  himself  in  a  fair  way  to  build  up  a  colossal 
fortune.  The  six  francs  given  to  Nanon  were  perhaps  in 
reality  the  payment  for  an  immense  service  which  the  girl 
had  unwittingly  done  her  master. 

"  Oho !  what  can  M.  Grandet  be  after  ?  He  is  running 
as  if  there  were  a  fire  somewhere,"  the  shopkeepers  said  to 
each  other  as  they  took  down  their  shutters  that  New  Year's 
morning. 

A  little  later  when  they  saw  him  coming  back  from  the 
quay  followed  by  a  porter  from  the  coach  office,  who  was 
wheeling  a  barrow  piled  up  with  little  bags  full  of  some- 
thing : 

"  Ah !  "  said  they,  "  water  always  makes  for  the  river, 
the  old  boy  was  hurrying  after  his  crowns." 

"  They  flow  in  on  him  from  Paris,  and  Froidfond,  and 
Holland,"  said  one. 

"  He  will  buy  Saumur  before  he  has  done,"  cried  another. 

"  He  does  not  care  a  rap  for  the  cold ;  he  is  always  looking 
after  his  business,"  said  a  woman  to  her  husband. 

"  Hi !  M.  Grandet !  if  you  have  more  of  that  than  you 
know  what  to  do  with,  I  can  help  you  to  get  rid  of  some 
of  it." 

"  Eh !  they  are  only  coppers,"  said  the  vine-grower. 

"  Silver,  he  means,"  said  the  porter  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Keep  a  still  tongue  in  your  head,  if  you  want  me  to 
bear  you  in  mind,"  said  M.  Grandet  as  he  opened  the 
door. 

"  Oh !  the  old  fox,  I  thought  he  was  deaf,"  said  the  porter 
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to  himself,  "  but  it  looks  as  though  he  could  hear  well  enough 
in  cold  weather." 

"  Here  is  a  franc  for  a  New  Year's  gift,  and  keep  quiet 
about  this.  Off  with  you !  Nanon  will  bring  back  the 
barrow.  Nanon !  "  cried  Grandet,  "  are  the  women-folk  gone 
to  Mass?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Come,  look  sharp,  and  lend  a  hand  here,  then,"  he  cried, 
and  loaded  her  with  the  bags.  In  another  minute  the  crowns 
were  safely  transferred  to  his  room,  where  he  locked  him- 
self in. 

"  Thump  on  the  wall  when  breakfast  is  ready,"  he  called 
through  the  door,  and  take  the  Tzheelbarrow  back  to  the 
coach  office." 

It  was  ten  o'clock  before  the  family  breakfasted. 

"  Your  father  will  not  ask  to  see  your  gold  now,"  said 
Mme.  Grandet  as  they  came  back  from  Mass ;  "  and  if  he 
does,  you  can  shiver  and  say  it  is  too  cold  to  go  upstairs 
for  it.  We  shall  have  time  to  make  up  the  money  again 
before  your  birthday " 

Grandet  came  down  the  stairs  with  his  head  full  of  schemes 
for  transforming  the  five-franc  pieces  just  received  from 
Paris  into  gold  coin,  which  should  be  neither  clipped  nor 
light  weight.  He  thought  of  his  admirably  timed  invest- 
ment in  Government  stock,  and  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
would  continue  to  put  his  money  into  consols  until  they  rose 
to  a  hundred  francs.  Such  meditations  as  these  boded  ill 
for  Eugenie.  As  soon  as  he  came  in  the  two  women  wished 
him  a  prosperous  New  Year,  each  in  her  own  way ;  Mme. 
Grandet  was  grave  and  ceremonious,  but  his  daughter  put 
her  arms  round  his  neck  and  kissed  him.  "  Aha !  child,"  he 
said,  kissing  her  on  both  cheeks,  "  I  am  thinking  and  work- 
ing for  you,  you  see ! — I  want  you  to  be  happy,  and  if 
you  are  to  be  happy,  you  must  have  money ;  for  you  won't 
get  anything  without  it.  Look !  here  is  a  brand  new  na- 
poleon, I  sent  to  Paris  on  purpose  for  it.  In  the  name  of 
goodness !  there  is  not  a  speck  of  gold  in  the  house,  except 
yours,  you  are  the  one  who  has  the  gold.  Let  me  see  your 
gold,  little  girl." 
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"  Bah !  it  is  too  cold,  let  us  have  breakfast,"  Eugenie 
answered. 

"  Well,  then,  after  breakfast  we  will  have  a  look  at  it, 
eh?  It  will  be  good  for  our  digestions.  That  great  des 
Grassins  sent  us  this,  all  the  same,"  he  went  on,  "  so  get 
your  breakfast,  children,  for  it  costs  us  nothing.  Des  Gras- 
sins is  going  on  nicely ;  I  am  pleased  with  him ;  the  old  fish 
is  doing  Charles  a  service,  and  all  free  gratis.  Really,  he 
is  managing  poor  dear  Grandet's  affairs  very  cleverly. 
Ououh !  ououh ! "  he  cried,  with  his  mouth  full,  "  this  is 
good !  Eat  away,  wife,  there  is  enough  here  to  last  us  for 
two  days  at  least." 

"  I  am  not  hungry.  I  am  very  poorly,  you  know  that 
very  well." 

"  Oh !  Ah !  but  you  have  a  sound  constitution  ;  you  are 
a  la  Bertelliere,  and  you  can  put  away  a  great  deal  with- 
out any  fear  of  damaging  yourself.  You  may  be  a  trifle 
sallow,  but  I  have  a  liking  for  yellow  myself." 

The  prisoner  shrinking  from  a  public  and  ignominious 
death  could  not  well  await  his  doom  with  a  more  sickening 
dread  than  Mme.  Grandet  and  Eugenie  felt  as  they  foresaw 
the  end  of  breakfast  and  the  inevitable  sequel.  The  more 
boisterously  the  cooper  talked  and  ate,  the  lower  sank  their 
spirits ;  but  to  the  girl,  in  this  crisis,  a  certain  support  was 
not  lacking,  love  was  strong  within  her.  "  I  would  die  a 
thousand  deaths,"  she  thought,  "  for  him,  for  him !  " 

She  looked  at  her  mother,  and  courage  and  defiance  shone 
in  her  eyes. 

By  eleven  o'clock  they  had  finished  breakfast.  "  Clear 
everything  away,"  Grandet  told  Nanon,  "  but  leave  us  the 
table.  We  can  look  over  your  little  treasure  more  comfort- 
ably so,"  he  said  with  his  eyes  on  Eugenie.  "  Little,  said 
I?  'Tis  not  so  small,  though,  upon  my  word.  Your  coins 
altogether  are  actually  worth  five  thousand  nine  hundred 
and  fifty-nine  francs,  then  with  forty  more  this  morning,  that 
makes  six  thousand  francs  all  but  one.  Well,  I  will  give 
you  another  franc  to  make  up  the  sum,  because,  you  see, 
little  girl — Well !  now,  why  are  you  listening  to  us !  Just 
take  yourself  off,  Nanon,  and  set  about  your  work !  " 
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Nanon  vanished. 

"  Listen,  Eugenie,  you  must  let  me  have  your  gold.  You 
will  not  refuse  to  let  your  papa  have  it.-^  Eh,  little  daugh- 
ter.? " 

Neither  of  the  women   spoke. 

"  I  myself  have  no  gold  left.  I  had  some  once,  but  I 
have  none  now.  I  will  give  you  six  thousand  francs  in  silver 
for  it,  and  you  shall  invest  it ;  I  will  show  you  how.  There 
is  really  no  need  to  think  of  a  dozen.  When  you  are  mar- 
ried (which  will  be  before  very  long)  I  will  find  a  husband 
for  you  who  will  give  you  the  handsomest  dozen  that  has 
ever  been  heard  of  hereabouts.  There  is  a  splendid  oppor- 
tunity just  now;  you  can  invest  your  six  thousand  francs 
in  Government  stock,  and  every  six  months,  when  dividends 
are  due,  you  will  have  about  two  hundred  francs  coming 
in,  all  clear  of  taxes,  and  no  repairs  to  pay  for,  and  no 
frosts  nor  hail  nor  bad  seasons,  none  of  all  the  tiresome 
drawbacks  you  have  to  lay  your  account  with  if  you  put 
your  money  into  land.  You  don't  like  to  part  with  your 
gold,  eh?  Is  that  it,  little  girl.?  Never  mind,  let  me  have 
it  all  the  same.  I  will  look  out  for  gold  coins  for  you, 
ducats  from  Holland,  and  genovines  and  Portuguese  moi- 
dores  and  rupees,  the  Mogul's  rupees ;  and  what  with  the 
coins  I  shall  give  you  on  your  birthday  and  so  forth,  you 
will  have  half  your  little  hoard  again  in  three  years'  time, 
beside  the  six  thousand  francs  in  the  Funds.  What  do  you 
say,  little  girl.?  Look  up,  child!  There!  there!  bring  it 
here,  my  pet.  You  owe  me  a  good  kiss  for  telling  you 
business  secrets  and  mysteries  of  the  life  and  death  of  five- 
franc  pieces.  Five-franc  pieces !  Yes,  indeed,  the  coins  live 
and  gad  about  just  like  men  do ;  they  go  and  come  and  sweat 
and  multiply." 

Eugenie  rose  and  made  a  few  steps  towards  the  door ;  then 
she  turned  abruptly,  looked  her  father  full  in  the  face,  and 
said: 

"  All  my  gold  is  gone ;  I  have  none  left." 

"  All  your  gold  is  gone ! "  echoed  Grandet,  starting  up, 
as  a  horse  might  rear  when  the  cannon  thunders  not  ten 
paces  from  him. 
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"  Yes,  it  is  all  gone." 

"  Eugenie !  jou  are  dreaming !  " 

"  No." 

"  By  my  father's  pruning-hook !  "  Whenever  the  cooper 
swore  in  this  fashion,  the  floors  and  ceilings  trembled. 

"  Lord  have  mercy !  "  cried  Nanon ;  "  how  white  the  mis- 
tress is ! " 

"  Grandet !  you  will  kill  me  with  your  angry  fits,"  said 
the  poor  wife. 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut ;  none  of  your  family  ever  die.  Now,  Eu- 
genie !  what  have  you  done  with  your  money .''  "  he  burst  out 
as  he  turned  upon  her. 

The  girl  was  on  her  knees  beside  Mme.  Grandet. 

"  Look !  sir,"  she  said,  "  my  mother  is  very  ill — do  not 
kill  her." 

Grandet  was  alarmed ;  his  wife's  dark,  sallow  complexion 
had  grown  so  white. 

"  Nanon,  come  and  help  me  up  to  bed,"  she  said  in  a 
feeble  voice.     "  This  is  killing  me " 

Nanon  gave  an  arm  to  her  mistress,  and  Eugenie  sup- 
ported her  on  the  other  side ;  but  it  was  only  with  the  great- 
est difficulty  that  they  reached  her  room,  for  the  poor 
mother's  strength  completely  failed  her,  and  she  stumbled 
at  every  step.  Grandet  was  left  alone  in  the  parlor.  After 
a  while,  however,  he  came  part  of  the  way  upstairs,  and 
called  out: 

"  Eugenie !  Come  down  again  as  soon  as  your  mother  is 
in  bed." 

"  Yes,  father." 

In  no  long  time  she  returned  to  him,  after  comforting  her 
mother  as  best  she  could. 

"  Now,  my  daughter,"  Grandet  addressed  her,  "  you  will 
tell  me  where  your  money  is." 

"  If  I  am  not  perfectly  free  to  do  as  I  like  with  your 
presents,  father,  please  take  them  back  again,"  said  Eugenie 
coldly.  She  went  to  the  chimney-piece  for  the  napoleon, 
and  gave  it  to  her  father. 

Grandet  pounced  upon  it,  and  slipped  it  into  his  waistcoat 
pocket. 
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"  I  will  never  give  you  anything  again,  I  know,"  he  said, 
pointing  his  thumb  at  her.  "  You  look  down  on  your  father, 
do  you?  You  have  no  confidence  in  him?  Do  you  know 
what  a  father  is?  If  he  is  not  everything  to  you,  he  is 
nothing.     Now;  where  is  your  gold?  " 

"  I  do  respect  you  and  love  you,  father,  in  spite  of  your 
anger ;  but  I  would  very  humbly  point  out  to  you  that  I 
am  twenty-one  years  old.  You  have  told  me  that  I  am  of 
age  often  enough  for  me  to  know  it.  I  have  done  as  I 
liked  with  my  money,  and  rest  assured  that  it  is  in  good 
hands " 

"Whose?" 

"  That  is  an  inviolable  secret,"  she  said.  "  Have  you 
not  your  secrets  ?  " 

"  Am  I  not  the  head  of  my  family  ?  May  I  not  be  allowed 
to  have  my  own  business  affairs?  " 

"  This  is  my  own  affair." 

"  It  must  be  something  very  unsatisfactory,  Mile.  Grandet, 
if  you  cannot  tell  your  own  father  about  it." 

"  It  is  perfectly  satisfactory,  and  I  cannot  tell  my  father 
about  it." 

"  Tell  me,  at  any  rate,  when  you  parted  with  your 
gold." 

Eugenie  shook  her  head. 

"You  still  had  it  on  your  birthday,  hadn't  you,  eh?  " 

But  if  greed  had  made  her  father  crafty,  love  had  taught 
Eugenie  to  be  wary ;  she  shook  her  head  again. 

"  Did  anyone  ever  hear  of  such  obstinacy,  or  of  such  a 
robbery?  "  cried  Grandet,  in  a  voice  which  gradually  rose 
till  it  rang  through  the  house.  "  What !  here,  in  my  house, 
in  my  own  house,  someone  has  taken  your  gold !  Taken  all 
the  gold  that  there  was  in  the  place!  And  I  am  not  to 
know  who  it  was?  Gold  is  a  precious  thing.  The  best  of 
girls  go  wrong  and  throw  themselves  away  one  way  or 
another;  that  happens  among  great  folk,  and  even  among 
decent  citizens ;  but  think  of  throwing  gold  away !  For  you 
gave  it  to  somebody,  I  suppose,  eh?  " 

Eugenie  gave  no  sign. 

"  Did   anyone  ever  see  such  a  daughter !     Can  you  be 
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a  child  of  mine?  If  you  have  parted  with  your  money,  you 
must  have  a  receipt  for  it " 

"  Was  I  free  to  do  as  I  wished  with  it — Yes  or  no?  Was 
it  mine?  " 

"  Why,  you  are  a  child." 

"  I  am  of  age." 

At  first  Grandet  was  struck  dumb  by  his  daughter  daring 
to  argue  with  him,  and  in  this  way !  He  turned  pale, 
stamped,  swore,  and  finding  words  at  last,  he  shouted — 

"  Accursed  serpent !  Miserable  girl !  Oh !  you  know  well 
that  I  love  you,  and  you  take  advantage  of  it !  You  un- 
grateful child!  She  would  rob  and  murder  her  own  father! 
Pardieu!  you  would  have  thrown  all  we  have  at  the  feet  of 
that  vagabond  with  the  morocco  boots.  By  my  father's 
pruning-hook,  I  cannot  disinherit  you,  but  in  the  name  of 
thunder !  I  can  curse  you ;  you  and  your  cousin  and  your 
children.  Nothing  good  can  come  out  of  this;  do  you  hear? 
If  it  was  to  Charles  that — But,  no,  that  is  impossible.  What 
if  that  miserable  puppy  should  have  robbed  me?  " 

He  glared  at  his  daughter,  who  was  still  silent  and  un- 
moved. 

"  She  does  not  stir !  She  does  not  flinch !  She  is  more 
of  a  Grandet  than  I  am.  You  did  not  give  your  gold  away 
for  nothing,  anyhow.     Come,  now;  tell  me  about  it?" 

Eugenie  looked  up  at  her  father;  her  satirical  glance 
exasperated  him. 

"  Eugenie,  this  is  my  house ;  so  long  as  you  are  under 
your  father's  roof  you  must  do  as  your  father  bids  you. 
The  priests  command  you  to  obey  me." 

Eugenie  bent  her  head  again. 

"  You  are  wounding  all  my  tenderest  feelings,"  he  went 
on.  "  Get  out  of  my  sight  until  you  are  ready  to  obey  me. 
Go  to  your  room  and  stay  there  until  I  give  you  leave  to 
come  out  of  it.  Nanon  will  bring  you  bread  and  water. 
Do  you  hear  what  I  say  ?     Go !  " 

Eugenie  burst  into  tears,  and  fled  away  to  her  mother. 
Grandet  took  several  turns  in  his  garden  without  heeding 
the  snow  or  the  cold ;  then,  suspecting  that  his  daughter 
would  be  in  his  wife's  room,  and  delighted  with  the  idea  of 
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catching  them  in  flagrant  disobedience  to  orders,  he  climbed 
the  stairs  as  stealthily  as  a  cat,  and  suddenly  appeared  in 
Mme.  Grandet's  room.  He  was  right ;  she  was  stroking 
Eugenie's  hair,  and  the  girl  lay  with  her  face  hidden  in 
her  mother's  breast. 

"  Poor  child !     Never  mind,  your  father  will  relent." 

"  She  has  no  longer  a  father !  "  said  the  cooper.  "  Is  it 
really  possible,  Mme.  Grandet,  that  we  have  brought  such 
a  disobedient  daughter  into  the  world.'*  A  pretty  bringing 
up ;  and  pious,  too,  above  all  things !  Well !  how  is  it  you 
are  not  in  your  room.'*  Come,  off  to  prison  with  you;  to 
prison,  miss." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  take  my  daughter  away  from  me,  sir.''  " 
said  Mme.  Grandet,  as  she  raised  a  flushed  face  and  bright, 
feverish  eyes. 

"  If  you  want  to  keep  her,  take  her  along  with  you,  and 

the  house  will  be  rid  of  you  both  at  once Thunder ! 

Where  is  the  gold.''     What  has  become  of  the  gold?  " 

Eugenie  rose  to  her  feet,  looked  proudly  at  her  father, 
and  went  into  her  room ;  he  turned  the  key  in  the  door. 

"  Nanon !  "  he  shouted,  "  you  can  rake  out  the  fire  in  the 
parlor  " ;  then  he  came  back  and  sat  down  in  an  easy-chair 
that  stood  between  the  fire  and  his  wife's  bedside,  saying  as 
he  did  so,  "  Of  course,  she  gave  her  gold  to  that  miserable 
seducer,  Charles,  who  only  cared  for  our  money." 

Mme.  Grandet's  love  for  her  daughter  gave  her  courage 
in  the  face  of  this  danger;  to  all  appearance  she  was  deaf, 
dumb,  and  blind  to  all  that  was  implied  by  this  speech.  She 
turned  on  her  bed  so  as  to  avoid  the  angry  glitter  of  her 
husband's  eyes. 

"  I  knew  nothing  about  all  this,"  she  said.  "  Your  anger 
makes  me  so  ill,  that  if  my  forebodings  come  true  I  shall 
only  leave  this  room  when  they  carry  me  out  feet  foremost. 
I  think  you  might  have  spared  me  this  scene,  sir.  I,  at  all 
events,  have  never  caused  you  any  vexation.  Your  daughter 
loves  you,  and  I  am  sure  she  is  as  innocent  as  a  newborn 
babe ;  so  do  not  make  her  miserable,  and  take  back  your 
word.  This  cold  is  terribly  sharp;  it  might  make  her  seri- 
ously ill." 
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"  I  shall  neither  see  her  nor  speak  to  her.  She  shall  stop 
in  her  room  on  bread  and  water  until  she  has  done  as  her 
father  bids  her.  What  the  devil !  the  head  of  a  family  ought 
to  know  when  gold  goes  out  of  his  house,  and  where  it 
goes.  She  had  the  only  rupees  that  there  are  in  France, 
for  aught  I  know ;  then  there  were  genovines  besides,  and 
Dutch  ducats " 

"  Eugenie  is  our  only  child,  and  even  if  she  had  flung  them 
into  the  water " 

"  Into  the  water !  "  shouted  the  worthy  cooper.  "  Into  the 
water!  Mme.  Grandet,  you  are  raving!  When  I  say  a 
thing  I  mean  it,  as  you  well  know.  If  you  want  to  have 
peace  in  the  house,  get  her  to  confess  to  you,  and  worm 
this  secret  out  of  her.  Women  understand  each  other,  and 
are  cleverer  at  this  sort  of  thing  than  we  are.  Whatever 
she  may  have  done,  I  certainly  shall  not  eat  her.  Is  she 
afraid  of  me.f*  If  she  had  covered  her  cousin  with  gold  from 
head  to  foot,  he  is  safe  on  the  high  seas  by  this  time,  hein ! 
We  cannot  run  after  him " 

"  Really,  sir "  his  wife  began. 

But  Mme.  Grandet's  nature  had  developed  during  her 
daughter's  trouble ;  she  felt  more  keenly,  and  perhaps  her 
thoughts  moved  more  quickly,  or  it  may  be  that  excitement 
and  the  strain  upon  her  overwrought  nerves  had  sharpened 
her  mental  faculties.  She  saw  the  wen  on  her  husband's 
face  twitch  ominously  even  as  she  began  to  speak,  and 
changed  her  purpose  without  changing  her  voice, 

"  Really,  sir,  have  I  any  more  authority  over  her  than 
you  have?  She  has  never  said  a  word  about  it  to  me.  She 
takes  after  you." 

"  Goodness !  your  tongue  is  hung  in  the  middle  this  morn- 
ing !  Tut,  tut,  tut ;  you  are  going  to  fly  in  my  face,  I 
suppose?     Perhaps  you  and  she  are  both  in  it." 

He  glared  at  his  wife. 

"  Really,  M.  Grandet,  if  you  want  to  kill  me,  you  have 
only  to  keep  on  as  you  are  doing.  I  tell  you,  sir,  and  if 
it  were  to  cost  me  my  life,  I  would  say  it  again — you  are 
too  hard  on  your  daughter ;  she  is  a  great  deal  more  sensible 
than  you  are.     The  money  belonged  to  her ;  she  could  only 
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have  made  a  good  use  of  it,  and  our  good  works  ought  to 
be  known  to  God  alone.  Sir,  I  implore  you,  take  Eugenie 
back  into  favor.  It  will  lessen  the  effect  of  the  shock  your 
anger  gave  me,  and  perhaps  will  save  my  life.  My  daughter, 
sir ;  give  me  back  my  daughter '  " 

"  I  am  off,"  he  said.  "  It  is  unbearable  here  in  my  house, 
when  a  mother  and  daughter  talk  and  argue  as  if — Brooouh ! 
Pouah!  You  have  given  me  bitter  New  Year's  gifts,  Eu- 
genie !  "  he  called.  "  Yes,  yes,  cry  away !  You  shall  repent 
it,  do  you  hear.''  What  is  the  good  of  taking  the  sacra- 
ment six  times  a  quarter  if  you  give  your  father's  gold  away 
on  the  sly  to  an  idle  rascal  who  will  break  your  heart  when 
you  have  nothing  else  left  to  give  him?  You  will  find  out 
what  he  is,  that  Charles  of  yours,  with  his  morocco  boots 
and  his  stand-off  airs.  He  can  have  no  heart  and  no  con- 
science either,  when  he  dares  to  carry  off  a  poor  girl's  money 
without  the  consent  of  her  parents." 

As  soon  as  the  street-door  was  shut,  Eugenie  stole  out 
of  her  room  and  came  to  her  mother's  bedside. 

"  You  were  very  brave  for  your  daughter's  sake,"  she 
said. 

"  You  see  where  crooked  ways  lead  us,  child ! — You  have 
made  me  tell  a  lie." 

"  Oh !  mother,  I  will  pray  to  God  to  let  all  the  punish- 
ment fall  on  me." 

"Is  it  true?"  asked  Nanon,  coming  upstairs  in  dismay, 
"  that  mademoiselle  here  is  to  be  put  on  bread  and  water  for 
the  rest  of  her  life?  " 

"  What  does  it  matter,  Nanon?  "  asked  Eugenie  calmly. 

"  Why,  before  I  would  eat  '  kitchen  '  while  the  daughter 
of  the  house  is  eating  dry  bread,  I  would — no,  no,  it  won't 
do." 

"  Don't  say  a  word  about  it,  Nanon,"  Eugenie  warned  her. 

"  It  would  stick  in  my  throat ;  but  you  shall  see." 

Grandet  dined  alone,  for  the  first  time  in  twenty-four 
years. 

"  So  you  are  a  widower,  sir,"  said  Nanon.  "  It  is  a  very 
-dismal  thing  to  be  a  widower  when  you  have  a  wife  and 
daughter  in  the  house." 
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"  I  did  not  speak  to  you,  did  I  ?  Keep  a  still  tongue  in 
your  head,  or  you  will  have  to  go.  What  have  you  in  that 
saucepan  that  I  can  hear  boiling  away  on  the  stove?  '* 

"  Some  dripping  that  I  am  melting  down " 

"  There  will  be  some  people  here  this  evening ;  light  the 
fire." 

The  Cruchots  and  their  friends,  Mme.  des  Grassins  and 
her  son,  all  came  in  about  eight  o'clock,  and  to  their  amaze- 
ment saw  neither  Mme.  Grandet  nor  her  daughter. 

"  My  wife  is  not  very  well  to-day,  and  Eugenie  is  upstairs 
with  her,"  replied  the  old  cooper,  without  a  trace  of  per- 
turbation on  his  face. 

After  an  hour  spent,  in  more  or  less  trivial  talk,  Mme.  des 
Grassins,  who  had  gone  upstairs  to  see  Mme.  Grandet,  came 
down  again  to  the  dining-room,  and  was  met  with  a  general 
inquiry  of  "How  is  Mme.  Grandet .'^" 

"  She  is  very  far  from  well,"  the  lady  said  gravely.  "  Her 
health  seems  to  me  to  be  in  a  very  precarious  state.  At  her 
time  of  life  you  ought  to  take  great  care  of  her,  Papa 
Grandet." 

"  We  shall  see,"  said  the  vine-grower  abstractedly,  and 
the  whole  party  took  leave  of  him.  As  soon  as  the  Cruchots 
were  out  in  the  street  and  the  door  was  shut  behind  them, 
Mme.  des  Grassins  turned  to  them  and  said,  "  Something  has 
happened  among  the  Grandets.  The  mother  is  very  ill;  she 
herself  has  no  idea  how  ill  she  is,  and  the  girl's  eyes  are  red, 
as  if  she  had  been  crying  for  a  long  while.  Are  they  wanting 
to  marry  her  against  her  will.'*  " 

That  night,  when  the  cooper  had  gone  to  bed,  Nanon,  in 
list  slippers,  stole  up  to  Eugenie's  room,  and  displayed  a 
raised  pie,  which  she  had  managed  to  bake  in  a  saucepan. 

"  Here,  mademoiselle,"  said  the  kind  soul,  "  Cornoiller 
brought  a  hare  for  me.  You  eat  so  little  that  the  pie  will 
last  you  for  quite  a  week,  and  there  is  no  fear  of  its  spoiling 
in  this  frost.  You  shall  not  live  on  dry  bread,  at  any  rate ; 
it  is  not  at  all  good  for  you." 

"  Poor  Nanon ! "  said  Eugenie,  as  she  pressed  the  girl's 
hand. 

"  I  have  made  it  very  dainty  and  nice,  and  he  never  found 
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out  about  it.  I  paid  for  tlic  lard  and  the  bay-leaves  out  of 
my  six  francs ;  I  can  surely  do  as  I  like  with  my  own  money," 
and  the  old  servant  fled,  thinking  that  she  heard  Grandet 
stirring. 

Several  months  went  by.  The  cooper  went  to  see  his  wife 
at  various  time  in  the  day,  and  never  mentioned  his  daugh- 
ter's name — never  saw  her,  nor  made  the  slightest  allusion 
to  her.  Mme.  Grandet's  health  grew  worse  and  worse ;  she 
had  not  once  left  her  room  since  that  terrible  January  morn- 
ing. But  nothing  shook  the  old  cooper's  determination ;  he 
was  hard,  cold,  and  unyielding  as  a  block  of  granite.  He 
came  and  went,  his  manner  of  life  was  in  nowise  altered;  but 
he  did  not  stammer  now,  and  he  talked  less ;  perhaps,  too, 
in  matters  of  business,  people  found  him  harder  than  before, 
but  errors  crept  into  his  bookkeeping. 

Something  had  certainly  happened  in  the  Grandet  family, 
both  Cruchotins  and  Grassinistes  were  agreed  on  that  head; 
and  "  What  can  be  the  matter  with  the  Grandets.?  "  became 
a  stock  question  which  people  asked  each  other  at  every 
social  gathering  in  Saumur. 

Eugenie  went  regularly  to  church,  escorted  by  Nanon. 
If  Mme.  des  Grassins  spoke  to  her  in  the  porch  as  she  came 
out,  the  girl  would  answer  evasively,  and  the  lady's  curiosity 
remained  ungratified.  But  after  two  months  spent  in  this 
fashion  it  was  almost  impossible  to  hide  the  real  state  of 
affairs  from  Mme.  des  Grassins  or  from  the  Cruchots ;  a 
time  came  when  all  pretexts  were  exhausted,  and  Eugenie's 
constant  absence  still  demanded  an  explanation.  A  little 
later,  though  no  one  could  say  how  or  when  the  secret  leaked 
out,  it  became  common  property,  and  the  whole  town  knew 
that  ever  since  New  Year's  Day  Mile.  Grandet  had  been 
locked  up  in  her  room  by  her  father's  orders,  and  that  there 
she  lived  on  bread  and  water  in  solitary  confinement,  and 
without  a  fire.  Nanon,  it  was  reported,  cooked  dainties  for 
her,  and  brought  food  secretly  to  her  room  at  night.  Fur- 
ther particulars  were  given.  It  was  even  said  that  only 
when  Grandet  was  out  of  the  house  could  the  young  girl 
nurse  her  mother,  or  indeed  see  her  at  all. 

People  blamed  Grandet  severely.     He  was  regarded  as  an 
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outlaw,  as  it  were,  by  the  whole  town ;  all  his  hardness,  his 
bad  faith  was  remembered  against  him,  and  everyone  shunned 
him.  They  whispered  and  pointed  at  him  as  he  went  by ; 
and  as  his  daughter  passed  along  the  crooked  street  on  her 
way  to  Mass  or  to  vespers,  with  Nanon  at  her  side,  people 
would  hurry  to  their  windows  and  look  curiously  at  the 
wealthy  heiress's  face — a  face  so  sad  and  so  divinely  sweet. 

The  town  gossip  reached  her  ears  as  slowly  as  it  reached 
her  father's.  Her  imprisonment  and  her  father's  displeasure 
were  as  nothing  to  her;  had  she  not  her  map  of  the  world.'' 
And  from  her  window  could  she  not  see  the  little  bench, 
the  old  wall,  and  the  garden  walks.''  Was  not  the  sweetness 
of  those  past  kisses  still  upon  her  lips?  So,  sustained  by 
love  and  by  the  consciousness  of  her  innocence  in  the  sight 
of  God,  she  could  patiently  endure  her  solitary  life  and  her 
father's  anger ;  but  there  was  another  sorrow,  so  deep  and 
so  overwhelming  that  Eugenie  could  not  find  a  refuge  from 
it.  The  gentle,  patient  mother  was  gradually  passing  away ; 
it  seemed  as  if  the  beauty  of  her  soul  shone  out  more  and 
more  brightly  in  those  dark  days  as  she  drew  nearer  to 
the  tomb.  Eugenie  often  bitterly  blamed  herself  for  tliis 
illness,  telling  herself  that  she  had  been  the  innocent  cause 
of  the  painful  malady  that  was  slowly  consuming  her 
mother's  life ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  her  mother  said  to  comfort 
her,  this  remorseful  feeling  made  her  cling  more  closely 
to  the  love  she  was  to  lose  so  soon.  Every  morning,  as 
soon  as  her  father  had  left  the  house,  she  went  to  sit  at 
her  mother's  bedside.  Nanon  used  to  bring  her  breakfast 
to  her  there.  But  for  poor  Eugenie  in  her  sadness,  this 
suffering  was  almost  more  than  she  could  bear ;  she  looked 
at  her  mother's  face,  and  then  at  Nanon,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  and  was  dumb ;  she  did  not  dare  to  speak  of  her  cousin 
now.  It  was  always  Mme.  Grandet  who  began  to  talk  of 
him ;  it  was  she  who  was  forced  to  say,  "  Where  is  he?  Why 
does  he  not  write.?  " 

Neither  mother  nor  daughter  had  any  idea  of  the 
distance. 

"  Let  us  think  of  him  without  talking  about  him,  mother," 
Eugenie  would  answer.     "  You  are  suffering ;  you  come  be- 
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fore  everyone " ;  and  when  she  said  "  everyone,"  Eugenie 
meant  him. 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  live  any  longer,  child,"  Mme.  Grandet 
used  to  say.  "  God  in  His  protecting  care  has  led  me  to 
look  forward  joyfully  to  death  as  the  end  of  my  sorrows." 

Everything  that  she  said  was  full  of  Christian  piety.  For 
the  first  few  months  of  the  year  her  husband  breakfasted  in 
her  room,  and  always,  as  he  walked  restlessly  about,  he  heard 
the  same  words  from  her,  uttered  with  angelic  gentleness, 
but  with  firmness ;  the  near  approach  of  death  had  given 
her  the  courage  which  she  had  lacked  all  her  life. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  for  the  interest  which  you  take  in  my 
health,"  she  said  in  response  to  the  merest  formality  of  an 
inquiry ;  "  but  if  you  really  wish  to  sweeten  the  bitterness 
of  my  last  moments,  and  to  alleviate  my  sufferings,  forgive 
our  daughter,  and  act  like  a  Christian,  a  husband,  and  a 
father." 

At  these  words  Grandet  would  come  and  sit  down  by  the 
bed,  much  as  a  man  who  is  threatened  by  a  shower  betakes 
himself  resignedly  to  the  nearest  sheltering  archway.  He 
would  say  nothing,  and  his  wife  might  say  what  she  liked. 
To  the  most  pathetic,  loving,  and  fervent  prayers,  he  would 
reply,  "  My  poor  wife,  you  are  looking  a  bit  pale  to-day." 

His  daughter  seemed  to  have  passed  entirely  out  of  his 
mind;  the  mention  of  her  name  brought  no  change  over  his 
stony  face  and  hard-set  mouth.  He  always  gave  the  same 
vague  answers  to  her  pleadings,  couched  in  almost  the  same 
words,  and  did  not  heed  his  wife's  white  face,  nor  the  tears 
that  flowed  down  her  cheeks. 

"  May  God  forgive  you,  as  I  do,  sir,"  she  said.  "  You 
will  have  need  of  mercy  some  day." 

Since  his  wife's  illness  had  begun  he  had  not  ventured  to 
make  use  of  his  formidable  "  Tut,  tut,  tut,"  but  his  tyranny 
was  not  relaxed  one  whit  by  his  wife's  angelic  gentleness. 

Her  plain  face  was  growing  almost  beautiful  now  as  a 
beautiful  nature  showed  itself  more  and  more,  and  her  soul 
grew  absolute.  It  seemed  as  if  the  spirit  of  prayer  had 
purified  and  refined  the  homely  features — as  if  they  were  lit 
up  by  some  inner  light.     Which  of  us  has  not  known  such 
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faces  as  this,  and  seen  their  final  transfiguration — the  tri- 
umph of  a  soul  that  has  dwelt  for  so  long  among  pure  and 
lofty  thoughts  that  they  set  their  seal  unmistakably  upon 
the  roughest  lineaments  at  last?  The  sight  of  this  trans- 
formation wrought  by  the  physical  suffering  which  stripped 
the  soul  of  the  rags  of  humanity  that  hid  it,  had  a  certain 
effect,  however  feeble,  upon  that  man  of  bronze — the  old 
cooper.  A  stubborn  habit  of  silence  had  succeeded  to  his 
old  contemptuous  ways,  a  wish  to  keep  up  his  dignity  as  a 
father  of  a  family  was  apparently  the  motive  for  this  course. 

The  faithful  Nanon  no  sooner  showed  herself  in  the  mar- 
ket-place than  people  began  to  rail  at  her  master  and  to 
make  jokes  at  his  expense;  but  however  loudly  public  opinion 
condemned  old  Grandet,  the  maid-servant,  jealous  for  the 
honor  of  the  famil}'^,  stoutly  defended  him. 

"  Well,  now,"  she  would  say  to  those  who  spoke  ill  of  her 
master,  "don't  we  all  grow  harder  as  we  grow  older?  And 
would  you  have  him  different  from  other  people?  Just  hold 
your  lying  tongues.  Mademoiselle  lives  like  a  queen.  She 
is  all  by  herself  no  doubt,  but  she  likes  it ;  and  my  master 
and  mistress  have  their  very  good  reasons  for  what  they 
do." 

At  last,  one  evening  towards  the  end  of  spring,  Mme. 
Grandet,  feeling  that  this  trouble,  even  more  than  her  ill- 
ness, was  shortening  her  days,  and  that  any  farther  attempt 
on  her  part  to  obtain  forgiveness  for  Eugenie  was  hopeless, 
confided  her  troubles  to  the  Cruchots. 

"  To  put   a  girl  of  twenty-two  on   a  diet  of  bread  and 

water ! "  cried  the  President  de  Bonf ons,  "  and  without 

just  and  sufficient  cause!  Why,  that  constitutes  legal 
cruelty ;  she  might  lodge  a  complaint ;  in  as  much  as " 

"  Come,  nephew,"  said  the  notary,  "  that  is  enough  of 
your  law  court  jargon.  Be  easy,  madame;  I  will  bring  this 
imprisonment  to  an  end  to-morrow." 

Eugenie  heard,  and  came  out  of  her  room. 

"  Gentlemen,"  she  said,  impelled  by  a  certain  pride,  "  do 
nothing  in  this  matter,  I  beg  of  you.  My  father  is  master 
in  his  own  house,  and  so  long  as  I  live  under  his  roof  I  ought 
to  obey  him.     No  one  has  any  right  to  criticise  his  conduct ; 
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he  is  answerable  to  God,  and  to  God  alone.  If  you  have 
any  friendly  feeling  for  me,  I  entreat  you  to  say  nothing 
whatever  about  this.  If  you  expose  my  father  to  censure, 
you  would  lower  us  all  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  I  am  very 
thankful  to  you,  gentlemen,  for  the  interest  you  have  taken 
in  me,  and  you  will  oblige  me  still  farther  if  you  will  put 
a  stop  to  the  gossip  that  is  going  on  in  the  town.  I  only 
heard  of  it  by  accident." 

"  She  is  right,"  said  Mme.  Grandet. 

"  Mademoiselle,  the  best  possible  way  to  stop  people's  talk 
would  be  to  set  you  at  liberty,"  said  the  old  notary  respect- 
fully; he  was  struck  with  the  beauty  which  solitude  and  love 
and  sadness  had  brought  into  Eugenie's  face. 

"  Well,  Eugenie,  leave  it  in  M.  Cruchot's  hands,  as  he 
seems  to  think  success  is  certain.  He  knows  your  father, 
and  he  knows,  too,  how  to  put  the  matter  before  him.  You 
and  your  father  must  be  reconciled  at  all  costs,  if  you  want 
me  to  be  happy  during  the  little  time  I  have  yet  to  live." 

The  next  morning  Grandet  went  out  to  take  a  certain 
number  of  turns  round  the  little  garden,  a  habit  that  he 
had  fallen  into  during  Eugenie's  incarceration.  He  chose 
to  take  the  air  while  Eugenie  was  dressing ;  and  when  he 
had  reached  the  great  walnut  tree,  he  stood  behind  it  for 
a  few  moments  and  looked  at  her  window.  He  watched  her 
as  she  brushed  her  long  hair,  and  there  was  a  sharp  struggle 
doubtless  between  his  natural  stubborn  will  and  a  longing 
to  take  his  daughter  in  his  arms  and  kiss  her. 

He  would  often  go  to  sit  on  the  little  worm-eaten  bench 
where  Charles  and  Eugenie  had  vowed  to  love  each  other 
forever ;  and  she,  his  daughter,  also  watched  her  father 
furtively,  or  looked  into  her  glass  and  saw  him  reflected 
there,  and  the  garden  and  the  bench.  If  he  rose  and  began 
to  walk  again,  she  went  to  sit  in  the  window.  It  was  pleasant 
to  her  to  be  there.  She  studied  the  bit  of  old  wall,  the  deli- 
cate sprays  of  wild  flowers  that  grew  in  its  crevices,  the 
maiden-hair  fern,  the  morning-glories,  and  a  little  plant  with 
thick  leaves  and  white  or  yellow  flowers,  a  sort  of  stone- 
crop  that  grows  everywhere  among  the  vines  at  Saumur  and 
Tours. 
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Old  M.  Cruchot  came  early  on  a  bright  June  morning  and 
found  the  vine-grower  sitting  on  the  little  bench  with  his 
back  against  the  wall,  absorbed  in  watching  his  daughter. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you,  M.  Cruchot?"  he  asked,  as 
he  became  aware  of  the  notary's  presence. 

"  I  have  come  about  a  matter  of  business." 

"  Aha !     Have  you  some  gold  to  exchange  for  crowns  ?  " 

"  No,  no.  It  is  not  a  question  of  money  this  time,  but 
of  your  daughter  Eugenie.  Everybody  is  talking  about  you 
and  her." 

"What  business  is  it  of  theirs .?  A  man's  house  is  his 
castle." 

"  Just  so ;  and  a  man  can  kill  himself  if  he  has  a  mind 
to,  or  he  can  do  worse,  he  can  throw  his  money  out  of  the 
windows." 

"What.?" 

"  Eh !  but  your  wife  is  very  ill,  my  friend.  You  ought 
even  to  call  in  M.  Bergerin,  her  life  is  in  danger.  If  she 
were  to  die  for  want  of  proper  care,  you  would  hear  of  it, 
I  am  sure." 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut !  you  know  what  is  the  matter  with  her, 
and  when  once  one  of  these  doctors  sets  foot  in  your  house, 
they  will  come  five  or  six  times  a  day." 

"  After  all,  Grandet,  you  will  do  as  you  think  best.  We 
are  old  friends ;  there  is  no  one  in  all  Saumur  who  has  your 
interests  more  at  heart  than  I,  so  it  was  only  my  duty  to 
let  you  know  this.  Whatever  happens,  you  are  responsible, 
and  you  understand  your  own  business,  so  there  it  is.  Be- 
sides, that  was  not  what  I  came  to  speak  about.  There  is 
something  else  more  serious  for  you,  perhaps ;  for,  after  all, 
you  do  not  wish  to  kill  your  wife,  she  is  too  useful  to  you. 
Just  think  what  your  position  would  be  if  anything  hap- 
pened to  Mme.  Grandet ;  you  would  have  your  daughter  to 
face.  You  would  have  to  give  an  account  to  Eugenie  of 
her  mother's  share  of  your  joint  estate;  and  if  she  chose, 
your  daughter  might  demand  her  mother's  fortune,  for  she, 
and  not  you,  will  succeed  to  it ;  and  in  that  case  you  might 
have  to  sell  Froidfond." 

Cruchot's  words  were  like  a  bolt  from  the  blue;  for  much 
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as  the  worthy  cooper  knew  about  business,  he  knew  very 
little  law.  The  idea  of  a  forced  sale  had  never  occurred  to 
him. 

"  So  I  should  strongly  recommend  you  to  treat  her  kindly," 
the  notary  concluded. 

"  But  do  you  know  what  she  has  done,  Cruchot?  " 

"No.  What  was  it?"  asked  the  notary;  he  felt  curious 
to  know  the  reason  of  the  quarrel,  and  a  confidence  from  old 
Grandet  was  an  interesting  novelty. 

"  She  has  given  away  her  gold." 

"Oh!  well,  it  belonged  to  her,  didn't  it.?" 

"  That  is  what  they  all  say !  "  said  Grandet,  letting  his 
arms  fall  with  a  tragic  gesture. 

"  And  for  a  trifle  like  that  you  would  shut  yourself  out 
from  all  hope  of  any  concessions  which  you  will  want  her 
to  make  if  her  mother  dies?  " 

"  Ah !  do  you  call  six  thousand  francs  in  gold  a 
trifle?" 

"  Eh !  my  old  friend,  have  you  any  idea  what  it  will  cost 
you  to  have  your  property  valued  and  divided  if  Eugenie 
should  compel  you  to  do  so?" 

"What  would  it  cost?" 

"  Two,  three,  or  even  four  thousand  francs.  How  could 
you  know  what  it  was  worth  unless  you  put  it  up  to  public 
auction?     While  if  you  come  to  an  understanding " 

"  By  my  father's  pruning-hook !  "  cried  the  vine-grower, 
sinking  back,  and  turning  quite  pale.  "  We  will  see  about 
this,  Cruchot." 

After  a  moment  of  agony  or  of  dumb  bewilderment,  Gran- 
det spoke,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  neighbor's  face.  "  Life 
is  very  hard,"  he  said,  "  It  is  full  of  troubles.  Cruchot," 
he  went  on,  earnestly,  "  you  are  incapable  of  deceiving  me ; 
give  me  your  word  of  honor  that  this  ditty  of  yours  has 
a  solid  foundation.  Let  me  look  at  the  Code;  I  want  to  see 
the  Code !  " 

"  My  poor  friend,"  said  the  notary,  "  I  ought  to  under- 
stand my  own  profession." 

"Then  it  is  really  true?  I  shall  be  plundered,  cheated, 
"robbed,  and  murdered  by  my  own  daughter ! " 
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"  She  is  her  mother's  heiress." 

"Then  what  is  the  good  of  having  children?  Oh!  my 
wife,  I  love  my  wife ;  luckily,  she  has  a  sound  constitution ; 
she  is  a  la  BertelHere." 

"  She  has  not  a  month  to  live." 

The  cooper  struck  his  forehead,  took  a  few  paces,  and 
then  came  back  again. 

"  What  is  to  be  done.-*  "  he  demanded  of  Cruchot,  with  a 
tragic  expression  on  his  face. 

"  Well,  perhaps  Eugenie  might  simply  give  up  her  claims 
to  her  mother's  property.  You  do  not  mean  to  disinherit 
her,  do  you?  But  do  not  treat  her  harshly  if  you  want 
her  to  make  a  concession  of  that  kind.  I  am  speaking  against 
my  own  interests,  my  friend.  How  do  I  make  a  living  but 
by  drawing  up  inventories  and  conveyances  and  deeds  of 
arrangement  and  by  winding  up  estates  ?  " 

"  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see.  Let  us  say  no  more  about 
this  now,  Cruchot.  You  have  wrung  my  very  soul.  Have 
you  taken  any  gold  lately?  " 

"  No ;  but  I  have  some  old  louis,  nine  or  ten  perhaps, 
which  you  can  have.  Look  here,  my  good  friend,  make  it 
up  with  Eugenie ;  all  Saumur  is  pointing  a  finger  at  you." 

"  The  rogues !  " 

"  Well,  consols  have  risen  to  ninety-nine,  so  you  should 
be  satisfied  for  once  in  your  life." 

"At  ninety-nine,  Cruchot?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Hey !  hey !  ninety-nine ! "  the  old  man  said,  as  he  went 
with  the  notary  to  the  street-door.  He  felt  too  much  agi- 
tated by  what  he  had  just  heard  to  stay  quietly  at  home; 
so  he  went  up  to  his  wife's  room. 

"  Come,  mother,  you  may  spend  the  day  with  your  daugh- 
ter, I  am  going  to  Froidfond.  Be  good,  both  of  you,  while 
I  am  away.  This  is  our  wedding-day,  dear  wife.  Stay! 
here  are  ten  crowns  for  you,  for  the  Fete-Dieu  procession; 
you  have  wanted  to  give  it  for  long  enough.  Take  a  holi- 
day !  have  some  fun,  keep  up  your  spirits  and  get  well. 
Vive  la  joie!  " 

He  threw  down  ten  crowns  of  six  francs  each  upon  the 
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bed,  took  her  face  in  his  hands,  and  kissed  her  on  the  fore- 
head. 

"  You  are  feeling  better,  dear  wife,  are  you  not?  " 

"  But  how  can  you  think  of  receiving  God,  who  forgives, 
into  your  house,  when  you  have  shut  your  heart  against 
your  daughter?  "  she  said,  with  deep  feehng  in  her  voice. 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut ! "  said  the  father  soothingly ;  "  we  will 
see  about  that." 

"  Merciful  Heaven !  Eugenie !  "  called  the  mother,  her 
face  flushed  with  joy;  "  Eugenie,  come  and  give  your  father 
a  kiss,  you  are  forgiven ! "  But  her  worthy  father  had 
vanished.  He  fled  with  all  his  might  in  the  direction  of  his 
vineyards,  where  he  set  himself  to  the  task  of  constructing 
his  new  world  out  of  this  chaos  of  strange  ideas. 

Grandet  had  just  entered  upon  his  sixty-seventh  year. 
Avarice  had  gained  a  stronger  hold  upon  him  during  the 
past  two  years  of  his  life ;  indeed,  all  lasting  passions  grow 
with  man's  growth ;  and  it  had  come  to  pass  with  him,  as 
with  all  men  whose  lives  are  ruled  by  one  master-idea,  that 
he  clung  with  all  the  force  of  his  imagination  to  the  symbol 
which  represented  that  idea  for  him.  Gold — to  have  gold, 
that  he  might  see  and  touch  it,  had  become  with  him  a 
perfect  monomania.  His  disposition  to  tyrannize  had  also 
grown  with  his  love  of  money,  and  it  seemed  to  him  to  be 
monstrous  that  he  should  be  called  upon  to  give  up  the  least 
portion  of  his  property  on  the  death  of  his  wife.  Was  he 
to  render  an  account  of  her  fortune,  and  to  have  an  inven- 
tory drawn  up  of  everything  he  possessed — personalty  and 
real  estate,  and  put  it  all  up  to  auction? 

"  That  would  be  stark  ruin,"  he  said  aloud  to  himself,  as 
he  stood  among  his  vines  and  examined  their  stems. 

He  made  up  his  mind  at  last,  and  came  back  to  Saumur 
at  dinner-time  fully  determined  on  his  course.  He  would 
humor  Eugenie,  and  coax  and  cajole  her  so  that  he  might 
die  royally,  keeping  the  control  of  his  millions  in  his  hands 
until  his  latest  sigh.  It  happened  that  he  let  himself  in 
with  his  master-key ;  he  crept  noiselessly  as  a  wolf  up  the 
stairs  to  his  wife's  room,  which  he  entered  just  as  Eugenie 
was  setting  the  dressing-case,  in  all  its  golden  glory,  upon 
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her  mother's  bed.  The  two  women  had  stolen  a  pleasure  in 
Grandet's  absence;  they  were  looking  at  the  portraits  and 
tracing  out  Charles's  features  in  his  mother's  likeness. 

"It  is  just  his  forehead  and  his  mouth!"  Eugenie  was 
saying,  as  the  vine-grower  opened  the  door. 

Mme.  Grandet  saw  how  her  husband's  eyes  darted  upon 
the  gold.     "  Oh !  God,  have  pity  upon  us  I  "  she  cried. 

The  vine-grower  seized  upon  the  dressing-case  as  a  tiger 
might  spring  upon  a  sleeping  child. 

"  What  may  this  be.'*  "  he  said,  carrying  off  the  treasure 
to  the  window,  where  he  ensconced  himself  with  it.  "  Gold ! 
solid  gold ! "  he  cried,  "  and  plenty  of  it  too ;  there  is  a 
couple  of  pounds'  weight  here.  Aha!  so  this  was  what 
Charles  gave  you  in  exchange  for  your  pretty  gold  pieces? 
Why  did  you  not  tell  me?  It  was  a  good  stroke  of  business, 
little  girl.  You  are  your  father's  own  daughter,  I  see. 
(Eugenie  trembled  from  head  to  foot.)  This  belongs  to 
Charles,  doesn't  it?  "  the  good  man  went  on. 

"  Yes,  father ;  it  is  not  mine.  That  case  is  a  sacred 
trust." 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut !  he  has  gone  off  with  your  money ;  you 
ought  to  make  good  the  loss  of  your  little  treasure." 

"  Oh !  father ! " 

The  old  man  had  taken  out  his  pocket-knife,  with  a  view 
to  wrenching  away  a  plate  of  the  precious  metal,  and  for 
the  moment  had  been  obliged  to  lay  the  case  on  a  chair 
beside  him.  Eugenie  sprang  forward  to  secure  her  treasure; 
but  the  cooper,  who  had  kept  an  eye  upon  his  daughter  as 
well  as  upon  the  casket,  put  out  his  arm  to  prevent  this, 
and  thrust  her  back  so  roughly  that  she  fell  on  to  the  bed. 

"  Sir !  sir !  "  cried  the  mother,  rising  and  sitting  upright. 

Grandet  had  drawn  out  his  knife,  and  was  about  to  insert 
the  blade  beneath  the  plate. 

"  Father ! "  cried  Eugenie,  going  down  on  her  knees  and 
dragging  herself  nearer  to  him  as  she  knelt ;  "  father,  in  the 
name  of  all  the  saints,  and  the  Holy  Virgin,  for  the  sake 
of  Christ  who  died  on  the  cross,  for  your  own  soul's  sal- 
vation, father,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  my  life,  do  not 
touch  it!     The  case  is  not  yours,  and  it  is  not  mine.     It 
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belongs  to  an  unhappy  kinsman,  who  gave  it  into  my  keep- 
ing, and  I  ought  to  give  it  back  to  him  untouched." 

"  What  do  you  look  at  it  for  if  it  is  a  deposit?  Looking 
at  it  is  worse  than  touching  it." 

"  Do  not  pull  it  to  pieces,  father !  You  will  bring  dis- 
honor upon  me.     Father!  do  you  hear  me.'*  " 

"  For  pity's  sake,  sir !  "  entreated  the  mother. 

"  Father ! " 

The  shrill  cry  rang  through  the  house  and  brought  the 
frightened  Nanon  upstairs.  Eugenie  caught  up  a  knife  that 
lay  within  her  reach. 

"  Well.''  "  said  Grandet,  calmly,  with  a  cold  smile  on  his 
lips. 

"  Sir !  you  are  killing  me !  "  said  the  mother. 

"  Father,  if  you  cut  away  a  single  scrap  of  gold,  I  shall 
stab  myself  with  this  knife.  It  is  your  doing  that  my  mother 
is  dying,  and  now  my  death  will  also  be  laid  at  your  door. 
It  shall  be  wound  for  wound." 

Grandet  held  his  knife  suspended  above  the  case,  looked 
at  his  daughter,  and  hesitated. 

"  Would  you  really  do  it,  Eugenie.''  "  he  asked. 

*'  Yes,  sir !  "  said  the  mother. 

"  She  would  do  as  she  says,"  cried  Nanon.  "  Do  be  sen- 
sible, sir,  for  once  in  your  life." 

The  cooper  wavered  for  a  moment,  looking  first  at  the 
gold  and  then  at  his  daughter. 

Mme.  Grandet  fainted. 

"  There !  sir,  you  see,  the  mistress  is  dying,"  cried  Nanon. 

"  There !  there !  child,  do  not  let  us  fall  out  about  a  box. 
Just  take  it  back !  "  cried  the  cooper  hastily,  throwing  the 
case  on  to  the  bed.  "  And,  Nanon,  go  for  M.  Bergerin. 
Come !  come !  mother,"  he  said,  and  he  kissed  his  wife's  hand ; 
"  never  mind,  there !  there !  we  have  made  it  up,  haven't  we, 
little  girl.''     No  more  dry  bread;  you  shall  eat  whatever  you 

like Ah !  she  is   opening  her   eyes.      Well,  now,  little 

mother,  dear  little  mother,  don't  take  on  so !  Look !  I  am 
going  to  kiss  Eugenie!  She  loves  her  cousin,  does  she.'*  She 
shall  marry  him  if  she  likes ;  she  shall  keep  his  little  case 
for  him.     But  you  must  live  for  a  long  while  yet,  my  poor 
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wife!  Come!  turn  your  head  a  little.  Listen!  you  shall 
have  the  finest  altar  at  the  Fete-Dieu  that  has  ever  been 
seen  in  Saumur." 

"  Oh !  mon  Dieul  how  can  you  treat  your  wife  and  daugh- 
ter in  this  way  I  "  moaned  Mme.  Grandet. 

"  I  will  never  do  so  again,  never  again !  "  cried  the  cooper. 
*'  You  shall  see,  my  poor  wife." 

He  went  to  his  strong-room  and  returned  with  a  handful 
of  louis  d'or,  which  he  scattered  on  the  coverlet. 

"  There !  Eugenie,  there !  wife,  those  are  for  you,"  he  said, 
fingering  the  gold  coins  as  they  lay.  "  Come !  cheer  up, 
and  get  well,  you  shall  want  for  nothing,  neither  you  nor 
Eugenie.  There  are  a  hundred  louis  for  her.  You  will 
not  give  them  away,  will  you,  eh,  Eugenie.''  " 

Mme.  Grandet  and  her  daughter  gazed  at  each  other  in 
amazement. 

"  Take  back  the  money,  father ;  we  want  nothing,  nothing 
but  your  love." 

"  Oh !  well,  just  as  you  like,"  he  said,  as  he  pocketed  the 
louis,  "  let  us  live  together  like  good  friends.  Let  us  all 
go  down  to  the  dining-room  and  have  dinner,  and  play  loto 
every  evening,  and  put  our  two  sous  into  the  pool,  and  be  as 
merry  as  the  maids.     Eh!  my  wife.''" 

"  Alas !  how  I  wish  that  I  could,  if  you  would  like  it," 
said  the  dying  woman,  "  but  I  am  not  strong  enough  to 
get  up." 

"  Poor  mother ! "  said  the  cooper,  "  you  do  not  know  how 
much  I  love  you ;  and  you  too,  child !  " 

He  drew  his  daughter  to  him  and  embraced  her  with 
fervor. 

"  Oh !  how  pleasant  it  is  to  kiss  one's  daughter  after  a 
squabble,  my  little  girl !  There !  mother,  do  you  see  ?  We 
are  quite  at  one  again  now.  Just  go  and  lock  that  away," 
he  said  to  Eugenie,  as  he  pointed  to  the  case.  "  There ! 
there !  don't  be  frightened ;  I  will  never  say  another  word 
to  you  about  it." 

M.  Bergerin,  who  was  regarded  as  the  cleverest  doctor  in 
Saumur,  came  before  very  long.  He  told  Grandet  plainly 
after  the  interview  that  the  patient  was  very  seriously  ill ; 
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that  any  excitement  might  be  fatal  to  her;  that  with  a  light 
diet,  perfect  tranquillity,  and  the  most  constant  care,  her 
life  might  possibly  be  prolonged  until  the  end  of  the  autumn. 

"  Will  it  be  an  expensive  illness?  "  asked  Grandet.  "  Will 
she  want  a  lot  of  physic  ?  " 

"  Not  much  physic,  but  very  careful  nursing,"  answered 
the  doctor,  who  could  not  help  smiling. 

"  After  all,  M.  Bergerin,  you  are  a  man  of  honor,"  said 
Grandet  uneasily.  "  I  can  depend  upon  you,  can  I  not  ? 
Come  and  see  my  wife  whenever  and  as  often  as  you  think 
it  really  necessary.  Preserve  her  life.  My  good  wife — I 
am  very  fond  of  her,  you  see,  though  I  may  not  show  it ; 
it  is  all  shut  up  inside  me,  and  I  am  one  that  takes  things 
terribly  to  heart ;  I  am  in  trouble  too.  It  all  began  with 
my  brother's  death ;  I  am  spending,  oh ! — heaps  of  money 
in  Paris  for  him — the  very  eyes  out  of  my  head,  in  fact, 
and  it  seems  as  if  there  were  no  end  to  it.  Good-day,  sir. 
If  you  can  save  my  wife,  save  her,  even  if  it  takes  a  hundred 
or  two  hundred  francs." 

In  spite  of  Grandet's  fervent  wishes  that  his  wife  might 
be  restored  to  health,  for  this  question  of  the  inheritance  was 
like  a  foretaste  of  death  for  him ;  in  spite  of  his  readiness 
to  fulfill  the  least  wishes  of  the  astonished  mother  and  daugh- 
ter in  every  possible  way ;  in  spite  of  Eugenie's  tenderest 
and  most  devoted  care,  it  was  evident  that  Mme.  Grandet's 
life  was  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close.  Day  by  day  she  grew 
weaker,  and,  as  often  happens  at  her  time  of  life,  she  had 
no  strength  to  resist  the  disease  that  was  wasting  her  away. 
She  seemed  to  have  no  more  vitality  than  the  autumn  leaves ; 
and  as  the  sunlight  shining  through  the  leaves  turns  them 
to  gold,  so  she  seemed  to  be  transformed  by  the  light  of 
heaven.  Her  death  was  a  fitting  close  to  her  life,  a  death 
wholly  Christian;  is  not  that  saying  that  it  was  sublime? 
Her  love  for  her  daughter,  her  meek  virtues,  her  angelic 
patience,  had  never  shone  more  brightly  than  in  that  month 
of  October,  1822,  when  she  passed  away.  All  through  her 
illness  she  had  never  uttered  the  slightest  complaint,  and  her 
spotless  soul  left  earth  for  heaven  with  but  one  regret — for 
the  daughter  whose  sweet  companionship  had  been  the  solace 
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of  her  dreary  life,  and  for  whom  her  dying  eyes  foresaw 
troubles  and  sorrows  manifold.  She  trembled  at  the  thought 
of  this  lamb,  spotless  as  she  herself  was,  left  alone  in  the 
world  among  selfish  beings  who  sought  to  despoil  her  of 
her  fleece,  her  treasure. 

"  There  is  no  happiness  save  in  heaven,"  she  said  just 
before  she  died ;  "  you  will  know  that  one  day,  my  child." 

On  the  morrow  after  her  mother's  death,  it  seemed  to 
Eugenie  that  she  had  yet  one  more  reason  for  clinging 
fondly  to  the  old  house  where  she  had  been  born,  and  where 
she  had  found  life  so  hard  of  late — it  became  for  her  the 
place  where  her  mother  had  died.  She  could  not  see  the 
old  chair  set  on  little  blocks  of  wood,  the  place  by  the  window 
where  her  mother  used  to  sit,  without  shedding  tears.  Her 
father  showed  her  such  tenderness,  and  took  such  care  of 
her,  that  she  began  to  think  that  she  had  never  understood 
his  nature ;  he  used  to  come  to  her  room  and  take  her  down 
to  breakfast  on  his  arm,  and  sit  looking  at  her  for  whole 
hours  with  something  like  kindness  in  his  eyes,  with  the  same 
brooding  look  that  he  gave  his  gold.  Indeed,  the  old  cooper 
almost  trembled  before  his  daughter,  and  was  altogether  so 
unlike  himself,  that  Nanon  and  the  Cruchotins  wondered  at 
these  signs  of  weakness,  and  set  it  down  to  his  advanced  age ; 
they  began  to  fear  that  the  old  man's  mind  was  giving  way. 
But  when  the  day  came  on  which  the  family  began  to  wear 
their  mourning,  M.  Cruchot,  who  alone  was  in  his  client's 
confidence,  was  invited  to  dinner,  and  these  mysteries  were 
explained.  Grandet  waited  till  the  table  had  been  cleared, 
and  the  doors  carefully  shut. 

Then  he  began ;  "  My  dear  child,  you  are  your  mother's 
heiress,  and  there  are  some  little  matters  of  business  that 
we  must  settle  between  us.     Is  that  not  so,  eh,  Cruchot.''  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Is  it  really  pressing;  must  it  be  settled  to-day,  father.?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  little  girl.  I  could  not  endure  this  suspense  any 
longer,  and  I  am  sure  you  would  not  make  things  hard 
for  me." 

"  Oh !  father " 

"  Well,  then,  everything  must  be  decided  to-night." 
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"  Then  what  do  you  want  me  to  do  ?  " 

"  Well,  little  girl,  it  is  not  for  me  to  tell  you.  You  tell 
her,  Cruchot." 

"  Mademoiselle,  your  father  wants  neither  to  divide  aor 
to  sell  his  property,  nor  to  pay  a  heavy  succession  duty  upon 
the  ready  money  he  may  happen  to  have  just  now.  So  if 
these  complications  are  to  be  avoided,  there  must  be  no 
inventory  made  out,  and  all  the  property  must  remain  un- 
divided for  the  present " 

"  Cruchot,  are  you  quite  sure  of  what  you  are  saying  that 
you  talk  in  this  way  before  a  child.'*  " 

"  Let  me  say  what  I  have  to  say,  Grandet." 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  friend.  Neither  you  nor  my  daughter 
would  plunder  me.  You  would  not  plunder  me,  would  you, 
little  girl?" 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do,  M.  Cruchot.''  "  asked  Eugenie, 
losing  patience. 

"  Well,"  said  the  notary,  "  you  must  sign  this  deed,  by 
which  you  renounce  your  claims  to  your  mother's  property ; 
the  property  would  be  secured  to  you,  but  your  father  would 
have  the  use  of  it  for  his  life,  and  there  would  be  no  need 
to  make  a  division  now." 

"  I  understand  nothing  of  all  this  that  you  are  saying," 
Eugenie  answered ;  "  give  me  the  deed,  and  show  me  where 
I  am  to  sign  my  name." 

Grandet  looked  from  the  document  to  his  daughter,  and 
again  from  his  daughter  to  the  document.  His  agitation 
was  so  great  that  he  actually  wiped  several  drops  of  per- 
spiration from  his  forehead. 

"  I  would  much  rather  you  simply  waived  all  claim  to 
your  poor  dear  mother's  property,  little  girl,"  he  broke  in, 
"  instead  of  signing  that  deed.  It  will  cost  a  lot  to  register 
it.  I  would  rather  you  renounced  your  claims  and  trusted 
to  me  for  the  future.  I  would  allow  you  a  good  round  sum, 
say  a  hundred  francs  every  month.  You  could  pay  for 
Masses  then,  you  see ;  you  could  have  Masses  said  for  any- 
one that — Eh  ?    A  hundred  francs  ( in  livres  )  every  month  ?  " 

"  I  will  do  just  as  you  like,  father." 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  notary,  "  it  is  my  duty  to  point 
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out  to  you  that  you  are  robbing  yourself  without  guar- 
antee  " 

"  Eh!  mon  Dieu!  "  she  answered.  *'  What  does  that  mat- 
ter to  me?  " 

"  Do  be  quiet,  Cruchot.  So  it  is  settled,  quite  settled  1 " 
cried  Grandet,  taking  his  daughter's  hand  and  striking  his 
own  into  it.  "  You  will  not  go  back  from  your  word, 
Eugenie?     You  are  a  good  girl,  hein!" 

«  Oh !  father " 

In  his  joy  he  embraced  his  daughter,  almost  suffocating 
her  as  he  did  so. 

"  There !  child,  you  have  given  fresh  life  to  your  father ; 
but  you  are  only  giving  him  what  he  gave  you,  so  we  are 
quits.  This  is  how  business  ought  to  be  conducted,  and 
life  is  a  business  transaction.  Bless  you !  You  are  a  good 
girl,  and  one  that  really  loves  her  old  father.  You  can  do 
as  you  like  now.  Then  good-by  till  to-morrow,  Cruchot," 
he  added,  turning  to  the  horrified  notary.  "  You  will  see 
that  the  deed  of  renunciation  is  properly  drawn  up  for  the 
clerk  of  the  court." 

By  noon  next  day  the  declaration  was  drawn  up,  and 
Eugenie  herself  signed  away  all  her  rights  to  her  heritage. 
Yet  a  year  slipped  by,  and  the  cooper  had  not  kept  his 
promise,  and  Eugenie  had  not  received  a  sou  of  the  monthly 
income  which  was  to  have  been  hers;  when  Eugenie  spoke 
to  him  about  it,  half-laughingly,  he  could  not  help  blushing; 
he  hurried  up  to  his  room,  and  when  he  came  down  again  he 
handed  her  about  a  third  of  the  jewelry  which  he  had  pur- 
chased of  his  nephew. 

"  There !  child,"  he  said,  with  a  certain  sarcastic  ring  in 
his  voice ;  "  will  you  take  these  for  your  twelve  hundred 
francs?  " 

"  Oh!  father,  really?     Will  you  really  give  them  to  me?  " 

"  You  shall  have  as  much  next  year  again,"  said  he, 
flinging  it  into  her  lap ;  "  and  so,  before  very  long,  you  will 
have  all  his  trinkets,"  he  added,  rubbing  his  hands.  He  had 
made  a  very  good  bargain,  thanks  to  his  daughter's  senti- 
ment about  the  jewelry,  and  was  in  high  good-humor. 

Yet,  although  the  old  man  was  still  hale  and  vigorous, 
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he  began  to  see  that  he  must  take  his  daughter  into  his  con- 
fidence, and  that  she  must  learn  to  manage  his  concerns. 
So  with  this  end  in  view  he  required  her  to  be  present  while 
he  gave  out  the  daily  stores,  and  for  two  years  he  made  her 
receive  the  portion  of  the  rent  which  was  paid  in  kind. 
Gradually  she  came  to  know  the  names  of  the  vineyards  and 
farms ;  he  took  her  with  him  when  he  visited  his  tenants. 
By  the  end  of  the  third  year  he  considered  the  initiation  was 
complete ;  and,  in  truth,  she  had  fallen  into  his  ways  un- 
questioningly,  till  it  had  become  a  matter  of  habit  with  her 
to  do  as  her  father  had  done  before  her.  He  had  no  further 
doubts,  gave  over  the  keys  of  the  storeroom  into  her  keeping, 
and  installed  her  as  mistress  of  the  house. 

Five  years  went  by  in  this  way,  and  no  event  disturbed 
their  monotonous  existence.  Eugenie  and  her  father  lived 
a  life  of  methodical  routine  with  the  same  regularity  of 
movement  that  characterized  the  old  clock ;  doing  the  same 
things  at  the  same  hour  day  after  day,  year  after  year. 
Everyone  knew  that  there  had  been  a  profound  sorrow  in 
Mile.  Grandet's  life ;  every  circle  in  Saumur  had  its  theories 
of  this  secret  trouble,  and  its  suspicions  as  to  the  state  of 
the  heiress's  heart,  but  she  never  let  fall  a  word  that  could 
enlighten  anyone  on  either  point. 

She  saw  no  one  but  the  three  Cruchots  and  a  few  of  their 
friends,  who  had  gradually  been  admitted  as  visitors  to  the 
house.  Under  their  instructions  she  had  mastered  the  game 
of  whist,  and  they  dropped  in  nearly  every  evening  for  a 
rubber.  In  the  year  1827  her  father  began  to  feel  the  in- 
firmities of  age,  and  was  obliged  to  take  her  still  farther 
into  his  confidence ;  she  learned  the  full  extent  of  his  landed 
possessions,  and  was  recommended  in  all  cases  of  difficulty 
to  refer  to  the  notary  Cruchot,  whose  integrity  could  be 
depended  upon.  Grandet  reached  the  age  of  eighty-two,  and 
towards  the  end  of  the  year  had  a  paralytic  seizure,  from 
which  he  never  rallied.  M.  Bergerin  gave  him  up,  and 
Eugenie  realized  that  very  shortly  she  would  be  quite  alone 
in  the  world;  the  thought  drew  her  more  closely  to  her 
father;  she  clung  to  this  last  link  of  affection  that  bound 
her  to  another  soul.     Love  was  all  the  world  for  her,  as  it 
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is  for  all  women  who  love;  and  Charles  had  gone  out  of  her 
world.  She  nursed  her  father  with  sublime  devotion ;  the 
old  man's  intellect  had  grown  feeble,  but  the  greed  of  gold 
had  become  an  instinct  which  survived  his  faculties. 

Grandet  died  as  he  had  lived.  Every  morning  during  that 
slow  death  he  had  himself  wheeled  across  his  room  to  a  place 
beside  the  fire,  whence  he  could  keep  the  door  of  his  cabinet 
in  view;  on  the  other  side  of  the  door,  no  doubt,  lay  his 
hoarded  treasures  of  gold.  He  sat  there,  passive  and  mo- 
tionless ;  but  if  anyone  entered  the  room,  he  would  glance 
uneasily  at  the  newcomer,  and  then  at  the  door  with  its 
sheathing  of  iron  plates.  He  would  ask  the  meaning  of 
every  sound,  however  faint,  and,  to  the  notary's  amazement, 
the  old  man  heard  the  dog  bark  in  the  yard  at  the  back 
of  the  house.  He  roused  from  this  apparent  stupor  at  the 
proper  hour  on  the  days  for  receiving  his  rents  and  dues, 
for  settling  accounts  with  his  vine-dressers,  and  giving  re- 
ceipts. Then  he  shifted  his  armchair  round  on  its  casters, 
until  he  faced  the  door  of  his  cabinet,  and  his  daughter  was 
called  upon  to  open  it,  and  to  put  away  the  little  bags  of 
money  in  neat  piles,  one  upon  the  other.  He  would  watch 
her  until  it  was  all  over  and  the  door  was  locked  again; 
and  as  soon  as  she  had  returned  the  precious  key  to  him, 
he  would  turn  round  noiselessly  and  take  up  his  old  position, 
putting  the  key  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  where  he  felt  for 
it  from  time  to  time. 

His  old  friend  the  notary  felt  sure  that  it  was  only  a 
question  of  time,  and  that  Eugenie  must  of  necessity  marry 
his  nephew  the  magistrate,  unless,  indeed,  Charles  Grandet 
returned ;  so  he  redoubled  his  attentions.  He  came  every 
day  to  take  Grandet's  instructions,  went  at  his  bidding  to 
Froidfond,  to  farm  and  meadow  and  vineyard ;  sold  vintages, 
and  exchanged  all  moneys  received  for  gold,  which  was 
secretly  sent  to  join  the  piles  of  bags  stored  up  in  the 
cabinet. 

Then  death  came  up  close  at  last,  and  the  vine-grower's 
strong  frame  wrestled  with  the  Destroyer.  Even  in  those 
days  he  would  sit  as  usual  by  the  fire,  facing  the  door  of 
his  cabinet.     He  used  to  drag  off  the  blankets  that  they 
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wrapped  round  him,  and  try  to  fold  them,  and  say  to  Nanon, 
"  Lock  that  up ;  lock  that  up,  or  they  will  rob  me." 

So  long  as  he  could  open  his  eyes,  where  the  last  spark 
of  life  seemed  to  linger,  they  used  to  turn  at  once  to  the 
door  of  the  room  where  all  his  treasures  lay,  and  he  would 
say  to  his  daughter,  in  tones  that  seemed  to  thrill  with  a 
panic  of  fear — 

"  Are  they  there  still  ?  '* 

"  Yes,  father." 

"  Keep  watch  over  the  gold ! — Let  me  see  the  gold,"  her 
father  would  say. 

Then  Eugenie  used  to  spread  out  the  louis  on  a  table 
before  him,  and  he  would  sit  for  whole  hours  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  louis  in  an  unseeing  stare,  like  that  of  a  child 
who  begins  to  see  for  the  first  time;  and  sometimes  a  weak 
imbecile  smile,  painful  to  see,  would  steal  across  his  features. 

"  That  warms  me ! "  he  muttered  more  than  once,  and 
his  face  expressed  a  perfect  content. 

When  the  cure  came  to  administer  the  sacrament,  all  the 
life  seemed  to  have  died  out  of  the  miser's  eyes,  but  they  lit 
up  for  the  first  time  for  many  hours  at  the  sight  of  the 
silver  crucifix,  the  candlesticks,  and  holy  water  vessel,  all 
of  silver ;  he  fixed  his  gaze  on  the  precious  metal,  and  the 
wen  twitched  for  the  last  time. 

As  the  priest  held  the  gilded  crucifix  above  him  that  the 
image  of  Christ  might  be  laid  to  his  lips,  he  made  a  frightful 
effort  to  clutch  it — a  last  effort  which  cost  him  his  life. 
He  called  to  Eugenie,  who  saw  nothing ;  she  was  kneeling 
beside  him,  bathing  in  tears  the  hand  that  was  growing  cold 
already.  "  Give  me  your  blessing,  father,"  she  entreated. 
"  Be  very  careful ! "  the  last  words  came  from  him ;  "  one 
day  you  will  render  an  account  to  me  of  everything  here 
below."  Which  utterance  clearly  shows  that  a  miser  should 
adopt  Christianity  as  his  religion. 

So  Eugenie  Grandet  was  now  alone  in  the  world,  and 
her  house  was  left  to  her  desolate.  There  was  no  one  but 
Nanon  with  whom  she  could  talk  over  her  troubles ;  she  could 
look  into  no  other  eyes  and  find  a  response  to  them;  big 
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Nanon  was  the  only  human  being  who  loved  her  for  herself. 
For  Eugenie,  Nanon  was  a  providence;  she  was  no  longer 
a  servant,  she  was  an  humble  friend. 

M.  Cruchot  informed  Eugenie  that  she  had  three  hundred 
thousand  livres  a  year,  derived  from  landed  property  in 
and  around  Saumur,  besides  six  millions  in  the  three  per 
cents,  (invested  when  the  Funds  were  at  sixty  francs,  whereas 
they  now  stood  at  seventy-seven),  and  in  ready  money  two 
millions  in  gold,  and  a  hundred  thousand  francs  in  silver, 
without  counting  any  arrears  that  were  due.  Altogether  her 
property  amounted  to  about  seventeen  million  francs. 

"Where  can  my  cousin  be?  "  she  said  to  herself. 

On  the  day  when  M.  Cruchot  laid  these  facts  before  his 
new  client,  together  with  the  information  that  the  estate 
was  now  clear  and  free  from  all  outstanding  liabilities,  Eu- 
genie and  Nanon  sat  on  either  side  of  the  hearth,  in  the 
parlor,  now  so  empty  and  so  full  of  memories ;  everything 
recalled  past  days,  from  her  mother's  chair  set  on  its  wooden 
blocks  to  the  glass  tumbler  out  of  which  her  cousin  once 
drank. 

"  Nanon,  we  are  alone,  you  and  I." 

"  Yes,  mamselle ;  if  I  only  knew  where  he  was,  the  charm- 
ing young  gentleman,  I  would  set  off  on  foot  to  find  him." 

"  The  sea  lies  between  us,"  said  Eugenie. 

While  the  poor  lonely  heiress,  with  her  faithful  old  servant 
for  company,  was  shedding  tears  in  the  cold,  dark  house, 
which  was  all  the  world  she  knew,  men  talked  from  Orleans 
to  Nantes  of  nothing  but  Mile.  Grandet  and  her  seventeen 
millions.  One  of  her  first  acts  was  to  settle  a  pension  of 
twelve  hundred  francs  on  Nanon,  who,  possessing  already  an 
income  of  six  hundred  francs  of  her  own,  at  once  became  a 
great  match.  In  less  than  a  month  she  exchanged  her  con- 
dition of  spinster  for  that  of  wife,  at  the  instance  and 
through  the  persuasion  of  Antoine  Cornoiller,  who  was  pro- 
moted to  the  position  of  bailiff  and  keeper  to  Mile.  Grandet. 
Mme.  Cornoiller  had  an  immense  advantage  over  her  con- 
temporaries ;  her  large  features  had  stood  the  test  of  time 
better  than  those  of  many  a  comelier  woman.     She  might  be 
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fifty-nine  years  of  age,  but  she  did  not  look  more  than  forty ; 
thanks  to  an  almost  monastic  regimen,  she  possessed  rugged 
health  and  a  high  color,  time  seemed  to  have  no  effect  on 
her,  and  perhaps  she  had  never  looked  so  well  in  her  life  as 
she  did  on  her  wedding-day.  She  had  the  compensating 
qualities  of  her  style  of  ugliness ;  she  was  tall,  stout,  and 
strong;  her  face  wore  an  indestructible  expression  of  good- 
humor,  and  Cornoiller's  lot  seemed  an  enviable  one  to  many 
beholders. 

"  Fast  color,"  said  the  draper. 

"  She  might  have  a  family  yet,"  said  the  dry-salter ;  "  she 
is  as  well  preserved  as  if  she  had  been  kept  in  brine,  asking 
your  pardon." 

"  She  is  rich ;  that  fellow  Cornoiller  has  done  a  good  day's 
work,"  said  another  neighbor. 

When  Nanon  left  the  old  house  and  went  down  the  crooked 
street  on  her  way  to  the  parish  church,  she  met  with  nothing 
but  congratulations  and  good-wishes.  Nanon  was  very  popu- 
lar with  her  neighbors.  Eugenie  gave  her  three  dozen 
spoons  and  forks  as  a  wedding  present.  Cornoiller,  quite 
overcome  with  such  munificence,  spoke  of  his  mistress  with 
tears  in  his  eyes ;  he  would  have  let  himself  be  cut  in  pieces 
for  her.  Mme.  Cornoiller  became  Eugenie's  confidential 
servant;  she  was  not  only  married,  and  had  a  husband  of 
her  own,  her  dignity  was  yet  further  increased,  her  happi- 
ness was  doubled.  She  had  at  last  a  storeroom  and  a  bunch 
of  keys;  she  too  gave  out  provisions  just  as  her  late  master 
used  to  do.  Then  she  had  two  subordinates — a  cook  and 
a  waiting-woman,  who  took  charge  of  the  house  linen  and 
made  Mile.  Grandet's  dresses.  As  for  Cornoiller,  he  com- 
bined the  functions  of  forester  and  steward.  It  is  needless 
to  say  that  the  cook  and  waiting-woman  of  Nanon's  choos- 
ing were  real  domestic  treasures.  The  tenants  scarcely  no- 
ticed the  death  of  their  late  landlord;  they  were  thoroughly 
broken  in  to  a  severe  discipline,  and  M.  and  Mme.  Cor- 
noiller's reign  was  no  whit  less  rigorous  than  that  of  the  old 
regime. 

Eugenie  was  a  woman  of  thirty,  and  as  yet  had  known 
none   of  the  happiness   of  life.      All  through  her  joyless. 
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monotonous  childhood  she  had  had  but  one  companion,  a 
broken-spirited  mother,  whose  sensitive  nature  had  found 
httlc  but  suffering  in  a  hard  Hfe.  That  mother  had  joy- 
fully taken  leave  of  existence,  pitying  the  daughter  who 
must  still  live  on  in  the  world.  Eugenie  would  never  lose 
the  sense  of  her  loss,  but  little  of  the  bitterness  of  self- 
reproach  mingled  with  her  memories  of  her  mother.  She  felt 
that  she  had  always  done  a  daughter's  duty  to  her  mother. 

Love,  her  first  and  only  love,  had  been  a  fresh  source  of 
suffering  for  Eugenie.  For  a  few  brief  days  she  had  seen 
her  lover;  she  had  given  her  heart  to  him  between  two  stolen 
kisses ;  then  he  had  left  her,  and  had  set  the  lands  and  seas 
of  the  world  between  them.  Her  father  had  cursed  her  for 
this  love;  it  had  nearly  cost  her  her  mother's  life;  it  had 
brought  her  pain  and  sorrow  and  a  few  faint  hopes.  She 
had  striven  towards  her  happiness  till  her  own  forces  had 
failed  her,  and  another  had  not  come  to  her  aid. 

Our  souls  live  by  giving  and  receiving ;  we  have  need  of 
another  soul ;  whatever  it  gives  us  we  make  our  own,  and 
give  back  again  in  overflowing  measure.  This  is  as  vitally 
necessary  for  our  inner  life  as  breathing  is  for  our  corporeal 
existence.  Without  that  wonderful  physical  process  we 
perish ;  the  heart  suffers  from  lack  of  air,  and  ceases  to  beat. 
Eugenie  was  beginning  to  suffer. 

She  found  no  solace  in  her  wealth ;  it  could  do  nothing  for 
her;  her  love,  her  religion,  her  faith  in  the  future  made  up 
all  her  life.  Love  was  teaching  her  what  eternity  meant. 
Her  own  heart  and  the  Gospel  each  spoke  to  her  of  a  life 
to  come ;  life  was  everlasting,  and  love  no  less  eternal.  Night 
and  day  she  dwelt  with  these  two  infinite  thoughts,  perhaps 
for  her  they  were  but  one.  She  withdrew  more  and  more 
into  herself;  she  loved,  and  believed  that  she  was  loved. 

For  seven  years  her  passion  had  wholly  engrossed  her. 

Her  treasures  were  not  those  millions  left  to  her  by  her 
father,  the  money  that  went  on  accumulating  year  after 
year;  but  the  two  portraits  which  hung  above  her  bed, 
Charles's  leather  case,  the  jewels  which  she  had  bought  back 
from  her  father,  and  which  were  now  proudly  set  forth  on 
a  layer  of  cotton  wool  inside  the  drawer  in  the  old  chest, 
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and  her  aunt's  thimble  which  Mme.  Grandet  had  used ;  every 
day  Eugenie  took  up  a  piece  of  embroidery,  a  sort  of  Penel- 
ope's web,  which  she  had  only  begun  that  she  might  wear 
the  golden  thimble,  endeared  to  her  by  so  many  memories. 

It  seemed  hardly  probable  that  Mile.  Grandet  would  marry 
while  she  still  wore  mourning.  Her  sincere  piety  was  well 
known.  So  the  Cruchot  family,  counseled  by  the  astute  old 
Abbe,  was  fain  to  be  content  with  surrounding  the  heiress 
with  the  most  affectionate  attentions.  Her  dining-room  was 
filled  every  evening  with  the  warmest  and  most  devoted  Cru- 
chotins,  who  endeavored  to  surpass  each  other  in  singing 
the  praises  of  the  mistress  of  the  house  in  every  key.  She 
had  her  physician-in-ordinary,  her  grand  almoner,  her  cham- 
berlain, her  mistress  of  the  robes,  her  prime  minister,  and 
last,  but  by  no  means  least,  her  chancellor — a  chancellor 
whose  aim  it  was  to  keep  her  informed  of  everything.  If 
the  heiress  had  expressed  any  wish  for  a  train-bearer,  they 
would  have  found  one  for  her.  She  was  a  queen,  in  fact, 
and  never  was  queen  so  adroitly  flattered.  A  great  soul  never 
stoops  to  flattery ;  it  is  the  resource  of  little  natures,  who 
succeed  in  making  themselves  smaller  still,  that  they  may 
the  better  creep  into  the  hearts  of  those  about  whom  they 
circle.  Flattery,  by  its  very  nature,  implies  an  interested 
motive.  So  the  people  who  filled  Mile.  Grandet's  sitting- 
room  every  evening  (they  addressed  her  and  spoke  of  her 
among  themselves  as  Mile,  de  Froidfond  now)  heaped  their 
praises  upon  their  hostess  in  a  manner  truly  marvelous.  This 
chorus  of  praise  embarrassed  Eugenie  at  first ;  but  however 
gross  the  flattery  might  be,  she  became  accustomed  to  hear 
her  beauty  extolled,  and  if  some  newcomer  had  considered 
her  to  be  plain,  she  certainly  would  have  winced  more  under 
the  criticism  than  she  might  have  done  eight  years  ago.  She 
came  at  last  to  welcome  their  homage,  which  in  her  secret 
heart  she  laid  at  the  feet  of  her  idol.  So  also,  by  degrees, 
she  accepted  the  position,  and  allowed  herself  to  be  treated 
as  a  queen,  and  saw  her  little  court  full  every  evening. 

M.  le  President  de  Bonfons  was  the  hero  of  the  circle; 
they  lauded  his  talents,  his  personal  appearance,  his  learning, 
his  amiability ;  he  was  an  inexhaustible  subject  of  admiring 
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comment.  Such  an  one  would  call  attention  to  the  fact  that 
in  seven  years  the  magistrate  had  largely  increased  his  for- 
tune; Bonfons  had  at  least  ten  thousand  francs  a  year; 
and  his  property,  like  the  lands  of  all  the  Cruchots  in  fact, 
lay  within  the  compass  of  the  heiress's  vast  estates. 

"  Do  you  know,  mademoiselle,"  another  courtier  would 
remark,  "  that  the  Cruchots  have  forty  thousand  livres  a 
year  among  them !  " 

"  And  they  are  putting  money  by,"  said  Mile,  de  Gribeau- 
court,  an  old  and  trusty  Cruchotine.  "  Quite  lately  a  gentle- 
man came  from  Paris  on  purpose  to  offer  M.  Cruchot  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  for  his  professional  connection.  If 
he  could  gain  an  appointment  as  justice  of  the  peace,  he 
ought  to  take  the  offer." 

*'  He  means  to  succeed  M.  de  Bonfons  as  President,  and 
is  taking  steps  to  that  end,"  said  Mme.  d'Orsonval,  "  for  M. 
le  President  will  be  a  councilor,  and  then  a  president  of  a 
court;  he  is  so  gifted  that  he  is  sure  to  succeed." 

"  Yes,"  said  another,  "  he  is  a  very  remarkable  man.  Do 
you  not  think  so,  mademoiselle.''  " 

"  M.  le  President  "  had  striven  to  act  up  to  the  part  he 
wanted  to  play.  He  was  forty  years  old,  his  countenance 
was  dark  and  ill-favored,  he  had,  moreover,  the  wizened  look 
which  is  frequently  seen  in  men  of  his  profession ;  but  he 
affected  the  airs  of  youth,  sported  a  malacca  cane,  refrained 
from  taking  snuff  in  Mile.  Grandet's  house,  and  went  thither 
arrayed  in  a  white  cravat  and  a  shirt  with  huge  frills, 
which  gave  him  a  quaint  family  resemblance  to  a  turkey- 
gobbler.  He  called  the  fair  heiress  "  our  dear  Eugenie," 
and  spoke  as  if  he  were  an  intimate  friend  of  the  family. 
In  fact,  but  for  the  number  of  those  assembled,  and  the 
substitution  of  whist  for  loto,  and  the  absence  of  M.  and 
Mme.  Grandet,  the  scene  was  scarcely  changed;  it  might 
almost  have  been  that  first  evening  on  which  this  story  began. 

The  pack  was  still  in  pursuit  of  Eugenie's  millions ;  it 
was  a  more  numerous  pack  now ;  they  gave  tongue  together, 
and  hunted  down  their  prey  more  systematically. 

If  Charles  had  come  back  from  the  far-off  Indies,  he 
would  have  found  the  same  motives  at  work  and  almost  the 
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same  people.  Mme.  des  Grassins,  for  whom  Eugenic  had 
nothing  but  kindness  and  pity,  still  remained  to  vex  tlie 
Cruchots.  Eugenie's  face  still  shone  out  against  the  dark 
background,  and  Charles  (though  invisible)  reigned  there 
supreme  as  in  other  days. 

Yet  some  advance  had  been  made.  Eugenie's  birthday 
bouquet  was  never  forgotten  by  the  magistrate.  Indeed,  it 
had  become  an  institution ;  every  evening  he  brought  the 
heiress  a  huge  and  wonderful  bouquet.  Mme.  Cornoiller 
ostentatiously  placed  these  offerings  in  a  vase,  and  promptly 
flung  them  into  a  corner  of  the  yard  as  soon  as  the  visitors 
had  departed. 

In  the  early  spring  Mme.  des  Grassins  made  a  move,  and 
sought  to  trouble  the  felicity  of  the  Cruchotins  by  talking 
to  Eugenie  of  the  Marquis  de  Froidfond,  whose  ruined  for- 
tunes might  be  retrieved  if  the  heiress  would  return  his 
estate  to  him  by  a  marriage-contract.  Mme.  des  Grassins 
lauded  the  Marquis  and  his  title  to  the  skies ;  and,  taking 
Eugenie's  quiet  smile  for  consent,  she  went  about  saying 
that  M.  le  President  Cruchot's  marriage  was  not  such  a 
settled  thing  as  some  people  imagined. 

"  M.  de  Froidfond  may  be  fifty  years  old,"  she  said, 
"  but  he  looks  no  older  than  M.  Cruchot ;  he  is  a  widower, 
and  has  a  family,  it  is  true ;  but  he  is  a  marquis,  he  will 
be  a  peer  of  France  one  of  these  days,  it  Is  not  such  a  bad 
match  as  times  go.  I  know  of  my  own  certain  knowledge 
that  when  old  Grandet  added  his  own  property  to  the  Froid- 
fond estate  he  meant  to  graft  his  family  into  the  Froid- 
fonds.  He  often  told  me  as  much.  Oh !  he  was  a  shrewd 
old  man,  this  old  man  Grandet." 

"  Ah !  Nanon,"  Eugenie  said  one  evening,  as  she  went  to 
bed,  "  why  has  he  not  once  written  to  me  In  seven  years  ! " 

While  these  events  were  taking  place  In  Saumur,  Charles 
was  making  his  fortune  in  the  East.  His  first  venture  was 
very  successful.  He  had  promptly  realized  the  sum  of  six 
thousand  dollars.  Crossing  the  line  had  cured  him  of  many 
early  prejudices;  he  soon  saw  very  clearly  that  the  best  and 
quickest  way  of  making  money  was  the  same  In  the  tropics 
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as  in  Europe — by  buying  and  selling  men.  He  made  a 
descent  on  the  African  coasts  and  bargained  for  negroes 
and  other  goods  in  demand  in  various  markets.  He  threw 
himself  heart  and  soul  into  his  business,  and  thought  of 
nothing  else.  He  set  one  clear  aim  before  him,  to  reappear 
in  Paris,  and  to  dazzle  the  world  there  with  his  wealth, 
to  attain  a  position  even  higher  than  the  one  from  which 
he  had  fallen. 

By  dint  of  rubbing  shoulders  with  many  men,  traveling 
in  many  lands,  coming  in  contact  with  various  customs  and 
religions,  his  code  had  been  relaxed,  and  he  had  grown  skep- 
tical. His  notions  of  right  and  wrong  became  less  rigid 
when  he  found  that  what  was  looked  upon  as  a  crime  in  one 
country  was  held  up  to  admiration  in  another.  He  saw  that 
everyone  was  working  for  himself,  that  disinterestedness  was 
rarely  to  be  met  with,  and  grew  selfish  and  suspicious ;  the 
hereditary  failings  of  the  Grandets  came  out  in  him — the 
hardness,  the  shiftiness,  and  the  greed  of  gain.  He  sold 
Chinese  coolies,  negro  slaves,  swallow-nests,  children,  artists, 
and  anything  and  everything  that  brought  in  money.  He 
became  a  money-lender  on  a  large  scale.  Long  practice  in 
cheating  the  custom  authorities  had  made  him  unscrupulous 
in  other  ways.  He  v/ould  make  the  voyage  to  St.  Thomas, 
buy  booty  of  the  pirates  there  for  a  low  price,  and  sell  the 
merchandise  in  the  dearest  market. 

During  his  first  voyage  Eugenie's  pure  and  noble  face  had 
been  with  him,  like  the  image  of  the  Virgin  which  Spanish 
sailors  set  on  the  prows  of  their  vessels;  he  had  attributed 
his  first  success  to  a  kind  of  magical  efficacy  possessed  b}"" 
her  prayers  and  vows ;  but  as  time  went  on,  the  women  of 
other  countries,  negresses,  mulattoes,  white  skins,  and  yellow 
skins,  orgies  and  adventures  in  many  lands,  completely  ef- 
faced all  recollection  of  his  cousin,  of  Saumur,  of  the  old 
house,  of  the  bench,  and  of  the  kiss  that  he  had  snatched 
in  the  passage.  He  remembered  nothing  but  the  little  garden 
shut  in  by  its  crumbling  walls  where  he  had  learned  the  fate 
that  lay  in  store  for  him;  but  he  rejected  all  connection 
with  the  family.  His  uncle  was  an  old  fox  who  had  filched 
his  jewels.    Eugenie  had  no  place  in  his  heart,  he  never  gave 
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her  a  thought ;  but  she  occupied  a  page  in  his  ledger  as  a 
creditor  for  six  thousand  francs. 

Such  conduct  and  such  ideas  explained  Charles  Grandet's 
silence.  In  the  East  Indies,  at  St.  Thomas,  on  the  coast  of 
Africa,  at  Lisbon,  in  the  United  States,  Charles  Grandet  the 
adventurer  was  known  as  Carl  Sepherd,  a  pseudonym  which 
he  assumed  so  as  not  to  compromise  his  real  name.  Carl 
Sepherd  could  be  indefatigable,  brazen,  and  greedy  of  gain ; 
could  conduct  himself,  in  short,  like  a  man  who  resolves  to 
make  a  fortune  quibuscumque  viis,  and  makes  haste  to  have 
done  with  villainy  as  soon  as  possible,  in  order  to  live  re- 
spected for  the  rest  of  his  days. 

With  such  methods  his  career  of  prosperity  was  rapid 
and  brilliant,  and  in  1827  he  returned  to  Bordeaux  on  board 
the  Marie  Caroline,  a  fine  brig  belonging  to  a  Royalist  firm. 
He  had  nineteen  hundred  thousand  francs  with  him  in  gold 
dust,  carefully  secreted  in  three  strong  casks ;  he  hoped  to 
sell  it  to  the  Paris  mint,  and  to  make  eight  per  cent,  on 
the  transaction.  There  was  also  on  board  the  brig  a  gentle- 
man-in-ordinary to  his  majesty  Charles  X.,  a  M.  d'Aubrion, 
a  worthy  old  man  who  had  been  rash  enough  to  marry  a 
woman  of  fashion  whose  money  came  from  estates  in  the 
West  India  Islands.  Mme.  d'Aubrion's  reckless  extrava- 
gance had  obliged  him  to  go  out  to  the  Indies  to  sell  her 
property.  M.  and  Mme.  d'Aubrion,  of  the  house  of  d'Au- 
brion de  Buch,  which  had  lost  its  captal  or  chieftain  just 
before  the  Revolution,  were  now  in  straitened  circumstances. 
They  had  a  bare  twenty  thousand  francs  of  income  and 
a  daughter,  a  very  plain  girl,  whom  her  mother  made  up 
her  mind  to  marry  without  a  dowry ;  for  life  in  Paris  is  ex- 
pensive, and,  as  has  been  seen,  their  means  were  reduced. 
It  was  an  enterprise  the  success  of  which  might  have  seemed 
somewhat  problematical  to  a  man  of  the  world,  in  spite  of 
the  cleverness  with  which  a  woman  of  fashion  is  generally 
credited.  Perhaps  even  Mme.  d'Aubrion  herself,  when  she 
looked  at  her  daughter,  was  almost  ready  to  despair  of  get- 
ting rid  of  her  to  anyone,  even  to  the  most  besotted  wor- 
shiper of  rank  and  titles. 

Mile.   d'Aubrion  was   a  tall,   spare   demoiselle,  somewhat 
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like  her  namesake  the  insect ;  she  had  a  disdainful  mouth, 
overshadowed  by  a  long  nose,  thick  at  the  tip,  sallow  in  its 
normal  condition,  but  very  red  after  a  meal,  an  organic 
change  which  was  all  the  more  unpleasant  by  reason  of  con- 
trast with  a  pallid,  insipid  countenance.  From  some  points 
of  view  she  was  all  that  a  worldly  mother,  who  was  thirty- 
eight  years  of  age,  and  had  still  some  pretensions  to  beauty, 
could  desire.  But  by  way  of  compensating  advantages,  the 
Marquise  d'Aubrion's  distinguished  air  had  been  inherited 
by  her  daughter,  and  that  young  lady  had  been  submitted 
to  a  Spartan  regimen,  which  for  the  time  being  subdued 
the  offending  hue  in  her  feature  to  a  reasonable  flesh-tint. 
Her  mother  had  taught  her  how  to  dress  herself.  Under 
the  same  instructor  she  had  acquired  a  charming  manner, 
and  had  learned  to  assume  that  pensive  expression  which  in- 
terests a  man  and  leads  him  to  imagine  that  here,  surely, 
is  the  angel  for  whom  he  has  hitherto  sought  in  vain.  She 
was  carefully  drilled  in  a  certain  maneuver  with  her  foot — 
to  let  it  peep  forth  from  beneath  her  petticoat,  and  so  call 
attention  to  its  small  size — whenever  her  nose  became  un- 
seasonably red;  indeed,  the  mother  had  made  the  very  best 
of  her  daughter.  By  means  of  large  sleeves,  stiffs  skirts, 
puffs,  padding,  and  high-pressure  corsets  she  had  produced 
a  highly  curious  and  interesting  result,  a  specimen  of  femi- 
ninity which  ought  to  have  been  put  into  a  museum  for  the 
edification  of  mothers  generally. 

Charles  became  very  intimate  with  Mme.  d'Aubrion ;  the 
lady  had  her  own  reasons  for  encouraging  him.  People 
said  that  during  the  time  on  board  she  left  no  stone  un- 
turned to  secure  such  a  prize  for  a  son-in-law.  It  is  at  any 
rate  certain  that  when  they  landed  at  Bordeaux  Charles 
stayed  in  the  same  hotel  with  M.,  Mme.,  and  Mile.  d'Aubrion, 
and  they  all  traveled  together  to  Paris.  The  Hotel  d'Au- 
brion was  hampered  with  mortgages,  and  Charles  was  In- 
tended to  come  to  the  rescue.  The  mother  had  gone  so  far 
as  to  say  that  it  would  give  her  great  pleasure  to  establish 
a  son-in-law  on  the  ground  floor.  She  did  not  share  M. 
d'Aubrion's  aristocratic  prejudices,  and  promised  Charles 
Grandet  to  obtain  letters  patent  from  that  easy-tempered 
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monarch,  CharlesX.,  which  should  authorize  him,  Grandet, 
to  bear  the  name  and  assume  the  arms  of  the  d'Aubrions, 
and  (by  purchasing  the  entail)  to  succeed  to  the  property 
of  Aubrion,  which  was  worth  about  thirty-six  thousand 
livres  a  year,  to  say  nothing  of  the  titles  of  Captal  de  Buch 
and  Marquis  dAubrion.  They  could  be  very  useful  to  each 
other,  in  short;  and  what  with  this  arrangement  of  a  joint 
establishment,  and  one  or  two  posts  about  the  Court,  the 
Hotel  d'Aubrion  might  count  upon  an  income  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs  and  more. 

"  And  when  a  man  has  a  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year, 
a  name,  a  family,  and  a  position  at  Court — for  I  shall  pro- 
cure an  appointment  for  you  as  gentleman-of-the-bedcham- 
ber — the  rest  is  easy.  You  can  be  anything  you  choose  " 
(so  she  instructed  Charles),  "  Master  of  Requests  in  the 
Council  of  State,  Prefect,  Secretary  to  an  Embassy,  the 
Ambassador  himself  if  you  like.  Charles  X.  is  much  attached 
to  dAubrion ;  they  have  known  each  other  from  childhood." 

She  fairly  turned  his  head  with  these  ambitious  schemes, 
and  during  the  voyage  Charles  began  to  cherish  the  hopes 
and  ideas  which  had  been  so  cleverly  insinuated  in  the  form 
of  tender  confidences.  He  never  doubted  but  that  his  uncle 
had  paid  his  father's  creditors ;  he  had  been  suddenly 
launched  into  the  society  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  at 
that  time  the  goal  of  social  ambition ;  and  beneath  the 
shadow  of  Mile.  Mathilde's  purple  nose,  he  was  shortly  to 
appear  as  the  Comte  dAubrion,  very  much  as  the  Dreux 
shone  forth  transformed  into  Brezes.  He  was  dazzled  by 
the  apparent  prosperity  of  the  restored  dynasty,  which  had 
seemed  to  be  tottering  to  its  fall  when  he  left  France ;  his 
head  was  full  of  wild  ambitious  dreams,  which  began  on 
the  voyage,  and  did  not  leave  him  in  Paris.  He  resolved 
to  strain  every  nerve  to  reach  those  pinnacles  of  glory  which 
his  egotistical  would-be  mother-in-law  had  pointed  out  to 
him.  His  cousin  was  only  a  dim  speck  in  the  remote  past ;  she 
had  no  place  in  this  brilliant  future,  no  part  in  his  dreams, 
but  he  went  to  see  Annette.  That  experienced  woman  of 
the  world  gave  counsel  to  her  old  friend ;  he  must  by  no  means 
let  slip  such  an  opportunity  for  an  alliance;  she  promised 
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to  aid  him  in  all  his  schemes  of  advancement.  In  her  heart 
she  was  delighted  to  see  Charles  thus  secured  to  such  a  plain 
and  uninteresting  girl.  He  had  grown  very  attractive  dur- 
ing his  stay  in  the  Indies ;  his  complexion  had  grown  darker, 
he  had  gained  in  manliness  and  self-possession ;  he  spoke  in 
the  firm,  decided  tones  of  a  man  who  is  used  to  command 
and  to  success.  Ever  since  Charles  Grandet  had  discovered 
that  there  was  a  definite  part  for  him  to  play  in  Paris,  he 
was  himself  at  once. 

Des  Grassins,  hearing  of  his  return,  his  approaching  mar- 
riage, and  his  large  fortune,  came  to  see  him,  and  spoke 
of  the  three  hundred  thousand  francs  still  owing  to  his 
father's  creditors.  He  found  Charles  closeted  with  a  gold- 
smith, from  whom  he  had  ordered  jewels  for  Mile.  d'Au- 
brion's  present,  and  who  was  submitting  designs.  Charles 
himself  had  brought  magnificent  diamonds  from  the  Indies ; 
but  the  cost  of  setting  them,  together  with  the  silver  plate 
and  jewelry  of  the  new  establishment,  amounted  to  more  than 
two  hundred  thousand  francs.  He  did  not  recognize  des 
Grassins  at  first,  and  treated  him  with  the  cool  insolence  of 
a  young  man  of  fashion  who  is  conscious  that  he  has  killed 
four  men  in  as  many  duels  in  the  Indies.  As  M.  des  Grassins 
had  already  called  three  or  four  times,  Charles  vouchsafed 
to  hear  him,  but  it  was  with  bare  politeness,  and  he  did  not 
pay  the  slightest  attention  to  what  the  banker  said. 

"  My  father's  debts  are  not  mine,"  he  said  coolly.  "  I  am 
obliged  to  you,  sir,  for  the  trouble  you  have  been  good 
enough  to  take,  but  I  am  none  the  better  for  it  that  I  can 
see.  I  have  not  scraped  together  a  couple  of  millions,  earned 
with  the  sweat  of  my  brow,  to  fling  it  to  my  father's  creditors 
at  this  late  day." 

"  But  suppose  that  your  father  were  to  be  declared  bank- 
rupt in  a  few  days'  time?  " 

"  In  a  few  days'  time  I  shall  be  the  Comte  d'Aubrion, 
sir;  so  you  can  see  that  it  is  a  matter  of  entire  indifference 
to  me.  Besides,  you  know  even  better  than  I  do  that  when 
a  man  has  a  hundred  thousand  livres  a  year,  his  father  never 
has  been  a  bankrupt,"  and  he  politely  edged  the  deputy  des 
Grassins  to  the  door. 
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In  the  early  days  of  the  month  of  August,  in  that  same 
year,  Eugenie  was  sitting  on  the  Httle  bench  in  the  garden 
where  her  cousin  had  sworn  eternal  love,  and  where  she 
often  took  breakfast  in  summer  mornings.  The  poor  girl 
was  almost  happy  for  a  few  brief  moments ;  she  went  over 
all  the  great  and  little  events  of  her  love  before  those  catas- 
trophes that  followed.  The  morning  was  fresh  and  bright, 
and  the  garden  was  full  of  sunlight ;  her  eyes  wandered 
over  the  wall  with  its  moss  and  flowers ;  it  was  full  of  cracks 
now,  and  all  but  in  ruins,  but  no  one  was  allowed  to  touch 
it,  though  Cornoiller  was  always  prophesying  to  his  wife 
that  the  whole  thing  would  come  down  and  crush  somebody 
or  other  one  of  these  days.  The  postman  knocked  at  the 
door,  and  gave  a  letter  into  the  hands  of  Mme.  Cornoiller, 
who  hurried  into  the  garden,  crying,  "  Mademoiselle !  A 
letter!  Is  it  the  letter.?  "  she  added,  as  she  handed  it  to  her 
mistress. 

The  words  rang  through  Eugenie's  heart  as  the  spoken 
sounds  rang  from  the  ramparts  and  the  old  garden 
wall. 

"  Paris ! — It  is  his  writing !     Then  he  has  come  back." 

Eugenie's  face  grew  white ;  for  several  seconds  she  kept 
the  seal  unbroken,  for  her  heart  beat  so  fast  that  she  could 
neither  move  nor  see.  Big  Nanon  stood  and  waited  with 
both  hands  on  her  hips;  joy  seemed  to  pufF  like  smoke  from 
every  wrinkle  in  her  brown  face. 

"  Do  read  it,  mademoiselle !  " 

"  Oh !  why  does  he  come  back  by  way  of  Paris,  Nanon, 
when  he  went  by  way  of  Saumur.''  " 

"  Read  it ;  the  letter  will  tell  you  why." 

Eugenie's  fingers  trembled  as  she  opened  the  envelope ;  a 
check  on  the  firm  of  "  Mme.  des  Grassins  et  Corret,  Saumur," 
fell  out  of  it  and  fluttered  down.     Nanon  picked  it  up. 

"  My  dear  Cousin " 

( "  I  am  not  '  Eugenie '  now,"  she  thought,  and  her  heart 
stood  still.)     "You " 

"  He  used  to  say  thou!  "  She  folded  her  arms  and  dreaded 
to  read  any  further ;  great  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes. 

"What  is  it.?*     Is  he  dead.'*"  asked  Nanon. 
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"  If  he  were,  he  could  not  write,"  said  Eugenie,  and  she 
read  the  letter  through.     It  ran  as  follows: 

"  My  dear  Cousin  : — You  will,  I  am  sure,  hear  with  pleas- 
ure of  the  success  of  my  enterprise.  You  brought  me  luck ; 
I  have  come  back  to  France  a  wealthy  man,  as  my  uncle 
advised.  I  have  just  heard  of  his  death,  together  with  that 
of  my  aunt,  from  M.  des  Grassins.  Our  parents  must  die 
in  the  course  of  nature,  and  we  ourselves  must  follow  them. 
I  hope  that  by  this  time  you  are  consoled  for  your  loss ; 
time  cures  all  trouble,  as  I  know  by  experience.  Yes,  my 
dear  cousin,  the  day  of  illusions  has  gone  by  for  me.  I  am 
sorry,  but  it  cannot  be  helped.  I  have  knocked  about  the 
world  so  much,  and  seen  so  much,  that  I  have  been  led  to 
reflect  on  life.  I  was  a  child  when  I  went  away ;  I  have  come 
back  a  man,  and  I  have  many  things  to  think  about  now 
which  I  did  not  even  dream  of  then.  You  are  free,  my 
cousin,  and  I  too  am  free  still;  there  is  apparently  nothing 
to  hinder  the  realization  of  our  youthful  hopes,  but  I  am  too 
straightforward  to  hide  my  present  situation  from  you.  I 
have  not  for  a  moment  forgotten  that  I  am  bound  to  you ; 
through  all  my  wanderings  I  have  always  remembered  the 
little  wooden  bench " 

Eugenie  started  up  as  If  she  were  sitting  on  burning 
coals,  and  sat  down  on  one  of  the  broken  stone  steps  in  the 
yard. 

— "  the  little  wooden  bench  where  we  vowed  to  love  each 
other  forever;  the  passage,  the  gray  parlor,  my  attic  room, 
the  night  when  in  your  thoughtfulness  and  tact  you  made 
my  future  easier  to  me.  Yes,  these  memories  have  been  my 
support ;  I  have  said  in  my  heart  that  you  were  always 
thinking  of  me  when  I  thought  of  you  at  the  hour  we  had 
agreed  upon.  Did  you  not  look  out  into  the  darkness  at 
nine  o'clock?  Yes,  I  am  sure  you  did.  I  would  not  prove 
false  to  so  sacred  a  friendship ;  I  cannot  deal  insincerely 
with  you. 

"  A  marriage  has  been  proposed  to  me,  which  is  in  every 
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way  satisfactory  to  my  mind.  Love  in  a  marriage  is  ro- 
mantic nonsense.  Experience  has  clearly  shown  me  that  in 
marrying  we  must  obey  social  laws  and  conform  to  conven- 
tional ideas.  There  is  some  difference  of  age  between  you 
and  me,  which  would  perhaps  be  more  likely  to  affect  your 
future  than  mine,  and  there  are  other  differences  of  which 
I  need  not  speak;  your  bringing  up,  your  ways  of  life,  and 
your  tastes  have  not  fitted  you  for  Parisian  life,  nor  would 
they  harmonize  with  the  future  which  I  have  marked  out 
for  myself.  For  instance,  it  is  a  part  of  my  plan  to  maintain 
a  great  household,  and  to  see  a  good  deal  of  society ;  and 
you,  I  am  sure,  from  my  recollections  of  you,  would  prefer 
a  quiet,  domestic  life  and  home-keeping  ways.  No,  I  will 
be  open  with  you ;  I  will  abide  by  your  decision ;  but  I  must 
first,  however,  lay  all  the  facts  of  the  case  before  you,  that 
you  may  the  better  judge. 

"  I  possess  at  the  time  of  writing  an  income  of  eighty 
thousand  livres.  With  this  fortune  I  am  able  to  marry  into 
the  d'Aubrion  family ;  I  should  take  their  name  on  my  mar- 
riage with  their  only  daughter,  a  girl  of  nineteen,  and  secure 
at  the  same  time  a  very  brilliant  position  in  society,  and 
the  post  of  gentleman-of-the-bedchamber.  I  will  assure  you 
at  once,  my  dear  cousin,  that  I  have  not  the  slightest  affec- 
tion for  Mile.  d'Aubrion,  but  by  this  marriage  I  shall  secure 
for  my  children  a  social  rank  which  will  be  of  inestimable 
value  in  the  future.  Monarchical  principles  are  daily  gain- 
ing ground.  A  few  years  hence  my  son,  the  Marquis  d'Au- 
brion, would  have  an  entailed  estate  and  a  yearly  rental  of 
forty  thousand  livres ;  with  such  advantages  there  would  be 
no  position  to  which  he  might  not  aspire.  We  ought  to  live 
for  our  children. 

"  You  see,  my  cousin,  how  candidly  I  am  laying  the  state 
of  my  heart,  my  hopes,  and  my  fortunes  before  you.  Per- 
haps after  seven  years  of  separation  you  may  yourself  have 
forgotten  our  childish  love  affair,  but  I  have  never  forgotten 
your  goodness  or  my  promise.  A  less  conscientious,  a  less 
upright  man,  with  a  heart  less  youthful  than  mine,  might 
scarcely  feel  himself  bound  by  it ;  but  for  me  a  promise, 
however  lightly  given,  is  sacred.     When  I  tell  you  plainly 
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that  my  marriage  is  solely  a  marriage  of  suitability,  and 
that  I  have  not  forgotten  the  love  of  our  youthful  days, 
am  I  not  putting  myself  entirely  into  your  hands,  and  mak- 
ing you  the  arbitress  of  my  fate?  Is  it  not  implied  that  if 
I  must  renounce  my  social  ambitions,  I  shall  willingly  con- 
tent myself  with  the  simple  and  pure  happiness  which  is 
always  called  up  by  the  thought  of  you " 

"  Tra-la-la-tan-ta-ti !  "  sang  Charles  Grandet  to  the  air 
of  Noil  piu  Andrai,  as  he  signed  himself, 

"  Your  devoted  cousin, 

"  Charles." 

"  By  Jove !  that  is  acting  handsomely,"  he  said  to  himself. 
He  looked  about  him  for  the  check,  slipped  it  in,  and  added 
a  postscript. 

"  P.  S. — I  inclose  a  check  on  Mme.  des  Grassins  for  eight 
thousand  francs,  payable  in  gold  to  your  order,  comprising 
the  capital  and  interest  of  the  sum  you  were  so  kind  to  ad- 
vance me.  I  am  expecting  a  case  from  Bordeaux  which  con- 
tains a  few  things  which  you  must  allow  me  to  send  you 
as  a  token  of  my  unceasing  gratitude.  You  can  send  my 
dressing-case  by  the  diligence  to  the  Hotel  d'Aubrion,  Rue 
Hillerin-Bertin." 

"  By  the  diligence ! "  cried  Eugenie,  "  when  I  would  have 
given  my  life  for  it  a  thousand  times !  " 

Terrible  and  complete  shipwreck  of  hope ;  the  vessel  had 
gone  down,  there  was  not  a  spar,  not  a  plank  in  the  vast 
ocean.  There  are  women  who  when  their  lover  forsakes  them 
will  drag  him  from  a  rival's  arms  and  murder  her,  and  fly 
for  refuge  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  to  the  scaffold,  or  the 
grave.  There  is  a  certain  grandeur  in  this  no  doubt ;  there 
is  something  so  sublime  in  the  passion  of  indignation  which 
prompts  the  crime,  that  man's  justice  is  awed  into  silence; 
but  there  are  other  women  who  suffer  and  bow  their  heads. 
They  go  on  their  way,  submissive  and  broken-hearted,  weep- 
ing and  forgiving,  praying  till  their  last  sigh  for  him  whom 
they  never  forget.     And  this  no  less  is  love,  love  such   as 
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the  angels  know,  love  that  bears  itself  proudly  in  anguish, 
that  lives  by  the  secret  pain  of  which  it  dies  at  last.  This 
was  to  be  Eugenie's  love  now  that  she  had  read  that  horrible 
letter. 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  the  sky  and  thought  of  her  mother's 
prophetic  words,  uttered  in  the  moment  of  clear  vision  that 
is  sometimes  given  to  dying  eyes ;  and  as  she  thought  of  her 
mother's  life  and  death,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  was  looking 
out  over  her  own  future.  There  was  nothing  left  to  her  now 
but  to  live  prayerfully  till  the  day  of  her  deliverance  should 
come  and  the  soul  spread  its  wings  for  heaven. 

"  My  mother  was  right,"  she  said,  weeping.  "  Suffer — 
and  die." 

She  went  slowly  from  the  garden  into  the  house,  avoiding 
the  passage;  but  when  she  came  into  the  old  gray  parlor,  it 
was  full  of  memories  of  her  cousin.  On  the  chimney-piece 
there  stood  a  certain  china  saucer,  which  she  used  every 
morning,  and  the  old  Sevres  sugar  basin. 

It  was  to  be  a  memorable  and  eventful  day  for  Eugenie. 
Nanon  announced  the  cure  of  the  parish  church.  He  was 
related  to  the  Cruchots,  and  therefore  in  the  interests  of 
the  President  de  Bonfons.  For  some  days  past  the  Abbe 
had  urged  the  cure  to  speak  seriously  to  Mile.  Grandet 
about  the  duty  of  marriage  from  a  religious  point  of  view 
for  a  woman  in  her  position.  Eugenie,  seeing  her  pastor, 
fancied  that  he  had  come  for  the  thousand  francs  which  she 
gave  him  every  month  for  the  poor  of  his  parish,  and  sent 
Nanon  for  the  money ;  but  the  curate  began  with  a  smile, 
"  To-day,  mademoiselle,  I  have  come  to  take  counsel  with 
you  about  a  poor  girl  in  whom  all  Saumur  takes  an  interest, 
and  who,  through  lack  of  charity  to  herself,  is  not  living 
as  a  Christian  should." 

"  Mon  Dieu!  M.  le  Cure,  just  now  I  can  think  of  nobody 
but  myself.  I  am  very  miserable,  my  only  refuge  is  in  the 
Church ;  her  heart  is  large  enough  to  hold  all  human  sor- 
rows, her  love  so  inexhaustible  that  we  need  never  fear  to 
drain  it  dry." 

"  Well,  mademoiselle,  when  we  speak  of  this  girl,  we  shall 
speak  of  you.     Listen !     If  you  would  fain  work  out  your 
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salvation,  there  are  but  two  ways  open  to  you:  you  must 
either  leave  the  world  or  live  in  the  world  and  submit  to  its 
laws — you  must  choose  between  the  earthly  and  the  heavenly 
vocation." 

"  Ah !  your  voice  speaks  to  me  when  I  need  to  hear  a  voice. 
Yes,  God  has  sent  you  to  me.  I  will  bid  the  world  farewell, 
and  live  for  God  alone,  in  silence  and  seclusion." 

"  But,  my  daughter,  you  should  think  long  and  prayer- 
fully before  taking  so  strong  a  measure.  Marriage  is  life ; 
the  veil  and  the  convent  is  death." 

"  Yes,  death.  Ah !  if  death  would  only  come  quickly,  M. 
le  Cure,"  she  said,  with  dreadful  eagerness. 

"  Death.?  But  you  have  great  obligations  to  fulfill  to- 
wards society,  mademoiselle.  There  is  your  family  of  poor, 
to  whom  you  give  clothes  and  firing  in  winter  and  work  in 
summer.  Your  great  fortune  is  a  loan,  of  which  you  must 
give  account  one  day.  You  have  always  looked  on  it  as 
a  sacred  trust.  It  would  be  selfish  to  bury  yourself  in  a 
convent,  and  you  ought  not  to  live  alone  in  the  world.  In 
the  first  place,  how  can  you  endure  the  burden  of  your  vast 
fortune  alone?  You  might  lose  it.  You  will  be  involved  in 
endless  litigation ;  you  will  find  yourself  in  difficulties  from 
which  you  will  not  be  able  to  extricate  yourself.  Take  your 
pastor's  word,  a  husband  is  useful ;  you  ought  not  to  lose 
what  God  has  given  into  your  charge.  I  speak  to  you  as 
to  a  cherished  lamb  of  my  flock.  You  love  God  too  sincerely 
to  find  hindrances  to  your  salvation  in  the  world ;  you  are 
one  of  its  fairest  ornaments,  and  should  remain  in  it  as  an 
example  of  holiness." 

At  this  point  Mme.  des  Grassins  was  announced.  The 
banker's  wife  was  smarting  under  a  grievous  disappoint- 
ment, and  thirsted  for  revenge. 

"  Mademoiselle "  she  began.     "  Oh !  M.  le  Cure  is  here 

— I  will  say  no  more  then.  I  came  to  speak  about  some 
matters  of  business,  but  I  see  you  are  deep  in  something 
else." 

"  Madame,"  said  the  cure,  "  I  leave  the  field  to  you." 

"  Oh !  M.  le  Cure,  pray  come  back  again ;  I  stand  in  great 
need  of  your  help  just  now." 
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*'  Yes,  indeed,  my  poor  child !  "  said  Mme.  des  Grassins. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Eugenie  and  the  cure  both 
together. 

"  Do  you  suppose  that  I  haven't  heard  that  3'our  cousin 
has  come  back,  and  is  going  to  marry  Mile.  d'Aubrion.''  A 
woman  doesn't  go  about  with  her  wits  in  her  pocket." 

Eugenie  was  silent,  there  was  a  red  flush  on  her  face,  but 
she  made  up  her  mind  at  once  that  henceforward  no  one 
should  learn  anything  from  her,  and  looked  as  impenetrable 
as  her  father  used  to  do. 

"  Well,  madame,"  she  said,  with  a  tinge  of  bitterness  in 
her  tones,  "  it  seems  that  I,  at  any  rate,  carry  my  wjts  in 
my  pocket,  for  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  understand  you. 
Speak  out  and  explain  yourself;  you  can  speak  freely  before 
M.  le  Cure,  he  is  my  director,  as  you  know." 

"  Well,  then,  mademoiselle,  see  for  yourself  what  des  Gras- 
sins says.     Here  is  the  letter." 

Eugenie  read — 

"  My  dear  Wife  : — Charles  Grandet  has  returned  from 
the  Indies,  and  has  been  in  Paris  these  two  months " 

"  Two  months !  "  said  Eugenie  to  herself,  and  her  hand 
fell  to  her  side.     After  a  moment  she  went  on  reading — 

"  I  had  to  dance  attendance  on  him,  and  called  twice  be- 
fore the  future  Comte  d'Aubrion  would  condescend  to  see 
me.  All  Paris  is  talking  about  his  marriage,  and  the  banns 
are  published " 

"And  he  wrote  to  me  after  that.^^"  Eugenie  said  to  her- 
self. She  did  not  round  off  the  sentence  as  a  Parisienne 
would  have  done,  with  "  Wretch  that  he  is !  "  but  her  scorn 
was  not  one  whit  the  less  because  it  was  unexpressed. 

— "  but  it  will  be  a  good  while  yet  before  he  marries ;  it 
is  not  likely  that  the  Marquis  d'Aubrion  will  give  his  daugh- 
ter to  the  son  of  a  bankrupt  wine  merchant.  I  called  and 
told  him  of  all  the  trouble  we  had  been  at,  his  uncle  and  I, 
in  the  matter  of  his  father's  failure,  and  of  our  clever  dodges 
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that  had  kept  the  creditors  quiet  so  far.  The  insolent  puppy 
had  the  effrontery  to  say  to  me — to  me,  who  for  five  years 
have  toiled  day  and  night  in  his  interest  and  to  save  his 
credit — that  his  father''s  affairs  were  not  his!  A  solicitor 
would  have  wanted  thirty  or  forty  thousand  francs  of  him 
in  fees  at  the  rate  of  one  per  cent,  on  the  total  of  the  debt ! 
But,  patience !  There  is  something  that  he  does  owe,  how- 
ever, and  that  the  law  shall  make  him  pay,  that  is  to  say, 
twelve  hundred  thousand  francs  to  his  father's  creditors,  and 
I  shall  declare  his  father  bankrupt.  I  mixed  myself  up  in 
this  affair  on  the  word  of  that  old  crocodile  of  a  Grandet, 
and  I  have  given  promises  in  the  name  of  the  family.  M. 
le  Comte  d'Aubrion  may  not  care  for  his  honor,  but  I  care 
a  good  deal  for  mine!  So  I  shall  just  explain  my  position 
to  the  creditors.  Still,  I  have  too  much  respect  for  Mile. 
Eugenie  (with  whom,  in  happier  days,  we  hoped  to  be  more 
closely  connected)  to  take  any  steps  before  you  have  spoken 
to  her " 

There  Eugenie  paused,  and  quietly  returned  the  letter. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you,"  she  said  to  Mme.  des  Grassins. 
"  We  shall  see " 

"Your  voice  was  exactly  like  your  father's  just  then," 
exclaimed  Mme.  des  Grassins. 

"  Madame,"  put  in  Nanon,  producing  Charles's  check, 
"  you  have  eight  thousand  francs  to  pay  us." 

"  True.  Be  so  good  as  to  come  with  me,  Mme.  Cor- 
noiller." 

"  M.  le  Cure,"  said  Eugenie,  with  a  noble  composure  that 
came  of  the  thought  which  prompted  her,  "  would  it  be 
a  sin  to  remain  in  a  state  of  virginity  after  marriage  .-^  " 

"  It  is  a  case  of  conscience  which  I  cannot  solve.  If  you 
care  to  know  what  the  celebrated  Sanchez  says  in  his  great 
work,  De  Matrimonio,  I  could  inform  you  to-morrow." 

The  cure  took  leave.  Mile.  Grandet  went  up  to  her 
father's  room  and  spent  the  day  there  by  herself;  she  would 
not  even  come  down  to  dinner,  though  Nanon  begged  and 
scolded.  She  appeared  in  the  evening  at  the  hour  when  the 
usual  company  began  to  arrive.     The  gray  parlor  in  the 
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Grandets'  house  had  never  been  so  well  filled  as  it  was  that 
night.  Every  soul  in  the  town  knew  by  that  time  of  Charles's 
return,  and  of  his  faithlessness  and  ingratitude ;  but  their 
inquisitive  curiosity  was  not  to  be  gratified.  Eugenie  was  a 
little  late,  but  no  one  saw  any  traces  of  the  cruel  agitation 
through  which  she  had  passed ;  she  could  smile  benignly  in 
reply  to  the  compassionate  looks  and  words  which  some  of 
the  group  thought  fit  to  bestow  on  her ;  she  bore  her  pain 
behind  a  mask  of  politeness. 

About  nine  o'clock  the  card-players  drew  away  from  the 
tables,  paid  their  losses,  and  criticised  the  game  and  the 
various  points  that  had  been  made.  Just  as  there  was  a 
general  move  in  the  direction  of  the  door,  an  unexpected 
development  took  place ;  the  news  of  it  rang  through 
Saumur  and  four  prefectures  round  about  for  days 
after. 

"  Please  stay,  M.  le  President." 

There  was  not  a  person  in  the  room  who  did  not  thrill 
with  excitement  at  the  words ;  M.  de  Bonf  ons,  who  was  about 
to  take  his  cane,  turned  quite  white,  and  sat  down  again. 

"  The  president  talces  the  millions,"  said  Mile,  de  Gribeau- 
court. 

"  It  is  quite  clear  that  President  de  Bonf  ons  is  going  to 
marry  Mile.  Grandet,"  cried  Mme.  d'Orsonval. 

"  The  best  trick  of  the  game !  "  commented  the  Abbe. 

"  A  very  pretty  slam,"  said  the  notar3\ 

Everyone  said  his  say  and  cut  his  joke,  everyone  thought 
of  the  heiress  mounted  upon  her  millions  as  if  she  were  on  a 
pedestal.  Here  was  the  catastrophe  of  the  drama,  begun 
nine  years  ago,  taking  place  under  their  eyes.  To  tell  the 
president  in  the  face  of  all  Saumur  to  "  stay  "  was  as  good 
as  announcing  at  once  that  she  meant  to  take  the  magistrate 
for  her  husband.  Social  conventionalities  are  rigidly  ob- 
served in  little  country  towns,  and  such  an  infraction  as  this 
was  looked  upon  as  a  binding  promise. 

"  M.  le  President,"  Eugenie  began  in  an  unsteady  voice, 
as  soon  as  they  were  alone,  "  I  know  what  you  care  about 
in  me.  Swear  to  leave  me  free  till  the  end  of  my  life,  to 
claim  none  of  the  rights  which  marriage  will  give  you  over 
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me,  and  my  hand  is  yours.  Oh !  "  she  said,  seeing  him  about 
to  fall  on  his  knees,  "  I  have  not  finished  yet.  I  must  tell 
you  frankly  that  there  are  memories  in  my  heart  which  can 
never  be  effaced;  that  friendship  is  all  that  I  can  give  my 
husband;  I  wish  neither  to  affront  him  nor  to  be  disloyal  to 
my  own  heart.  But  you  shall  only  have  my  hand  and  for- 
tune at  the  price  of  an  immense  service  which  I  want  you  to 
do  me." 

"  Anything,  I  will  do  anything,"  said  the  president. 

"  Here  are  fifteen  hundred  thousand  francs,  M.  le  Presi- 
dent," she  said,  drawing  from  her  bodice  a  certificate  for  a 
hundred  shares  in  the  Bank  of  France ;  "  will  you  set  out 
for  Paris?  You  must  not  even  wait  till  the  morning,  but 
go  at  once,  to-night.  You  must  go  straight  to  M.  des 
Grassins,  ask  him  for  a  list  of  my  uncle's  creditors,  call  them 
together,  and  discharge  all  outstanding  claims  upon  Guil- 
laume  Grandet's  estate.  Let  the  creditors  have  capital  and 
interest  at  five  per  cent,  from  the  day  the  debts  were  con- 
tracted to  the  present  time;  and  see  that  in  every  case  a 
receipt  in  full  is  given,  and  that  it  is  made  out  in  proper 
form.  You  are  a  magistrate,  you  are  the  only  person  whom 
I  feel  that  I  can  trust  in  such  a  case.  You  are  a  gentle- 
man and  a  man  of  honor ;  you  have  given  me  your  word,  and, 
protected  by  your  name,  I  will  make  the  perilous  voyage  of 
life.  We  shall  know  how  to  make  allowances  for  each  other, 
for  we  have  been  acquainted  for  so  long  that  it  is  almost  as 
if  we  were  related,  and  I  am  sure  you  would  not  wish  to 
make  me  unhappy." 

The  president  fell  on  his  knees  at  the  feet  of  the  rich 
heiress  in  a  paroxysm  of  joy. 

"  I  will  be  your  slave ! "  he  said. 

"  When  all  the  receipts  are  in  your  possession,  sir,"  she 
went  on,  looking  quietly  at  him,  "  you  must  take  them,  to- 
gether with  the  bills,  to  my  cousin  Grandet,  and  give  them 
to  him  with  this  letter.  When  you  come  back,  I  will  keep 
my  word." 

The  president  understood  the  state  of  affairs  perfectly 
well.  "  She  is  accepting  me  out  of  pique,"  he  thought,  and 
he  hastened  to  do  Mile.  Grandet's  bidding  with  all  possible 
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speed,  for  fear  some  chance  might  bring  about  a  reconcilia- 
tion between  the  lovers. 

As  soon  as  M.  de  Bonfons  left  her,  Eugenie  sank  into 
her  chair  and  burst  into  tears.  All  was  over,  and  this  was 
the  end. 

The  president  traveled  post-haste  to  Paris  and  reached  his 
journey's  end  on  the  following  evening.  The  next  morning 
he  went  to  des  Grassins,  and  arranged  for  a  meeting  of  the 
creditors  in  the  office  of  the  notary  with  whom  the  bills 
had  been  deposited.  Every  man  of  them  appeared,  every 
man  of  them  was  punctual  to  a  moment — one  should  give 
even  creditors  their  dues. 

M.  de  Bonfons,  in  Mile.  Grandet's  name,  paid  down  the 
money  in  full,  both  capital  and  interest.  They  were  paid 
interest !  It  was  an  amazing  portent,  a  nine  days'  wonder  in 
the  business  world  of  Paris.  After  the  whole  affair  had  been 
wound  up,  and  when,  by  Eugenie's  desire,  des  Grassins  had 
received  fifty  thousand  francs  for  his  services,  the  president 
betook  himself  to  the  Hotel  d'Aubrion,  and  was  lucky  enough 
to  find  Charles  at  home,  and  in  disgrace  with  his  future 
father-in-law.  The  old  Marquis  had  just  informed  that 
gentleman  that  until  Guillaume  Grandet's  creditors  were 
satisfied,  a  marriage  with  his  daughter  was  not  to  be  thought 
of. 

To  Charles,  thus  despondent,  the  president  delivered  the 
following  letter : 

"  Dear  Cousin  : — M.  le  President  de  Bonfons  has  under- 
taken to  hand  you  a  discharge  of  all  claims  against  my 
uncle's  estate,  and  to  deliver  it  in  person,  together  with  this 
letter,  so  that  I  may  know  that  it  is  safely  in  your  hands. 
I  heard  rumors  of  bankruptcy,  and  it  occurred  to  me  that 
difficulties  might  possibly  arise  as  a  consequence  in  the  mat- 
ter of  your  marriage  with  Mile.  d'Aubrion.  Yes,  cousin, 
you  are  quite  right  about  my  tastes  and  manners ;  I  have 
lived,  as  you  say,  so  entirely  out  of  the  world  that  I  know 
nothing  of  its  ways  or  its  calculations,  and  my  companion- 
ship could  never  make  up  to  you  for  the  loss  of  the  pleasures 
that  you  look  to  find  in  society.     I  hope  that  you  will  be 
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happy  according  to  the  social  conventions  to  which  you 
have  sacrificed  our  early  love.  The  only  thing  in  my  power 
to  give  you  to  complete  your  happiness  is  your  father's 
good  name.  Farewell;  you  will  always  find  a  faithful  friend 
in  your  cousin,  Eugenie." 

In  spite  of  himself  an  exclamation  broke  from  the  man 
of  social  ambitions  when  his  eyes  fell  on  the  discharge  and 
receipts.     The  president  smiled. 

"  We  can  each  announce  our  marriage,"  said  he. 

"Oh!  you  are  to  marry  Eugenie,  are  you?  Well,  I  am 
glad  to  hear  it ;  she  is  a  kind-hearted  girl.  Why !  "  struck 
with  a  sudden  luminous  idea,  "  she  must  be  rich?  " 

"  Four  days  ago  she  had  about  nineteen  millions,"  the 
president  said,  with  a  malicious  twinkle  in  his  eyes ;  "  to-day 
she  has  only  seventeen." 

Charles  was  dumfounded ;  he  stared  at  the  president. 

"  Seventeen  mil " 

"  Seventeen  millions.  Yes,  sir ;  when  we  are  married.  Mile. 
Grandet  and  I  shall  muster  seven  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
livres  a  year  between  us." 

"  My  dear  cousin,"  said  Charles,  with  some  return  of 
assurance,  "  we  shall  be  able  to  push  each  other's  fortunes." 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  president.  "  There  is  something 
else  here,"  he  added,  "  a  little  case  that  I  was  to  give  only 
in  your  hands,"  and  he  set  down  a  box  containing  the  dress- 
ing-case upon  the  table. 

The  door  opened,  and  in  came  Mme.  la  Marquise  d'Au- 
brion ;  the  great  lady  seemed  to  be  unaware  of  Cruchot's 
existence.  "  Look  here !  dear,"  she  said,  "  never  mind  what 
that  absurd  M.  d'Aubrion  has  been  saying  to  you ;  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  has  quite  turned  his  head.  I  repeat 
it,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  your  marriage " 

"  Nothing,  madame,"  answered  Charles.  "  The  three  mil- 
lions which  my  father  owed  were  paid  yesterday." 

"  In  money  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  In  full,  capital  and  interest ;  I  mean  to  rehabilitate  his 
memory." 

"  What  nonsense !  "  cried  Mme.   la  Marquise   d'Aubrion. 
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"  Who  is  this  person  ?  "  she  asked  in  Charles's  ear,  as  she  saw 
Cruchot  for  the  first  time. 

"  My  man  of  business,"  he  answered  in  a  low  voice.  The 
Marquise  gave  M.  de  Bonfons  a  disdainful  bow,  and  left 
the  room. 

"  We  are  beginning  to  push  each  other's  fortunes  al- 
ready," said  the  president  dryly,  as  he  took  up  his  hat. 
"  Good-day,  cousin." 

"  The  old  cockatoo  from  Saumur  is  laughing  at  me ;  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  make  him  swallow  six  inches  of  cold 
steel,"  thought  Charles. 

But  the  president  had  departed. 

Three  days  later  M.  de  Bonfons  was  back  in  Saumur 
again,  and  announced  his  marriage  with  Eugenie.  After 
about  six  months  he  received  his  appointment  as  Councilor 
to  the  Court-Royal  at  Angers,  and  they  went  thither.  But 
before  Eugenie  left  Saumur  she  melted  down  the  trinkets 
that  had  long  been  so  sacred  and  so  dear  a  trust,  and  gave 
them,  together  with  the  eight  thousand  francs  which  her 
cousin  had  returned  to  her,  to  make  a  reredos  for  the  altar 
in  the  parish  church  whither  she  had  gone  so  often  to  pray 
to  God  for  him.  Henceforward  her  life  was  spent  partly 
at  Angers,  partly  at  Saumur.  Her  husband's  devotion  to  the 
Government  at  a  political  crisis  was  rewarded ;  he  was  made 
President  of  the  Chamber,  and  finally  First  President.  Then 
he  awaited  a  general  election  with  impatience ;  he  had  visions 
of  a  place  in  the  Government ;  he  had  dreams  of  a  peerage ; 
and  then,  and  then 

"Then  he  would  call  cousins  with  the  king,  I  suppose.?" 
said  Nanon,  big  Nanon,  Mme.  Cornoiller,  wife  of  a  burgess 
of  Saumur,  when  her  mistress  told  her  of  these  lofty  ambi- 
tions and  high  destinies. 

Yet,  after  all,  none  of  these  ambitious  dreams  were  to  be 
realized,  and  the  name  of  M.  de  Bonfons  (he  had  finally 
dropped  the  patronymic  Cruchot)  was  to  undergo  no  further 
transformation.  He  died  only  eight  days  after  his  appoint- 
ment as  deputy  of  Saumur.  God,  who  sees  all  hearts,  and 
who  never  strikes   without   cause,  punished  him,   doubtless, 
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for  his  presumptuous  schemes,  and  for  the  lawyer's  cunning 
with  which,  accurante  Cruchot,  he  drafted  his  own  marriage 
contract;  in  which  husband  and  wife,  in  case  there  was  no 
issue  of  the  marriage,  bequeathed  to  each  other  all  their 
property,  hath  real  estate  and  personalty,  without  exception 
or  reservation,  dispensing  even  with  the  formality  of  an 
inventory,  provided  that  the  omission  of  the  said  inventory 
should  not  injure  their  heirs  and  assigns,  it  being  under- 
stood that  this  deed  of  gift,  etc.,  etc.,  a  clause  which  may 
throw  some  light  on  the  profound  respect  with  which  the 
president  constantly  showed  for  his  wife's  desire  to  live  apart. 
Women  cited  M.  le  Premier  President  as  one  of  the  most 
delicately  considerate  of  men,  and  pitied  him,  and  often  went 
so  far  as  to  blame  Eugenie  for  clinging  to  her  passion  and 
her  sorrow ;  mingling,  according  to  their  wont,  cruel  insinua- 
tions with  their  criticisms  of  the  president's  wife. 

"  If  Mme.  de  Bonfons  lives  apart  from  her  husband,  she 
must  be  in  very  bad  health,  poor  thing.  Is  she  likely  to 
recover.'*  What  can  be  the  matter  with  her.''  Is  it  cancer 
or  gastritis,  or  what  is  it.''  Why  does  she  not  go  to  Paris 
and  see  some  specialist?  She  has  looked  very  sallow  for  a 
long  time  past.  How  can  she  not  wish  to  have  a  child? 
They  say  she  is  very  fond  of  her  husband ;  why  not  give  him 
an  heir  in  his  position?  Do  you  know,  it  is  really  dreadful! 
If  it  is  only  some  notion  which  she  has  taken  into  her  head, 
it  is  unpardonable.     Poor  president !  " 

There  is  a  certain  keen  insight  and  quick  apprehensive- 
ness  that  is  the  gift  of  a  lonely  and  meditative  life — and 
loneliness,  and  sorrow,  and  the  discipline  of  the  last  few  years 
had  given  Eugenie  this  clairvoyance  of  the  narrow  lot.  She 
knew  within  herself  that  the  president  was  anxious  for  her 
death  that  he  might  be  the  sole  possessor  of  the  colossal, 
fortune,  now  still  further  increased  by  the  deaths  of  the 
Abb^  and  the  notary,  whom  Providence  had  lately  seen  fit 
to  promote  from  works  to  rewards.  The  poor  solitary 
woman  understood  and  pitied  the  president.  Unworthy  hopes 
tind  selfish  calculations  were  his  strongest  motives  for  re- 
specting Eugenie's  hopeless  passion.  To  give  life  to  a  child 
would  be  death  to  the  egoistical  dreams  and  ambitions  that 
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the  president  hugged  within  himself;  was  it  for  all  these 
things  that  his  career  was  cut  short?  while  she  must  remain 
in  her  prison  house,  and  the  coveted  gold  for  which  she  cared 
so  little  was  to  be  heaped  upon  her.  It  was  she  who  was  to 
live,  with  the  thought  of  heaven  always  before  her,  and  holy 
thoughts  for  her  companions,  to  give  help  and  comfort  se- 
cretly to  those  who  were  in  distress.  Mme.  de  Bonfons  was 
left  a  widow  three  years  after  her  marriage,  with  an  income 
of  eight  hundred  thousand  livres. 

She  is  beautiful  still,  with  the  beauty  of  a  woman  who  is 
nearly  forty  years  of  age.  Her  face  is  very  pale  and  quiet 
now,  and  there  is  a  tinge  of  sadness  in  the  low  tones  of  her 
voice.  She  has  simple  manners,  all  the  dignity  of  one  who 
has  passed  through  great  sorrows,  and  the  saintliness  of  a 
soul  unspotted  by  the  world ;  and,  no  less,  the  rigidness  of 
an  old  maid,  the  little  penurious  ways  and  narrow  ideas  of  a 
dull  country  town. 

Although  she  has  eight  hundred  thousand  livres  a  year, 
she  lives  just  as  she  used  to  do  in  the  days  of  stinted  allow- 
ances of  fuel  and  food  while  she  was  still  Eugenie  Grandet ; 
the  fire  is  never  lighted  in  the  parlor  before  or  after  the 
dates  fixed  by  her  father,  all  the  regulations  in  force  in  the 
days  of  her  girlhood  are  still  adhered  to.  She  dresses  as 
her  mother  did.  That  cold,  sunless,  dreary  house,  always 
overshadowed  by  the  dark  ramparts,  is  like  her  own 
life. 

She  looks  carefully  after  her  affairs ;  her  wealth  accumu- 
lates from  year  to  year ;  perhaps  she  might  even  be  called 
parsimonious,  if  it  were  not  for  the  noble  use  she  makes  of 
her  fortune.  Various  pious  and  charitable  institutions,  alms- 
houses, and  orphan  asylums,  a  richly  endowed  public  library, 
and  donations  to  various  churches  in  Saumur,  are  a  sufficient 
answer  to  the  charge  of  avarice  which  some  few  people  have 
brought  against  her. 

They  sometimes  speak  of  her  in  joke  as  mademoiselle,  but, 
in  fact,  people  stand  somewhat  in  awe  of  Mme.  de  Bonfons. 
It  was  as  if  she,  whose  heart  went  out  so  readily  to  others, 
was  always  to  be  the  victim  of  their  interested  calculations, 
and  to  be  cut  off  from  them  by  a  barrier  of  distrust ;  as  if 
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for  all  warmth  and  brightness  in  her  life  she  was  to  find  only 
the  pale  glitter  of  metal. 

"  No  one  loves  me  but  you,"  she  would  sometimes  say  to 
Nanon. 

Yet  her  hands  are  always  ready  to  bind  the  wounds  that 
other  eyes  do  not  see,  in  any  house ;  and  her  way  to  heaven 
is  one  long  succession  of  kindness  and  good  deeds.  The  real 
greatness  of  her  soul  has  risen  above  the  cramping  influences 
of  her  early  life.  And  this  is  the  life-history  of  a  woman 
who  dwells  in  the  world,  yet  is  not  of  it ;  a  woman  so  grandly 
fitted  to  be  a  wife  and  mother,  but  who  has  neither  husband 
nor  children  nor  kindred. 

Of  late  the  good  folk  of  Saumur  have  begun  to  talk  of  a 
second  marriage  for  her.  Rumor  is  busy  with  her  name  and 
that  of  the  Marquis  de  Froidfond ;  indeed,  his  family  have 
begun  to  surround  the  rich  widow,  just  as  the  Cruchots  once 
flocked  about  Eugenie  Grandet.  Nanon  and  Cornoiller,  so 
it  is  said,  are  in  the  interest  of  the  Marquis,  but  nothing 
could  be  more  false ;  for  big  Nanon  and  Cornoiller  have 
neither  of  them  wit  enough  to  understand  the  corruptions 
of  the  world. 
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PREFACE 

Modeste  Mignon  occupies  a  very  peculiar  place  in  Balzac's 
works — a  place,  indeed,  which,  though  for  the  form's  sake 
more  than  anything  else  the  author  has  connected  it  with  the 
rest  of  the  Comedie  by  some  repetition  of  personages,  is  almost 
entirely  isolated.  I  think  it  has  puzzled  some  devoted  Bal- 
zacians — so  much  so,  that  I  have  seen  it  omitted  even  from  lists 
of  his  works  suitable  to  "  the  young  person,"  in  which  it 
surely  should  have  an  eminent  place.  As  it  is  distinctly  late 
— it  was  written  in  1844,  and  nothing  of  combined  magnitude 
and  first-class  importance  succeeded  it  except  Les  Parents 
Pauvres — it  may  not  impossibly  serve  as  a  basis  for  the  ex- 
pectation that  if  Balzac,  after  his  re-establishment  in  Paris 
as  a  wealthy  personage,  had  received  a  new  lease  of  life  and 
vigor  instead  of  a  sentence  of  death,  we  might  have  had  from 
him  a  series  of  works  as  different  from  anything  that  he  had 
composed  before  as  Modeste  Mignon  is  from  her  sisters. 

In  saying  this,  I  do  not  mean  to  put  the  book  itself  in  the 
very  first  class  of  its  author's  work.  It  is  too  much  of  an 
experiment  for  that — of  an  experiment  as  far  as  the  heroine  is 
concerned,  the  boldness  and  novelty  of  which  is  likely  to  be 
under-estimated  by  almost  any  reader,  unless  he  be  a  literary 
student  who  pays  strict  attention  to  times  and  seasons.  Even 
in  England  (though  Charlotte  Bronte  was  planning  her  at 
this  very  time)  the  willful  unconventional  heroine  was  some- 
thing of  a  novelty ;  and  when  it  is  remembered  how  infinitely 
stricter  was  the  standard  of  the  French  ingenue,  until  quite 
recently,  than  it  ever,  even  in  the  depths  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, was  in  England,  the  audacity  of  the  conception  of 
Modeste  may  be  at  least  generally  appreciated.  And  it  is 
specially  important  to  observe  that  though  the  author  puts 
in  Charles  Mignon's  mouth  a  vindication  of  the  French  proc- 
ess of  tying  a  girl  hand  and  foot  and  handing  her  over  to  the 
best  bidder  as  a  husband,  instead  of  allowing  her  to  choose 
for  herself,  Modeste's  audacity  in  pursuing  the  opposite 
method  is  crowned  with  complete  success,  if  not  with  success 
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of  exactly  the  kind  that  she  anticipated.  Except  the  case  of 
Savinien  de  Portenduerc  and  Ursule  Mirouet,  hers  is,  so  far 
as  I  can  remember,  the  only  example  in  the  whole  Comedte  of 
a  love-marriage  which,  as  we  are  told,  was  wholly  successful, 
without  even  vacillations  on  the  wife's  part  or  relapses  on  the 
husband's.  It  is  true  that,  with  a  slight  touch  of  cowardice 
or  concession,  Balzac  has  made  Modeste  half  a  German ;  but 
this  is  a  very  venial  bowing  in  the  porch,  not  the  chancel,  of 
the  House  of  Rimmon. 

Whether  the  young  lady  is  as  entirely  successful  and  as 
entirely  charming  as  she  is  undeniably  audacious  in  concep- 
tion, is  not  a  point  for  equally  positive  pronouncement.  Just 
as  it  was  probably  necessary  for  Balzac,  in  order  not  to  out- 
rage the  feelings  of  his  readers  too  much,  to  put  that  Teutonic 
strain  in  Modeste,  so  he  had,  in  all  probability,  to  exhibit  her 
as  capricious,  and  almost  unamiable,  in  order  to  attain  the 
fitness  of  things  in  connection  with  so  terrible  a  young  person. 
It  is  certain  that  even  those  who  by  no  means  rejoice  in  pat- 
tern heroines,  even  those  who  "  like  them  rather  wicked,"  may 
sometimes  think  Modeste  nasty  in  her  behavior  to  her  family, 
to  Butscha,  and,  perhaps,  to  her  future  husband.  She  is,  for 
instance,  quite  wrong  about  the  whip,  which  she  might  have 
refused  altogether,  but  could  not  with  decency  accept  from 
one  person  and  refuse  from  another.  But  what  has  just  been 
said  will  cover  this  and  other  petulances  and  outbursts.  So 
"  shoking  "  a  young  person  (it  is  very  cheerful  and  interest- 
ing to  think  how  much  more  exactly  that  favorite  vox  nihili  of 
French  speech  expresses  French  than  English  sentiment) 
could  not  but  behave  "  shokingly." 

Most  of  the  minor  characters  are  good :  Butscha,  a  difficult 
and,  in  any  case,  slightly  improbable  personage,  is,  in  his  own 
way,  very  good  indeed.  It  was  probably  necessary  for  Bal- 
zac, in  turning  the  usual  scheme  of  the  French  novel  upside 
down,  to  provide  a  rather  timid  hero  for  such  a  masterful 
heroine ;  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  Ernest  de  la  Briere  is  a 
rather  pretematurally  good  young  man.  Still,  he  is  not  mawk- 
ish ;  and  except  that  he  should  not  have  given  Modeste  quite 
such  a  valuable  present,  he  behaves  more  like  a  gentleman  in 
the  full  English  ser.se  than  any  other  of  Balzac's  heroes. 
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The  very  full,  very  elaborate,  and  very  unfavorable  por- 
trait of  Canalis  offers  again  much  scope  for  difference  of  mere 
taste  and  opinion,  without  the  possibility  of  laying  down  a 
conclusion  very  positively.  Even  if  tradition  were  not  unan- 
imous on  the  subject,  it  would  be  quite  certain  that  Canalis 
is  a  direct  presentment  of  Lamartine,  from  whom  he  is  so  os- 
tentatiously dissociated.  And  there  can,  of  course,  be  no  two 
opinions  as  to  the  presentment  being  very  distinctly  unfavor- 
able— much  more  so  than  the  earlier  introductions  of  this  same 
Canalis,  which  are  either  complimentary  or  colorless  for  the 
most  part,  though  his  vanity  is  sometimes  hinted  at.  I  do 
not  know  whether  Balzac  had  any  private  quarrel  vv-ith  the 
poet,  or  whether  Lamartine's  increasing  leanings  towards  Re- 
publicanism exasperated  the  always  monarchical  novelist. 
But  it  is  certain  that  Canalis  cuts  rather  a  bad  figure  here — 
that  Lamartine  was  actually  supposed  to  have  married  for 
money — and  that  the  whole  thing  has  more  of  the  nature  of  a 
personal  attack  than  anything  else  in  Balzac,  except  the  out- 
break against  Sainte-Beuve  in  Uii  Prince  de  la  Boheme. 

Perhaps  it  should  be  added  that  the  practice  of  cor- 
respondence between  incognitas  and  men  of  letters,  not  un- 
known in  any  country,  has  been  rather  frequent  and  famous 
in  France.  The  chief  example  is,  of  course,  that  interchange 
of  communications  between  Merimee  and  Mile.  Jenny  Dacquin, 
which  had  such  important  results  for  literature,  and  such  not 
unimportant  ones  for  the  parties  concerned.  Balzac  himself 
rejoiced  in  a  Modeste  called  Louise,  whom,  however,  he  seems 
never  to  have  seen ;  and  there  is  little  doubt  that  Lamartine 
the  actual  was  attacked,  as  the  fictitious  Canalis  boasts  that 
he  was,  by  scores  of  such  persons.  The  chief  instance  I  can 
think  of  in  which  such  a  correspondence  led  to  matrimony  was 
that  of  Southey  and  his  second  wife  Caroline  Bowles. 

The  history  of  Modeste  Mignon  is  short  and  simple.  It 
was  first  given  to  the  public  in  the  spring  and  summer  of  1844 
by  the  Journal  des  Debats,  and  before  the  end  of  the  year  it 
appeared  in  four  volumes,  published  by  Roux  and  Cassanet. 
It  had  here  seventy-five  chapter  divisions,  with  headings.  In 
1845,  scarcely  a  twelvemonth  after  its  first  appearance,  it 
took  its  place  in  the  Comedie.  G.  S. 
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To  a  Polish  Lady. 

Daughter  of  an  enslaved  land,  an  angel  in  your 
love,  a  demon  in  your  imagination,  a  child  in  faith, 
an  old  man  in  experience,  a  man  in  brain,  a  woman 
in  heart,  a  giant  in  hope,  a  mother  in  suffering,  a 
poet  in  your  dreams,  and  Beauty  itself  withal — this 
work,  in  which  your  love  and  your  fancy,  your  faith, 
your  experience,  your  suffering,  your  hopes,  and 
your  dreams,  are  like  chains  by  which  hangs  a  web 
less  lovely  than  the  poetry  cherished  in  your  soul — 
the  poetry  whose  expression  when  it  lights  up  your 
countenance  is,  to  those  who  admire  you,  what  the 
characters  of  a  lost  language  are  to  the  learned — 
this  work  is  yours. 

De  Balzac. 

IN  the  beginning  of  October  1829,  Monsieur  Simon-Babylas 
Latournelle,  a  notary,  was  walking  up  the  hill  from  le 
Havre  to  Ingouville  arm  in  arm  with  his  son,  and  accompanied 
by  his  wife.  By  her,  like  a  page,  came  the  notary's  head- 
clerk,  a  little  hunchback  named  Jean  Butscha.  When  these 
four  persons — of  whom  two  at  least  mounted  by  the  same  way 
every  evening — reached  the  turn  in  the  zigzag  road  (like  what 
the  Italians  call  a  Cornice),  the  notary  looked  about  him  to 
see  whether  anyone  might  overhear  him  from  some  garden 
terrace  above  or  below,  and  as  an  additional  precaution  he 
spoke  low. 

"  Exupere,"  said  he  to  his  son,  "  try  to  carry  out  in  an  in- 
telligent manner,  without  guessing  at  the  meaning,  a  little 
maneuver  I  will  explain  to  you ;  and  even  if  you  have  a  sus- 
picion, I  desire  you  will  fling  it  into  the  Styx  which  every 
notary  or  law-student  ought  to  keep  handy  for  other  people's 
secrets.  After  paying  your  respects,  homage,  and  devoir  to 
Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Mignon,  to  Monsieur  and  Madame 
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Dumay,  and  to  Monsieur  Gobenheim,  if  he  is  at  the  Chalet, 
when  silence  is  restored,  Monsieur  Dumay  will  take  you  aside ; 
look  attentively — I  allow  you — at  Mademoiselle  Modeste  all 
the  time  he  is  talking  to  you.  My  worthy  friend  will  ask  you 
to  go  out  for  a  walk  and  return  in  about  an  hour,  at  about 
nine  o'clock  with  a  hurried  air ;  try  to  seem  quite  out  of  breath, 
then  whisper  in  his  ear,  but  loud  enough  for  Mademoiselle 
Modeste  to  hear:  '  The  young  man  is  coming ! '  " 

Exupere  was  to  start  for  Paris  on  the  following  day  to 
begin  his  law  studies.  It  was  this  prospect  of  departure 
which  had  led  Latournelle  to  propose  to  his  friend  Dumay 
that  his  son  should  play  the  assistant  in  the  important  con- 
spiracy which  may  be  suspected  from  his  instructions. 

"  Is  Mademoiselle  Modeste  suspected  of  carrying  on  an 
intrigue?  "  asked  Butscha  timidly  of  his  mistress. 

"  Hsh — Butscha  !  "  replied  Madame  Latournelle,  taking 
her  husband's  arm. 

Madame  Latournelle,  the  daughter  of  the  Registrar  of  the 
lower  Court,  considers  herself  justified  by  her  birth  in  describ- 
ing her  family  as  parliamentary.  These  pretensions  account 
for  the  efforts  made  by  the  lady,  whose  face  is  rather  too  red 
and  rough,  to  assume  the  majesty  of  the  tribunal  whose  ver- 
dicts are  recorded  by  her  father.  She  takes  snuff,  holds  her- 
self as  stiff  as  a  post,  gives  herself  airs  of  importance,  and 
looks  exactly  like  a  mummy  that  has  been  galvanized  into  life 
for  a  moment.  She  tries  to  give  her  sharp  voice  an  aristo- 
cratic tone,  but  she  no  more  succeeds  in  that  than  in  conceal- 
ing her  defective  education.  Her  social  value  is  indisputable 
when  you  look  at  the  caps  she  wears,  bristling  with  flowers, 
the  false  fronts  plastered  on  her  temples,  and  the  gowns  she 
chooses.  How  could  the  shops  get  rid  of  such  goods  if  it  were 
not  for  such  as  Madame  Latournelle? 

This  worthy  woman's  absurdities  might  have  passed  almost 
unremarked,  for  she  was  essentially  charitable  and  pious, 
but  that  Nature,  which  sometimes  has  its  little  jest  by  turning 
out  these  grotesque  creations,  gave  her  the  figure  of  a  drum- 
major  so  as  to  display  the  devices  of  her  provincial  mind. 
She  has  never  been  out  of  le  Havre,  she  believes  in  the  infalli- 
bility of  le  Havre,  she  buys  everything  at  le  Havre,  and  gets 
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her  dresses  there;  she  speaks  of  herself  as  Norman  to  the 
finger-tips,  she  reverences  her  father,  and  adores  her  husband. 
Little  Latournelle  was  bold  enough  to  marry  this  woman  when 
she  had  attained  the  post-mairimonial  age  of  thirty-three,  and 
they  contrived  to  have  a  son.  As  he  might  anywhere  have 
won  the  sixty  thousand  francs  which  the  Registrar  had  to 
settle,  his  unusual  courage  was  set  down  to  a  wish  to  avoid  the 
irruption  of  the  Minotaur,  against  which  his  personal  attrac- 
tions would  hardly  have  guaranteed  him  if  he  had  been  so  rash 
as  to  set  his  house  on  fire  by  bringing  home  a  pretty  young 
wife.  The  notary  had,  in  fact,  simply  discerned  the  good 
qualities  of  Mademoiselle  Agnes — her  name  was  Agnes — and 
remarked  how  soon  a  wife's  beauty  is  a  thing  of  the  past  to 
her  husband.  As  to  the  insignificant  youth  to  whom  the 
Registrar  gave  his  Norman  name  at  the  font,  Madame  La- 
tournelle was  so  much  astonished  to  find  herself  a  mother  at 
the  age  of  thirty-five  years  and  seven  months,  that  she  would 
even  now  find  milk  to  suckle  him  withal  if  he  needed  it — the 
only  hyberbole  which  can  give  a  notion  of  her  maternal  mania. 

"  How  handsome  my  boy  is !  "  she  would  say  to  her  little 
friend  Modeste  Mignon,  without  any  ulterior  motive,  as  she 
looked  at  him  on  their  way  to  church,  her  beautiful  Exupere 
leading  the  way. 

"  He  is  like  you,"  Modeste  Mignon  would  reply,  as  she 
might  have  said,  "  What  bad  weather !  " 

This  sketch  of  the  woman,  a  mere  accessory  figure,  seems 
necessary  when  it  is  said  that  Madame  Latournelle  had  for 
three  years  past  been  the  chaperon  of  the  young  girl  for 
whom  the  notary  and  his  friend  Dumay  were  laying  one  of 
those  snares  which,  in  the  Physiologie  du  Mariage,  I  have 
called  mouse-traps. 

As  for  Latournelle,  imagine  a  good  little  man,  as  wily  as 
the  purest  honesty  will  allow,  but  whom  every  stranger  would 
take  for  a  rogue  at  first  sight  of  the  singular  face,  to  which 
everyone  at  le  Havre  is  accustomed.  Weak  eyes,  always  red, 
compel  the  worthy  lawyer  to  wear  green  spectacles  to  protect 
them.  Each  eyebrow,  thinly  marked  with  down,  projects 
about  a  line  beyond  the  brown  tortoise-shell  rim  of  the  glasses, 
thus  making  a  sort  of  double  arch.     If  you  never  happen  to 
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have  noticed  in  some  passer-by  the  effect  of  these  two  semi- 
circles, one  above  the  otlier,  and  divided  by  a  hollow,  you  can- 
not conceive  how  puzzling  such  a  face  may  be;  especially  when 
this  face  is  pale  and  haggard,  and  ends  in  a  point  like  that  of 
Mephistopheles,  which  painters  have  taken  from  the  cat,  and 
this  is  what  Babylas  Latournelle  is  like.  Above  those  vile 
green  spectacles  rises  a  bald  skull,  with  a  wig  all  the  more 
obviously  artificial  because  it  seems  endowed  with  motion,  and 
is  so  indiscreet  as  to  show  a  few  white  hairs  straggling  below 
it  all  round,  while  it  never  sits  straight  on  the  forehead.  As 
we  look  at  this  estimable  Norman,  dressed  in  black  like  a 
beetle,  on  two  legs  like  pins,  and  know  him  to  be  the  most 
honest  soul  living,  we  wonder,  but  cannot  discover,  what  is  the 
reason  of  such  contradictory  physiognomies. 

Jean  Butscha,  a  poor,  abandoned  foundling,  of  whom  the 
Registrar  Labrosse  and  his  daughter  had  taken  charge,  had 
risen  to  be  head-clerk  by  sheer  hard  work,  and  was  lodged  and 
fed  by  his  master,  who  gave  him  nine  hundred  francs  a  year. 
With  no  appearance  of  youth,  and  almost  a  dwarf,  he  had 
made  Modeste  his  idol ;  he  would  have  given  his  life  for  her. 
This  poor  creature,  his  eyes,  like  two  slow  matches  under 
thickened  eyelids,  marked  by  the  smallpox,  crushed  by  a  mass 
of  woolly  hair,  encumbered  by  his  huge  hands,  had  lived  under 
the  gaze  of  pity  from  the  age  of  seven.  Is  not  this  enough 
to  account  for  him  in  every  way?  Silent,  reserved,  exemplary 
in  his  conduct,  and  religious,  he  wandered  through  the  vast 
expanse  marked  on  the  map  of  the  realm  of  Love,  as  Love 
without  Hope,  the  barren  and  sublime  wilderness  of  Longing. 
Modeste  had  nicknamed  this  grotesque  clerk  "  The  Mysterious 
Dwarf."  This  led  Butscha  to  read  Walter  Scott's  romance, 
and  he  said  to  Modeste — 

"  Would  you  like  to  have  a  rose  from  your  Mysterious 
Dwarf  in  case  of  danger?  " 

Modeste  hurled  the  soul  of  her  adorer  down  into  its  mud 
hovel  again  by  one  of  the  terrible  looks  which  young  women 
fling  at  men  whom  they  do  not  like.  Butscha  had  called  him- 
self le  clerc  obscure  (the  obscure  clerk),  not  knowing  that  the 
pun  dated  back  to  the  origin  of  coats-of-arms ;  but  he,  like  his 
master's  wife,  had  never  been  away  from  le  Havre. 
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It  is  perhaps  necessary,  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  do 
not  know  that  town,  to  give  a  word  of  explanation  as  to 
whither  the  Latournelle  family  were  bound,  the  head-clerk 
evidently  being  included.  Ingouville  is  to  le  Havre  what 
Montmartre  is  to  Paris,  a  high  hill  with  the  town  spread  at 
its  foot ;  with  this  difference,  however — that  the  sea  and  the 
Seine  surround  the  town  and  the  hill ;  that  le  Havre  is  per- 
manently limited  by  inclosing  fortifications ;  and  finally  that 
the  mouth  of  the  river,  the  port  and  the  docks,  form  a 
scene  quite  unlike  that  offered  by  the  fifty  thousand  houses  of 
Paris. 

At  the  foot  of  Montmartre  an  ocean  of  slates  displays  its 
rigid  blue  waves ;  at  Ingouville  you  look  down  on  what  might 
be  moving  roofs  stirred  b}'  the  wind.  This  high  ground, 
which,  from  Rouen  to  the  sea,  follows  the  course  of  the  river, 
leaving  a  wider  or  narrower  margin  between  itself  and  the 
water,  contains  treasures  of  picturesque  beauty  with  its  towns, 
its  ravines,  its  valleys,  and  its  meadows,  and  rose  to  immense 
value  at  Ingouville  after  1818,  from  which  year  dates  the 
prosperity  of  le  Havre.  This  hamlet  became  the  Auteuil,  the 
Ville-d'Avray,  the  Montmorency  of  the  merchants,  who  built 
themselves  terraced  villas  on  this  amphitheater,  to  breathe  the 
sea  air  sweetened  by  the  flowers  of  their  magnificent  gardens. 
These  bold  speculators  rest  there  from  the  fatigues  of  the 
counting-house,  and  the  atmosphere  of  the  closely  packed 
houses,  with  no  space  between  them — often  not  even  a  court- 
yard, the  inevitable  result  of  the  growth  of  the  population, 
the  unyielding  belt  of  the  ramparts  and  the  expansion  of  the 
docks. 

And,  Indeed,  how  dreary  is  the  heart  of  the  town,  how  glad 
is  Ingouville !  The  law  of  social  development  has  made  the 
suburb  of  Graville  sprout  into  life  like  a  mushroom ;  it  is 
larger  now  than  le  Havre  itself,  clinging  to  the  foot  of  the 
slope  like  a  serpent.  Ingouville,  on  the  ridge,  has  but  one 
street ;  and,  as  in  all  such  places,  the  houses  looking  over  the 
Seine  have  an  immense  advantage  over  those  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  road,  from  which  the  view  is  shut  out,  though  they 
stand  like  spectators,  on  tiptoe,  to  peep  over  the  roofs.  Here, 
however,  as  everywhere  else,  compromises  have  been  exacted* 
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Some  of  the  houses  perched  on  tlie  top  occupy  a  superior  posi- 
tion, or  enjoy  a  right  of  view  which  compels  their  neighbor  to 
keep  his  buildings  below  a  certain  height.  Then  the  broken 
rocky  soil  has  cuttings  here  and  there  for  roads  leading  up 
the  amphitheater,  and  through  these  dips,  some  of  the  plots 
get  a  glimpse  of  the  town,  the  river,  or  the  sea.  Though  it  is 
not  precipitous,  the  high  ground  ends  rather  suddenly  in  a 
cliff;  from  the  top  of  the  street,  which  zigzags  up  the  steep 
slope,  coombes  arc  visible  where  villages  are  planted :  Saint- 
Adrcsse,  two  or  three  Saints-who-knows-who,  and  coves  where 
the  sea  roars.  This  side  of  Ingouville,  almost  deserted,  is  in 
striking  contrast  to  the  handsome  villas  that  overlook  the 
Seine  valley.  Are  the  gales  a  foe  to  vegetation?  Do  the 
merchants  shrink  from  the  expense  of  gardening  on  so  steep  a 
slope?  Be  this  as  it  may,  the  traveler  by  steamboat  is  startled 
at  finding  the  coast  so  bare  and  rugged  to  the  west  of  Ingou- 
ville— a  beggar  in  rags  next  to  a  rich  man  sumptuously 
clothed  and  perfumed. 

In  1829,  one  of  the  last  houses  towards  the  sea — now,  no 
doubt,  in  the  middle  of  Ingouville — was  called,  perhaps  is  still 
called,  the  Chalet.  It  had  been  originally  a  gatekeeper's 
lodge,  with  a  plot  of  garden  in  front.  The  owner  of  the  villa 
to  which  it  belonged — a  house  with  a  paddock,  gardens,  an 
aviary,  hothouses,  and  meadows — had  a  fancy  to  bring  this 
lodge  into  harmony  with  the  splendor  of  his  residence,  and  had 
it  rebuilt  in  the  style  of  an  English  cottage.  He  divided  it 
by  a  low  wall  from  the  lawn,  graced  with  flowers,  borders,  and 
the  terrace  of  the  villa,  and  planted  a  hedge  close  to  the  wall 
to  screen  it.  Behind  this  cottage,  called  the  Chalet  in  spite 
of  all  he  could  do,  lie  the  kitchen  garden  and  orchards.  This 
Chalet — a  chalet  without  cows  or  dairy — has  no  fence  from 
the  road  but  a  paling,  of  which  the  wood  has  become  invisible 
under  a  luxuriant  hedge. 

Now,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  the  opposite  house  has  a 
similar  paling  and  hedge.  Being  built  under  special  condi- 
tions, it  allows  the  town  to  be  seen  from  the  Chalet. 

This  little  house  was  the  despair  of  Monsieur  Vllquin,  the 
owner  of  the  villa.  And  this  is  why.  The  creator  of  this 
residence,  where  every  detail  loudly  proclaimed,  "  Here  mil- 
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lions  are  displayed !  "  had  extended  his  grounds  into  the  coun- 
try solely,  as  he  said,  not  to  have  his  gardeners  in  his  pocket. 
As  soon  as  it  was  finished,  the  Chalet  could  only  be  inhabited 
by  a  friend. 

Monsieur  Mignon,  the  first  owmer,  was  greatly  attached  to 
his  cashier,  and  this  story  will  prove  that  Dumay  fully  re- 
turned the  feeling ;  he  therefore  offered  him  this  little  home. 
Dumay,  a  stickler  for  formalities,  made  his  master  sign  a 
lease  for  twelve  years  at  three  hundred  francs  a  year ;  and 
Monsieur  Mignon  signed  it  willingly,  saying,  "  Consider,  my 
dear  Dumay,  you  are  binding  yourself  to  live  with  me  for 
twelve  years." 

In  consequence  of  events  to  be  here  related,  the  estates  of 
Monsieur  Mignon,  formerly  the  richest  merchant  in  le  Havre, 
were  sold  to  Vilquin,  one  of  his  opponents  on  'Change.  In  his 
delight  at  taking  possession  of  the  famous  Villa  Mignon,  the 
purchaser  forgot  to  ask  for  this  lease  to  be  canceled.  Du- 
may, not  to  hinder  the  sale,  would  at  that  time  have  signed 
anything  Vilquin  might  have  required ;  but  when  once  the  sale 
was  completed,  he  stuck  to  his  lease  as  to  a  revenge.  He 
stayed  in  Vilquin's  pocket,  in  the  heart  of  the  Vilquin  family, 
watching  Vilquin,  annoying  Vilquin,  in  short,  Vilquin's  gad- 
fly. Every  morning,  at  his  window,  Vilquin  felt  a  surge  of 
violent  vexation  as  he  saw  this  gem  of  domestic  architecture, 
this  Chalet  which  had  cost  sixty  thousand  francs,  and  which 
blazed  like  a  ruby  in  the  sunshine. 

An  almost  exact  comparison !  The  architect  had  built  the 
cottage  of  the  finest  red  bricks,  pointed  with  white.  The  win- 
dow frames  are  painted  bright  green,  and  the  timbers  a  yel- 
lo',v  brown.  The  roof  projects  several  feet.  A  pretty 
fretwork  balcony  adorns  the  first  floor,  and  a  veranda  stands 
out  like  a  glass  cage  from  the  middle  of  the  front.  The 
ground-floor  consists  of  a  pretty  drawing-room,  and  a  dining- 
room  divided  by  the  bottom  landing  of  the  stairs,  which  are  of 
wood  designed  and  decorated  with  elegant  simplicity.  The 
kitchen  is  at  the  back  of  the  dining-room,  and  behind  the 
drawing-room  is  a  small  room  which,  at  this  time,  was  used  by 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Dumay  as  their  bedroom.  On  the  first 
floor  the  architect  has  planned  two  large  bedrooms,  each  with 
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a  dressing-room,  the  veranda  serving  as  a  sitting-room ;  and 
above  these,  in  the  roof,  which  looks  like  two  cards  leaning 
against  each  other,  are  two  servants'  rooms,  each  with  a  dor- 
mer window,  attics,  but  fairly  spacious. 

Vilquin  had  the  meanness  to  build  a  wall  on  the  side  next  the 
kitchen  garden  and  orchard.  Since  this  act  of  vengeance,  the 
few  square  yards  secured  to  the  Chalet  by  the  lease  are  like  a 
Paris  garden.  The  outbuildings,  constructed  and  painted  to 
match  the  Chalet,  back  against  the  neighboring  grounds. 

The  interior  of  this  pleasant  residence  harmonizes  with  the 
exterior.  The  drawing-room,  floored  with  polished  iron-wood, 
is  decorated  with  a  marvelous  imitation  of  Chinese  lacquer. 
Myriad-colored  birds,  and  impossibly  green  foliage,  in  fantas- 
tic Chinese  drawing,  stand  out  against  a  black  background, 
in  panels  with  gilt  frames.  The  dining-room  is  completely 
fitted  with. pine-wood  carved  and  fretted,  as  in  the  high-class 
peasants'  houses  in  Russia.  The  little  ante-room,  formed  by 
the  landing,  and  the  staircase  are  painted  like  old  oak  to 
represent  Gothic  decoration.  The  bedrooms,  hung  with 
chintz,  are  attractive  by  their  costly  simplicity.  That  in 
which  the  cashier  and  his  wife  slept  is  wainscoted,  like  the 
cabin  of  a  steamship.  These  shipowners'  vagaries  account 
for  Vilquin's  fury.  This  ill-starred  purchaser  wanted  to 
lodge  his  son-in-law  and  his  daughter  in  the  Cottage.  This 
plan,  being  known  to  Dumay,  may  subsequently  explain  his 
Breton  obstinacy. 

The  entrance  to  the  Chale':  is  through  a  trellised  iron  gate, 
with  lance-heads,  standing  some  inches  above  the  paling  and 
the  hedge.  The  little  garden,  of  the  same  width  as  the  pomp- 
ous lawn  beyond,  was  just  now  full  of  flowers — roses,  dahlias, 
and  the  choicest  and  rarest  products  of  the  hothouse  flora; 
for  another  subject  of  grievance  to  Vilquin  was  that  the 
pretty  little  hothouse,  Madame's  hothouse  as  it  was  called, 
belongs  to  the  Chalet,  and  divides  the  Chalet  from  the  Villa — 
or  connects  them,  if  you  like  to  say  so.  Dumay  indemnified 
himself  for  the  cares  of  his  place  by  caring  for  the  con- 
servatory, and  its  exotic  blossoms  were  one  of  Modeste's 
chief  pleasures.  The  billiard-room  of  Vilquin's  villa,  a  sort 
of   passage   room,    was    formerly    connected   with   this    con- 
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servatory  by  a  large  turret-shaped  aviary,  but  after  the  wall 
was  built  which  blocked  out  the  view  of  the  orchard,  Dumay 
bricked  up  the  door. 

"  Wall  for  wall !  "  said  he. 

"  You  and  Dumay  have  both  gone  to  the  wall ! "  Vilquin's 
acquaintance  on  'Change  threw  in  his  teeth;  and  every  day 
the  envied  speculator  was  hailed  with  some  new  jest. 

In  1827  Vilquin  offered  Dumay  six  thousand  francs  a 
year  and  ten  thousand  francs  in  compensation  if  he  would 
cancel  the  lease;  the  cashier  refused,  though  he  had  but  a 
thousand  crowns  laid  by  with  Gobenheim,  a  former  clerk  of 
his  master's.  Dumay  is  indeed  a  Breton  whom  fate  has 
planted  out  in  Normandy.  Imagine  the  hatred  for  his 
tenants  worked  up  in  Vilquin,  a  Norman  with  a  fortune  of 
three  million  francs.  What  high  treason  to  wealth  to  dare 
prove  to  the  rich  the  impotence  of  gold !  Vilquin,  whose  de- 
pression made  him  the  talk  of  le  Havre,  had  first  offered 
Dumay  the  absolute  freehold  of  another  pretty  house,  but 
Dumay  again  refused.  The  town  was  beginning  to  wonder 
at  this  obstinacy,  though  many  found  a  reason  for  it  in  the 
statement  "  Dumay  is  a  Breton." 

In  fact,  the  cashier  thought  that  Madame  and  Made- 
moiselle Mignon  would  be  too  uncomfortable  anywhere  else. 
His  two  idols  dwelt  here  in  a  temple  worthy  of  them,  and 
at  least  had  the  benefit  of  this  sumptuous  cottage,  where  a 
dethroned  king  might  have  kept  up  the  majesty  of  his  sur- 
roundings, a  kind  of  decorum  which  is  often  lacking  to  those 
who  have  fallen.  The  reader  will  not  be  sorry  perhaps  to 
have  made  acquaintance  with  Modeste's  home  and  habitual 
companions ;  for,  at  her  age,  persons  and  things  influence  the 
future  as  much  as  character  does,  if  indeed  the  character 
does  not  derive  from  them  certain  ineffaceable  impressions. 

By  the  Latournelles'  manner  as  they  went  into  the  Chalet, 
a  stranger  might  have  guessed  that  they  came  there  every 
evening. 

"Already  here,  sir?"  said  the  notary,  on  finding  in  the 
drawing-room  a  young  banker  of  the  town,  Gobenheim,  a  re- 
lation of  Gobenheim-Keller,  the  head  of  the  great  Paris 
house.     This   young   fellow,   who  was   lividly   pale — one   of 
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those  fair  men  with  black  eyes,  in  whose  fixed  gaze  there  is 
something  fascinating — who  was  as  sober  in  speech  as  in 
habits,  dressed  in  black,  strongly  built,  though  as  thin  as  a 
consumptive  patient,  was  a  constant  visitor  to  his  former 
master's  family  and  the  cashier's  house,  far  less  from  af- 
fection than  from  interest ;  whist  was  played  there  at  two 
sous  a  point,  and  evening  dress  was  not  insisted  on ;  he  took 
nothing  but  a  few  glasses  of  eau  sucree,  and  need  offer  no 
civilities  in  return.  By  his  apparent  devotion  to  the  Mignons 
he  got  credit  for  a  good  heart;  and  it  excused  him  from 
going  into  society  in  le  Havre,  from  useless  expenditure,  and 
disturbing  the  arrangements  of  his  domestic  life.  This  youth- 
ful devotee  of  the  Golden  Calf  went  to  bed  every  evening 
at  half -past  ten,  and  rose  at  five  in  the  morning.  Also,  being 
certain  of  secrecy  in  Latournelle  and  Butscha,  Gobenheim 
could  analyze  in  their  presence  various  knotty  questions, 
benefit  by  the  notary's  gratuitous  advice,  and  reduce  the 
gossip  on  'Change  to  its  true  value.  This  sucking  gold- 
eater  (Gobe-or,  a  witticism  of  Butscha's)  was  of  the  nature 
of  the  substances  known  to  chemistry  as  absorbents.  Ever 
since  disaster  had  overwhelmed  the  house  of  Mignon,  to 
which  he  had  been  apprenticed  by  the  Kellers  to  learn  the 
higher  branches  of  maritime  trade,  no  one  at  the  Chalet  had 
ever  asked  him  to  do  a  single  thing,  not  even  a  simple  com- 
mission ;  his  answer  was  known  beforehand.  This  youth 
looked  at  Modeste  as  he  might  have  examined  a  penny 
lithograph. 

"  He  is  one  of  the  pistons  of  the  huge  machine  called 
Trade,"  said  poor  Butscha,  whose  wit  betrayed  itself  by 
little  ironies,  timidly  uttered. 

The  four  Latournelles  greeted,  with  the  utmost  deference, 
an  old  lady  dressed  in  black,  who  did  not  rise  from  the 
armchair  in  which  she  sat,  for  both  her  eyes  were  covered 
with  the  yellow  film  produced  by  cataract.  Madame  Mignon 
may  be  painted  in  a  sentence.  She  attracted  attention  at 
once  by  the  august  expression  of  those  mothers  whose  blame- 
less life  is  a  challenge  to  the  strokes  of  fate,  though  fate  has 
taken  them  as  a  mark  for  its  shafts,  who  form  the  large 
class  of,  Niobes.     Her  white  wig,  well  curled  and  well  put 
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on,  became  her  cold  white  face,  like  those  of  the  burgo- 
masters' wives  painted  by  Mirevelt.  The  extreme  neatness 
of  her  dress — velvet  boots,  a  lace  collar,  a  shawl  put  on 
straight — bore  witness  to  Modeste's  tender  care  for  her 
mother. 

When  a  minute's  silence — as  predicted  by  the  notary — 
reigned  in  the  pretty  room,  Modeste,  seated  by  her  mother, 
for  whom  she  was  embroidering  a  kerchief,  was  for  a  mo- 
ment the  center  of  all  eyes.  This  inquisitiveness,  concealed 
under  the  commonplace  questions  always  asked  by  callers, 
even  those  who  meet  every  day,  might  have  betrayed  the 
little  domestic  plot  against  the  girl,  even  to  an  indifferent 
person ;  but  Gobenheim,  more  than  indifferent,  noticed  noth- 
ing; he  lighted  the  candles  on  the  card-table.  Dumay's  at- 
titude made  the  situation  a  terrible  one  for  Butscha,  for  the 
Latournelles,  and,  above  all,  for  Madame  Dumay,  who  knew 
that  her  husband  was  capable  of  shooting  Modeste's  lover  as 
if  he  were  a  mad  dog.  After  dinner,  the  cashier  had  gone 
out  for  a  walk,  taking  with  him  two  magnificent  Pyrenean 
dogs,  whom  he  suspected  of  treason,  and  had,  therefore,  left 
with  a  farmer,  formerly  a  tenant  of  Monsieur  Mignon's ; 
then,  a  few  minutes  before  the  Latournelles  had  come  in,  he 
had  brought  his  pistols  from  their  place  by  his  bed,  and  had 
laid  them  on  the  chimney-shelf,  without  letting  Modeste  see 
it.  The  young  girl  paid  no  attention  to  all  these  arrange- 
ments— strange,  to  say  the  least  of  it. 

Though  short,  thick-set,  and  battered,  with  a  low  voice, 
and  an  air  of  listening  to  his  own  words,  this  Breton,  formerly 
a  lieutenant  in  the  Guard,  has  determination  and  presence 
of  mind  so  plainly  stamped  on  his  features,  that.  In  twenty 
years,  no  man  in  the  army  had  ever  tried  to  make  game  of 
him.  His  eyes,  small  and  calmly  blue,  are  like  two  specks 
of  steel.  His  manners,  the  expression  of  his  face,  his  mode 
of  speech,  his  gait,  all  suit  his  short  name  of  Dumay.  His 
strength,  which  is  well  known,  secures  him  against  any  of- 
fense. He  can  kill  a  man  with  a  blow  of  his  fist ;  and,  in 
fact,  achieved  this  dought}'^  deed  at  Botzen,  where  he  found 
himself  in  the  rear  of  his  company,  without  any  weapon,  and 
face  to  face  with  a  Saxon. 
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At  this  moment,  the  man's  set  but  gentle  countenance  was 
sublimely  tragical ;  his  lips,  as  pale  as  his  face,  betrayed  con- 
vulsive fury  subdued  by  Breton  determination ;  his  brow 
was  damp  with  slight  perspiration,  visible  to  all,  and  under- 
stood to  be  a  cold  moisture.  The  notary  knew  that  the  up- 
shot of  all  this  might  be  a  scene  in  an  assize  court.  In  fact, 
the  cashier  was  playing  a  game  for  Modeste's  sake,  where 
honor,  fidelity,  and  feelings  of  far  more  importance  than  any 
'social  ties,  were  at  stake;  and  it  was  the  outcome  of  one  of 
those  compacts  of  which,  in  the  event  of  fatal  issues,  none  but 
God  can  be  the  judge.  Most  dramas  lie  in  the  ideas  we 
form  of  things.  The  events  which  seem  to  us  dramatic  are 
only  such  as  our  soul  turns  to  tragedy  or  comedy,  as  our 
own  nature  tends. 

Madame  Latournelle  and  Madame  Dumay,  charged  with 
keeping  watch  over  Modeste,  both  had  an  indescribable  ar- 
tificial manner,  a  quaver  in  their  voice,  which  the  object  of 
their  suspicions  did  not  notice,  she  seemed  so  much  absorbed 
by  her  work.  Modeste  laid  each  strand  of  cotton  with  an 
accuracy  that  might  be  the  envy  of  any  embroiderer.  Her 
face  showed  the  pleasure  she  derived  from  the  satin  stitch 
petal  that  put  the  finish  to  a  flower.  The  hunchback,  sit- 
ting between  Madame  Latournelle  and  Gobenheim,  was  swal- 
lowing tears  and  wondering  how  he  could  get  round  to 
Modeste,  and  whisper  two  words  of  warning  in  her  ear. 
Madame  Latournelle,  by  placing  herself  in  front  of  Madame 
Mignon,  had  cut  off  Modeste,  with  the  diabolical  ingenuity 
of  a  pious  prude.  Madame  Mignon,  silent,  blind,  and 
whiter  than  her  usual  pallor,  plainly  betrayed  her  knowledge 
of  the  ordeal  to  which  the  girl  was  to  be  subjected.  Now, 
at  the  last  moment,  perhaps  she  disapproved  of  the  strata- 
gem, though  deeming  it  necessary.  Hence  her  silence.  She 
was  weeping  in  her  heart.  Exupere,  the  trigger  of  the  trap, 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  the  piece  in  which  chance  had  cast 
him  for  a  part.  Gobenheim  was  as  indifferent  as  Modeste 
herself  seemed  to  be — a  consequence  of  his  nature. 

To  a  spectator  in  the  secret,  the  contrast  between  the  utter 
ignorance  of  one-half  of  the  party,  and  the  tremulous  tension 
of  the  others,  would  have  been  thrilling.     In  these  days,  more 
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than  ever,  novel-writers  deal  largely  in  such  effects ;  and  they 
are  in  their  rights,  for  nature  has  at  all  times  outdone  their 
skill.  In  this  case,  as  you  will  see,  social  nature — which  is 
nature  within  nature — was  allowing  itself  the  pleasure  of 
making  fact  more  interesting  than  romance,  just  as  torrents 
produce  effects  forbidden  to  painters,  and  achieve  marvels 
by  arranging  or  polishing  stones  so  that  architects  and 
sculptors  are  amazed. 

It  was  eight  o'clock.  At  this  season  of  the  year  it  is  the 
hour  of  the  last  gleam  of  tAvilight,  That  evening  the  sky 
was  cloudless,  the  mild  air  caressed  the  earth,  flowers  breathed 
their  fragrance,  the  grinding  gravel  could  be  heard  under 
the  feet  of  persons  returning  from  their  walk.  The  sea 
shone  like  a  mirror. 

There  was  so  little  wind  that  the  candles  on  the  table 
burned  with  a  steady  flame  though  the  windows  were  half 
open.  The  room,  the  evening,  the  house — what  a  setting 
for  the  portrait  of  this  young  creature,  who  at  the  moment 
was  being  studied  by  her  friends  with  the  deep  attention  of 
an  artist  gazing  at  Margherita  Doni,  one  of  the  glories  of 
the  Pitti  palace.  Was  Modeste,  a  flower  enshrined  like  that 
of  Catullus,  worthy  of  all  these  precautions  ? — You  have  seen 
the  cage :  this  is  the  bird. 

At  the  age  of  twenty,  slender  and  delicately  made,  like  one 
of  the  Sirens  invented  by  English  painters  to  grace  a  Book 
of  Beauty,  Modeste,  like  her  mother  before  her,  bears  the 
engaging  expression  of  a  grace  little  appreciated  in  France, 
where  it  is  called  sentimentality,  though  among  the  Germans 
it  is  the  poetry  of  the  heart  suffusing  the  surface,  and  dis- 
played in  affectation  by  simpletons,  in  exquisite  manners  by 
sensible  girls.  Her  most  conspicuous  feature  was  her  pale 
gold  hair,  which  classed  her  with  the  women  called,  no  doubt 
in  memory  of  Eve,  blondes  celestes,  heavenly  fair,  whose  sheeny 
skin  looks  like  silk  paper  laid  over  the  flesh,  shivering  in  the 
winter  or  reveling  in  the  sunshine  of  a  look,  and  making  the 
hand  envious  of  the  eye.  Under  this  hair,  as  light  as  mar- 
about feathers,  and  worn  in  ringlets,  the  brow,  so  purely 
formed  that  it  might  have  been  drawn  by  compasses,  is  re- 
served and  calm  to  placidity,  though  bright  with  thought; 
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but  when  or  where  could  a  smoother  one  be  found,  or  moro 
transparently  frank?  It  seems  to  have  a  luster  like  pearl. 
Her  eyes,  of  grayish  blue,  as  clear  as  those  of  a  child,  have 
all  a  child's  mischief  and  innocence,  in  harmony  with  the 
arch  of  eyebrows  scarcely  outlined,  as  lightly  touched  in  as 
those  painted  in  Chinese  faces.  This  playful  innocence  is 
accentuated  by  nacreous  tones,  with  blue  veins  round  the  eyes 
and  on  the  temples,  a  peculiarity  of  those  delicate  com- 
plexions. Her  face,  of  the  oval  so  often  seen  in  Raphael's 
Madonnas,  is  distinguished  by  the  cool,  maidenly  flush  of  her 
cheeks,  as  tender  as  a  China  rose,  on  which  the  long  lashes 
of  her  transparent  eyelids  cast  a  play  of  light  and  shade. 
Her  throat,  bent  over  her  work,  and  slender  to  fragility, 
suggests  the  sweeping  lines  dear  to  Leonardo.  A  few  freckles, 
like  the  patches  of  the  past  century,  show  that  Modeste  is  a 
daughter  of  earth,  and  not  one  of  the  creations  seen  in  dreams 
by  the  Italian  School  of  Angelico.  Lips,  full  but  finely 
curved,  and  somewhat  satirical  in  expression,  betray  a  love 
of  pleasure.  Her  shape,  pliant  without  being  frail,  would 
not  scare  away  motherhood,  like  that  of  girls  who  seek  to 
triumph  through  the  unhealthy  pressure  of  stays.  Buck- 
ram, steel,  and  stay-lace  never  improved  or  formed  such 
serpentine  lines  of  elegance,  resembling  those  of  a  young 
poplar  swayed  by  the  wind.  A  pearl-gray  dress,  long  in 
the  waist,  and  trimmed  with  cherry-colored  gimp,  accentuated 
the  pure  bust  and  covered  the  shoulders,  still  somewhat  thin, 
over  a  deep  muslin  tucker,  which  betrayed  only  the  outline 
of  the  curves  where  the  bosom  joins  the  shoulders.  At  the 
sight  of  this  countenance,  at  once  vague  and  intelligent, 
with  a  singular  touch  of  determination  given  to  it  by  a 
straight  nose  with  rosy  nostrils  and  firmly-cut  outlines — a 
countenance  wTiere  the  poetry  of  an  almost  mystical  brow 
was  belied  by  the  voluptuous  curve  of  the  mouth — where,  in 
the  changing  depths  of  the  eyes,  candor  seemed  to  fight  for 
the  mastery  with  the  most  accomplished  irony — an  observer 
might  have  thought  that  this  young  girl,  whose  quick  ear 
caught  every  sound,  whose  nose  was  open  to  the  fragrance 
of  the  blue  flower  of  the  ideal,  must  be  the  arena  of  a  strug- 
gle between  the  poetry  that  plays  round  the  daily  rising  of 
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the  sun  and  the  labors  of  the  day,  between  fancy  and  real- 
ity. Modeste  was  both  curious  and  modest,  knowing  her 
fate,  and  purely  chaste,  the  virgin  of  Spain  rather  than  of 
Raphael. 

She  raised  her  head  on  hearing  Dumay  say  to  Exupere, 
*'  Come  here,  j^oung  man,"  and  seeing  them  talk  together  in 
a  corner  of  the  room,  she  fancied  it  was  about  some  com- 
mission for  Paris.  She  looked  at  the  friends  who  surrounded 
her  as  if  astonished  at  their  silence,  and  exclaimed  with  a 
perfectly  natural  air — 

"  Well,  are  you  not  going  to  play  ?  "  pointing  to  the  green 
table  that  Madame  Latournelle  called  the  altar. 

"  Let  us  begin,"  said  Dumay,  after  dismissing  Exupere. 

"  Sit  there,  Butscha !  "  said  Madame  Latournelle,  placing 
the  table  between  the  clerk  and  the  group  formed  by  Madame 
Mignon  and  her  daughter, 

"  And  you — come  here,"  said  Dumay  to  his  wife,  desiring 
her  to  stay  near  him. 

Madame  Dumay,  a  little  American  of  six-and-thirty, 
secretly  wiped  away  her  tears ;  she  was  devoted  to  Modeste, 
and  dreaded  a  catastrophe. 

"  You  are  not  lively  this  evening,"  said  Modeste. 

"  We  are  playing,"  said  Gobenheim,  sorting  his  hand. 

However  interesting  the  situation  may  seem,  it  will  be  far 
more  so  when  Dumay's  position  with  regard  to  Modeste  is 
explained.  If  the  brevity  of  the  style  makes  the  narrative 
dry,  this  will  be  forgiven  for  the  sake  of  hastening  to  the 
end  of  this  scene,  and  of  the  need,  which  rules  all  dramas, 
for  setting  forth  the  argument. 

Dumay — Anne-Fran9ois-Bernard — born  at  Vannes,  went 
as  a  soldier  in  1799,  joining  the  army  of  Italy.  His  father, 
a  president  of  the  Revolutionary  Tribunal,  had  distinguished 
himself  by  so  much  vigor  that  the  country  was  too  hot  to  hold 
the  son  when  his  father,  a  second-rate  lawyer,  perished  on 
the  scaffold  after  the  9th  of  Thermidor.  His  mother  died 
of  grief;  and  Anne,  having  sold  everything  he  possessed, 
went  off  to  Italy  at  the  age  of  twenty-two,  just  as  our 
armies  were  defeated.     In  the  department  of  the  Var  he  met 
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a  young  man  who,  for  similar  reasons,  was  also  in  search  of 
glory,  thinking  the  battlefield  less  dangerous  than  Provence. 

Charles  Mignon,  the  last  survivor  of  the  family  to  whom 
Paris  owes  the  street  and  the  hotel  built  by  Cardinal  Mignon, 
had  for  his  father  a  crafty  man,  who  wished  to  save  his 
estate  of  la  Bastie,  a  nice  little  fief  under  the  Counts  of 
Provence,  from  the  clutches  of  the  Revolution.  Like  all 
nervous  people  in  those  days,  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie,  now 
Citizen  Mignon,  thought  it  healthier  to  cut  off  other  heads 
than  to  lose  his  own.  This  supposed  terrorist  vanished  on 
the  9th  of  Thermidor,  and  was  thenceforth  placed  on  the 
y^t  of  emigres.  The  fief  of  la  Bastie  was  sold.  The  pepper- 
caster  towers  of  the  dishonored  chateau  were  razed  to  the 
ground.  Finally,  Citizen  Mignon  himself,  discovered  at 
Orange,  was  killed  with  his  wife  and  children,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Charles  Mignon,  whom  he  had  sent  in  search  of  a 
refuge  in  the  department  of  the  Hautes-Alpes.  Charles, 
stopped  by  these  shocking  tidings,  awaited  quieter  times  in  a 
valley  of  Mont  Genevre.  There  he  lived  till  1799  on  a  few 
louis  his  father  had  put  into  his  hands  at  parting.  At  last, 
when  he  was  three-and-twenty,  with  no  fortune  but  his  hand- 
some person — the  southern  beauty  which,  in  its  perfection, 
is  a  glorious  thing,  the  type  of  Antinous,  Hadrian's  famous 
favorite — he  resolved  to  stake  his  Proven9al  daring  on  the 
red  field  of  war,  regarding  his  courage  as  a  vocation,  as  did 
many  another.  On  his  way  to  headquarters  at  Nice  he  met 
the  Breton. 

The  two  infantrymen,  thrown  together  by  the  similarity 
of  their  destiny  and  the  contrast  of  their  nature,  drank  of 
the  torrent  from  the  same  cup,  divided  their  allowance  of 
biscuit,  and  were  sergeants  by  the  time  peace  was  signed 
after  the  battle  of  Marengo. 

When  war  broke  out  again,  Charles  Mignon  got  leave  to 
be  transferred  to  the  cavalry,  and  then  lost  sight  of  his 
comrade.  The  last  of  the  Mignons  of  la  Bastie  was,  in 
1812,  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  Major  of  a 
cavalry  regiment,  hoping  to  be  reinstated  as  Comte  de  la 
Bastie  and  made  Colonel  by  the  Emperor.  Then,  taken 
prisoner  by  the  Russians,  he  was  sent  with  many  more  to 
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Siberia.  His  traveling  companion  was  a  poor  lieutenant,  in 
whom  he  recognized  Anne  Dumay,  with  no  decoration,  brave 
indeed,  but  hapless,  like  the  millions  of  rank-and-file  with 
worsted  epaulettes,  the  web  of  men  on  which  Napoleon  painted 
the  picture  of  his  Empire.  In  Siberia,  to  pass  the  time,  the 
lieutenant-colonel  taught  his  comrade  arithmetic  and  writing, 
for  education  had  seemed  unimportant  to  his  Scaevola  parent. 
Charles  found  in  his  first  traveling  companion  one  of  those 
rare  hearts  to  whom  he  could  pour  out  all  his  griefs  while 
confiding  all  his  joys. 

The  Proven9al  had,  ere  this,  met  the  fate  which  awaits 
every  handsome  young  fellow.  In  1804,  at  Frankfort-or 
the-Main,  he  was  adored  by  Bettina  Wallenrod,  the  only 
daughter  of  a  banker,  and  married  her  with  all  the  more 
enthusiasm  because  she  was  rich,  one  of  the  beauties  of  the 
town,  and  he  was  still  only  a  lieutenant  with  no  fortune  but 
the  most  uncertain  prospects  of  a  soldier  of  that  time.  Old 
Wallenrod,  a  decayed  German  baron — bankers  are  always 
barons — was  enchanted  to  think  that  the  handsome  lieutenant 
was  the  sole  representative  of  the  Mignons  of  la  Bastie,  and 
approved  the  affections  of  the  fair  Bettina,  whom  a  painter 
— for  there  was  a  painter  at  Frankfort — had  taken  for  his 
model  of  an  ideal  figure  of  Germany.  Wallenrod,  who  already 
thought  of  his  grandsons  as  Comtes  de  la  Bastie-Wallenrod, 
invested  in  the  French  funds  a  sufficient  sum  to  secure  to  his 
daughter  thirty  thousand  francs  a  year.  This  dower  made 
a  very  small  hole  in  his  coffers,  seeing  how  small  a  capital 
was  required.  The  Empire,  following  a  practice  not  uncom- 
mon among  debtors,  rarely  paid  the  half-yearly  dividends. 
Charles,  indeed,  was  somewhat  alarmed  at  this  investment, 
for  he  had  not  so  much  faith  in  the  Imperial  Eagle  as  the 
German  baron  had.  The  phenomenon  of  belief,  or  of  admira- 
tion, which  is  only  a  transient  form  of  belief,  can  hardly 
exist  in  illicit  companionship  with  the  idol.  An  engineer 
dreads  the  machine  which  the  traveler  admires,  and  Napo- 
leon's officers  were  the  stokers  of  his  locomotive  when  they 
were  not  the  fuel.  Baron  von  Wallenrod-Tustall-Bartenstild 
then  promised  to  help  the  young  people.  Charles  loved  Bet- 
tina Wallenrod  as  much  as  she  loved  him,  and  that  is  saying 
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a  great  deal ;  but  when  a  Proven9al  is  fired,  anything  seems 
natural  to  him  in  the  matter  of  feeling.  How  could  he  help 
worshiping  a  golden-haired  woman  who  had  stepped  out 
of  a  picture  by  Albert  Diirer,  an  angel  of  good  temper,  with 
a  fortune  famous  in  Frankfort? 

So  Charles  had  four  children,  of  whom  only  two  daugh- 
ters were  alive  at  the  time  when  he  poured  out  his  sorrows 
on  the  Breton's  heart.  Without  knowing  them,  Dumay  was 
fond  of  these  two  little  girls,  the  effect  of  the  sympathy  so 
well  understood  by  Charlet,  who  shows  us  the  soldier  as 
fatherly  to  every  child.  The  elder,  named  Bettina  Caroline, 
was  born  in  1805 ;  the  second,  Marie  Modeste,  in  1808.  The 
unhappy  lieutenant-colonel,  having  had  no  news  of  those  he 
loved,  came  back  on  foot  in  1814,  with  the  lieutenant  for 
his  companion,  all  across  Russia  and  Prussia.  The  two 
friends,  for  whom  any  difference  of  rank  had  ceased  to  exist, 
arrived  at  Frankfort  just  as  Napoleon  landed  at  Cannes. 
Charles  found  his  wife  at  Frankfort,  but  in  mourning;  she 
had  had  the  grief  of  losing  the  father  who  adored  her,  and 
who  longed  always  to  see  her  smiling,  even  by  his  deathbed. 
Old  Wallenrod  did  not  survive  the  overthrow  of  the  Empire. 
At  the  age  of  seventy-two  he  had  speculated  largely  in  cot- 
ton, believing  still  in  Napoleon's  genius,  and  not  knowing  that 
genius  is  as  often  the  slave  of  events  as  their  master. 

The  last  of  the  Wallenrods,  the  true  Wallenrod-Tustall- 
Bartenstild,  had  bought  almost  as  many  bales  of  cotton  as 
the  Emperor  had  sacrificed  men  during  his  tremendous  cam- 
paign in  France. 

"  I  am  tying  in  cotton  "  (I  am  dying  in  clover),  said  this 
father  to  his  daughter,  for  he  was  of  the  Goriot  species, 
trying  to  beguile  her  of  her  grief,  which  terrified  him,  "  and 
I  tie  owing  noting  to  noboty," — and  the  Franco-German  died 
struggling  with  the  French  language  his  daughter  loved. 

Charles  Mignon,  happy  to  have  saved  his  wife  and  daugh- 
ters from  this  double  shipwreck,  now  returned  to  Paris,  where 
the  Emperor  made  him  Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the  Cuirassiers 
of  the  Guard,  and  Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  The 
Colonel  at  last  was  General  and  Count,  after  Napoleon's  first 
success ;  but  his  dream  was  drowned  in  torrents  of  blood  at 
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Waterloo.  He  was  slightly  wounded,  and  retired  to  the  Loire, 
leaving  Tours  before  the  troops  were  disbanded. 

In  the  spring  of  1816  Charles  realized  the  capital  of  his 
thirty  thousand  francs  a  year,  which  gave  him  about  four 
hundred  thousand  francs,  and  decided  on  going  to  make  his 
fortune  in  America,  leaving  a  country  where  persecution 
already  pressed  hardly  on  Napoleon's  soldiers.  He  went 
from  Paris  to  le  Havre,  accompanied  by  Dumay,  whose  life 
he  had  saved  in  one  of  the  frequent  chances  of  war,  by  taking 
him  behind  him  on  his  horse  in  the  confusion  that  ended  the 
day  of  Waterloo.  Dumay  shared  the  Colonel's  opinions  and 
despondency.  Charles,  to  whom  the  Breton  clung  like  a 
dog,  for  the  poor  infantryman  worshiped  the  two  little 
girls,  thought  that  Dumay's  habits  of  obedience  and  disci- 
pline, his  honesty  and  his  attachment,  would  make  him  a 
servant  not  less  faithful  than  useful.  He  therefore  pro- 
posed to  him  to  take  service  under  him  in  private  life.  Dumay 
was  very  happy  to  find  himself  adopted  into  a  family  with 
whom  he  hoped  to  live  like  mistletoe  on  an  oak. 

While  awaiting  an  opportunity  of  sailing,  choosing  among 
the  ships,  and  meditating  on  the  chances  offered  in  the 
various  ports  of  their  destination,  the  Colonel  heard  rumors 
of  the  splendid  fortunes  that  the  peace  held  in  store  for  le 
Havre.  While  listening  to  a  discussion  between  two  of  the 
natives,  he  saw  a  means  of  making  his  fortune,  and  set  up 
forthwith  as  a  shipowner,  a  banker,  and  a  country  gentleman. 
He  invested  two  himdred  thousand  francs  in  land  and  houses, 
and  freighted  a  ship  for  New  York  with  a  cargo  of  French 
silks  bought  at  Lyons  at  a  low  figure.  Dumay  sailed  on  the 
vessel  as  his  agent.  While  the  Colonel  was  settling  himself 
with  his  family  in  the  handsomest  house  in  the  Rue  Royale, 
and  studying  the  science  of  banking  with  all  the  energy  and 
prodigious  acumen  of  a  Provencal,  Dumay  made  two  for- 
tunes, for  he  returned  with  a  cargo  of  cotton  bought  for  a 
mere  song.  This  transaction  produced  an  enormous  capital 
for  Mignon's  business.  He  then  purchased  the  villa  at  Ingou- 
ville,  and  rewarded  Dumay  by  giving  him  a  small  house  in  the 
Rue  Royale. 

The  worthy  Breton  had  brought  back  with  him  from  New 
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York  with  his  bales  a  pretty  little  wife,  who  had  been  chiefly 
attracted  by  his  nationality  as  a  Frenchman.  Miss  Grum- 
mer  owned  about  four  thousand  dollars,  twenty  thousand 
francs,  which  Dumay  invested  in  his  Colonel's  business.  Du- 
may,  now  the  alter  ego  of  the  shipowner,  very  soon  learned 
book-keeping,  the  science  which,  to  use  his  phrase,  distin- 
guished the  sergeant-majors  of  trade.  This  guileless  soldier, 
whom  fortune  had  neglected  for  twenty  years,  thought  him- 
self the  happiest  man  in  the  world  when  he  saw  himself  mas- 
ter of  a  house — which  his  employer's  munificence  furnished 
very  prettily — of  twelve  hundred  francs  a  year  of  interest  on 
his  capital,  and  of  three  thousand  six  hundred  francs  in 
salary.  Never  in  his  dreams  had  Lieutenant  Dumay  hoped 
for  such  prosperity ;  but  he  was  even  happier  in  feeling 
himself  the  hub  of  the  richest  merchant's  house  in  le  Havre. 

Madame  Dumay  had  the  sorrow  of  losing  all  her  children 
at  their  birth,  and  the  disasters  of  her  last  confinement  left 
her  no  hope  of  having  any ;  she  therefore  attached  herself  to 
the  two  Mignon  girls  as  affectionately  as  Dumay,  who  would 
not  have  loved  his  own  children  so  well.  Madame  Dumay, 
the  child  of  agriculturists,  accustomed  to  a  thrifty  life,  found 
two  thousand  four  hundred  francs  enough  for  herself  and 
her  housekeeping.  Thus,  year  by  year,  Dumay  put  two  thou- 
sand and  some  hundred  francs  into  the  Mignon  concern. 
When  the  master  made  up  the  annual  balance,  he  added  to 
the  cashier's  credit  a  bonus  in  proportion  to  the  business 
done.  In  1 824  the  sum  to  the  cashier's  account  amounted  to 
fifty-eight  thousand  francs.  Then  it  was  that  Charles 
Mignon,  Comte  de  la  Bastie,  a  title  that  was  never  mentioned, 
crowned  his  cashier's  joy  by  giving  him  a  lease  of  the  Chalet, 
where  we  now  find  Modeste  and  her  mother. 

Madame  Mignon's  deplorable  condition  had  its  cause  in 
the  catastrophe  to  which  Charles's  absence  was  due,  for  her 
husband  had  left  her  a  still  handsome  woman.  It  had  taken 
three  years  of  sorrow  to  destroy  the  gentle  German  lady, 
but  it  was  one  of  those  sorrows  which  are  like  a  worm  lying 
at  the  heart  of  a  fine  fruit.  The  sum-total  of  her  woes  is 
easily  stated :  Two  children  who  died  young  had  stamped  a 
double  ci-git  on  a  soul  which  could  never  forget.     Charles's 
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captivity  in  Siberia  had  been  to  this  loving  heart  a  daily 
death.  The  disasters  of  the  great  Wallenrod  house,  and 
the  unhappy  banker's  death  on  his  empty  money-bags,  com- 
ing in  the  midst  of  Bettina's  suspense  about  her  husband,  was 
a  final  blow.  The  joy  of  seeing  him  again  almost  killed  this 
German  floweret.  Then  came  the  second  overthrow  of  the 
Empire,  and  their  plans  for  emigration  had  been  hke  re- 
lapses of  the  same  fit  of  fever. 

At  last  ten  years  of  constant  prosperity,  the  amusements 
of  her  home-life,  the  handsomest  house  in  le  Havre,  the  din- 
ners, balls,  and  entertainments  given  by  the  successful  mer- 
chant, the  magnificence  of  the  Villa  Mignon,  the  immense 
respect  and  high  esteem  enjoyed  by  her  husband,  with  the 
undivided  affection  of  this  man,  who  responded  to  perfect 
love  by  love  equally  perfect, — all  these  had  reconciled  the 
poor  woman  to  life. 

Then,  at  the  moment  when  all  her  doubts  were  at  rest, 
and  she  looked  forward  to  a  calm  evening  after  her  stormy 
day,  a  mysterious  disaster,  buried  in  the  heart  of  the  double 
household,  and  presently  to  be  related,  came  like  a  summons 
from  misfortune.  In  1826,  in  the  midst  of  a  party,  when  all 
the  town  was  ready  to  return  Charles  Mignon  as  its  deputy, 
three  letters,  from  New  York,  London,  and  Paris,  came  like 
three  hammer-strokes  on  the  glass  house  of  Prosperity.  In 
ten  minutes  ruin  swooped  down  with  vulture's  wings  on  this 
unheard-of  good  fortune,  like  the  frost  on  the  Grande  Armee 
in  1812.  In  one  night  which  he  spent  with  Dumay  over  the 
books,  Charles  Mignon  was  prepared  for  the  worst.  Every- 
thing he  possessed,  not  excepting  the  furniture,  would  avail 
to  pay  everybody. 

"  Le  Havre,"  said  the  Colonel  to  the  Lieutenant,  "  shall 
never  see  me  in  the  mud.  Dumay,  I  will  take  your  sixty  thou- 
sand francs  at  six  per  cent. " 

"  At  three.  Colonel." 

"At  nothing,  then,"  said  Charles  peremptorily.  "I  make 
you  my  partner  in  my  new  enterprise.  The  Modeste,  which 
is  no  longer  mine,  sails  to-morrow;  the  captain  takes  me 
with  him.  You — I  place  you  in  charge  of  my  wife  and 
daughter.     I  shall  never  write.     No  news  is  good  news." 
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Dumay,  still  but  a  lieutenant,  had  not  asked  his  Colonel 
by  a  word  what  his  purpose  was. 

"  I  suspect,"  said  he  to  Latournelle  with  a  knowing  air, 
"  that  the  Colonel  has  laid  his  plans." 

On  the  following  morning,  at  break  of  day,  he  saw  his 
master  safe  on  board  the  good  ship  Modeste,  bound  for  Con- 
stantinople. Standing  on  the  vessel's  poop,  the  Breton  said 
to  the  Provencal — 

"  What  are  your  last  orders.  Colonel.'*  " 

"  That  no  man  ever  goes  near  the  Chalet ! "  cried  the 
father,  with  difficulty  restraining  a  tear.  "  Dumay,  guard 
my  last  child  as  a  bull-dog  might.  Death  to  anyone  who 
may  try  to  tempt  my  second  daughter !  Fear  nothing,  not 
even  the  scaffold.     I  would  meet  you  there !  " 

"  Colonel,  do  your  business  in  peace.  I  understand.  You 
will  find  Mademoiselle  Modeste  as  you  leave  her,  or  I  shall  be 
dead !  You  know  me,  and  you  know  our  two  Pyrenean  dogs. 
No  one  shall  get  at  your  daughter.  Forgive  me  for  using 
so  many  words." 

The  two  soldiers  embraced  as  men  who  had  learnt  to  ap- 
preciate each  other  in  the  heart  of  Siberia. 

The  same  day  the  Courrier  du  Havre  published  this  ter- 
rible, simple,  vigorous,  and  honest  leading  paragraph: — 

"  The  house  of  Charles  Mignon  has  suspended  payment, 
but  the  undersigned  liquidators  pledge  themselves  to  pay  all 
the  outstanding  debts.  Bearers  of  bills  at  date  can  at  once 
discount  them.  The  value  of  the  landed  estate  will  com- 
pletely cover  current  accounts. 

"  This  notice  is  issued  for  the  honor  of  the  house,  and  to 
prevent  any  shock  to  general  credit  on  the  Havre  Exchange. 
"  Monsieur  Charles  Mignon  sailed  this  morning  in  the 
Modeste  for  Asia  Minor,  having  left  a  power  of  attorney  to 
enable  us  to  realize  every  form  of  property,  even  landed 
estate. 

"  Dumay,  liquidator  for  the  banking  account. 
"  Latournelle,    notary,    liquidator    for   the 

houses  and  land  in  town  and  country. 
**  GoBENHEiM,  liquidator  for  commercial  bills." 
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Latournelle  owed  his  prosperity  to  Monsieur  Mignon's 
kindness ;  he  had,  in  1817,  lent  the  notary  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  bu}'^  the  best  business  in  le  Havre.  The  poor  law- 
yer, without  any  pecuniary  resources,  was  by  that  time  forty 
years  old;  he  had  been  a  head-clerk  for  ten  years,  and  looked 
forward  to  being  a  clerk  for  the  rest  of  his  days.  He  was 
the  only  man  in  le  Havre  whose  devotion  could  compare  with 
Dumay's,  for  Gobenheim  took  advantage  of  this  bankruptcy 
to  carry  on  Mignon's  connection  and  business,  which  enabled 
him  to  start  his  little  banking  concern.  While  universal  re- 
gret was  expressed  on  'Change,  on  the  Quays,  and  in  every 
home;  while  praises  of  a  blameless,  honorable,  and  beneficent 
man  were  on  every  lip,  Latournelle  and  Dumay,  as  silent  and 
as  busy  as  emmets,  were  selling,  realizing,  paying,  and  set- 
tling up.  Vilquin  gave  himself  airs  of  generosity,  and 
bought  the  villa,  the  town-house,  and  a  farm,  and  Latournelle 
took  advantage  of  this  first  impulse  to  extract  a  good  price 
from  Vilquin. 

Everyone  wanted  to  call  on  Madame  and  Mademoiselle 
Mignon,  but  they  had  obeyed  Charles  and  taken  refuge  at 
the  Chalet  the  very  morning  of  his  departure,  of  which  at 
the  first  moment  they  knew  nothing.  Not  to  be  shaken  in 
his  purpose  by  their  grief,  the  courageous  banker  had  kissed 
his  wife  and  daughter  in  their  sleep.  Three  hundred  cards 
were  left  at  the  door.  A  fortnight  later  the  most  complete 
oblivion,  as  Charles  had  prophesied,  showed  the  two  women 
the  wisdom  and  dignity  of  the  step  enjoined  on  them. 

Dumay  appointed  representatives  of  his  master  at  New 
York,  London,  and  Paris.  He  followed  up  the  liquidation 
of  the  three  banking  houses  to  which  Mignon's  ruin  was  due, 
and  between  1826  and  1828  recovered  five  hundred  thousand 
francs,  the  eighth  part  of  Charles's  fortune.  In  obedience 
to  the  orders  drawn  up  the  night  before  his  departure,  Dumay 
forwarded  this  sum  at  the  beginning  of  1828,  through  the 
house  of  Mongenod  at  New  York,  to  be  placed  to  Monsieur 
Mignon's  credit.  All  this  was  done  with  military  punctuality, 
excepting  with  regard  to  the  retention  of  thirty  thousand 
francs  for  the  personal  needs  of  Madame  and  Mademoiselle 
Mignon.     This,  which  Charles  had  ordered,  Dumay  did  not 
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carry  out.  The  Breton  sold  his  house  in  the  town  for  twenty- 
thousand  francs,  and  gave  this  to  Madame  Mignon,  reflecting 
that  the  more  money  his  Colonel  could  command,  the  sooner 
he  would  return. 

"  For  lack  of  thirty  thousand  francs  a  man  sometimes 
is  lost,"  said  he  to  Latournelle,  who  bought  the  house  at 
his  friend's  price ;  and  there  the  inhabitants  of  the  Chalet 
could  always  find  rooms. 

This,  to  the  famous  house  of  Mignon,  le  Havre,  was  the 
outcome  of^the  crisis  which,  in  1825-26,  upset  the  principal 
centers  of  commerce,  and  caused — if  you  remember  that  hur- 
ricane— the  ruin  of  several  Paris  bankers,  one  of  them  the 
President  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce.  It  is  intelligible  that 
this  tremendous  overthrow,  closing  a  civic  reign  of  ten  years, 
might  have  been  a  deathblow  to  Bettina  Wallenrod,  who  once 
more  found  herself  parted  from  her  husband,  knowing  noth- 
ing of  his  fate,  apparently  as  full  of  peril  and  adventure  as 
Siberian  exile ;  but  the  trouble  that  was  really  bringing  her 
to  the  grave  was  to  these  visible  griefs  what  an  ill-starred 
child  is  to  the  commonplace  troubles  of  a  family — a  child 
that  gnaws  and  devours  its  home.  The  fatal  stone  that  had 
struck  this  mother's  heart  was  a  tombstone  in  the  little  ceme- 
tery of  Ingouville,  on  which  may  be  read : — 

BETTINA  CAROLINE  MIGNON 

agj:d  two-and-twenty 

pray  for  her  ! 

1827 

This  inscription  is  for  the  girl  who  lies  there  what  many  an 
epitaph  is  for  the  dead — a  table  of  contents  to  an  unknown 
book.  Here  is  the  book  in  its  terrible  epitome,  and  it  may 
explain  the  pledge  demanded  and  given  in  the  parting  words 
of  the  colonel  and  subaltern. 

A  young  man,  extremely  handsome,  named  Georges  d'Es- 
tourny,  came  to  le  Havre  on  the  common  pretext  of  seeing 
the  sea,  and  he  saw  Caroline  Mignon.  A  man  of  some  pre- 
tense to  fashion,  and  from  Paris,  never  lacks  some  introduc- 
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tions ;  he  was  therefore  invited  by  the  intervention  of  a  friend 
of  the  Mignons  to  an  entertainment  at  Ingouville.  He  fell 
very  much  in  love  with  Caroline  and  her  fortune,  and  schemed 
for  a  happy  issue.  At  the  end  of  three  months  he  had  played 
every  trick  of  the  seducer,  and  run  away  with  Caroline. 
The  father  of  a  family  who  has  two  daughters  ought  no 
more  to  admit  a  young  man  to  his  house  without  knowing 
him  than  he  should  allow  books  or  newspapers  to  lie  about 
without  having  read  them.  The  innocence  of  a  girl  is  Uke 
milk  which  is  turned  by  a  thunder-clap,  by  an  evil  smell,  by 
a  hot  day,  or  even  by  a  breath. 

When  he  read  his  eldest  daughter's  farewell  letter,  Charles 
Mignon  made  Madame  Dumay  set  out  instantly  for  Paris. 
The  family  alleged  the  need  for  a  change  of  air  suddenly 
prescribed  by  the  family  doctor,  who  lent  himself  to  tliis 
necessary  pretext ;  but  this  could  not  keep  the  town  from 
gossiping  about  her  absence. 

"  What,  such  a  strong  girl,  with  the  complexion  of  a 
Spaniard,  and  hair  like  jet! — She,  consumptive!" 

"  Yes — so  they  say.      She  did  something  imprudent " 

"  Ah,  ha !  "  cried  some  Vilquin. 

"  She  came  in  from  a  ride  bathed  in  perspiration  and 
drank  iced  water,  at  least  so  Dr.  Troussenard  says." 

By  the  time  Madame  Dumay  returned,  the  troubles  of  the 
Mignons  were  an  exhausted  subject;  no  one  thought  anything 
more  of  Caroline's  absence  or  the  reappearance  of  the  cash- 
ier's wife. 

At  the  beginning  of  1827  the  newspapers  were  full  of  the 
trial  of  Georges  d'Estourny,  who  was  proved  guilty  of  con- 
stant cheating  at  play.  This  ^^oung  pirate  vanished  abroad 
without  thinking  any  more  about  Mademoiselle  Mignon,  whose 
money  value  was  destroyed  by  the  bankruptcy  at  le  Havre. 
Before  long  Caroline  knew  that  she  was  deserted,  and  her 
father  a  ruined  man.  She  came  home  in  a  fearful  state  of 
mortal  illness,  and  died  a  few  days  afterwards  at  the  Chalet. 
Her  death,  at  any  rate,  saved  her  reputation.  The  malady 
spoken  of  by  Monsieur  Mignon  at  the  time  of  his  daughter's 
elopement  was  very  generally  believed  in,  and  the  medical 
orders  which  had  sent  her  off,  it  was  said,  to  Nice. 
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To  the  very  last  the  mother  hoped  to  save  her  child.  Bet- 
tina  was  her  darling,  as  Modeste  was  her  father's.  There 
was  something  touching  in  this  preference:  Bettina  was  the 
image  of  Charles,  as  Modeste  was  of  her  mother.  They  per- 
petuated their  love  in  their  children.  Caroline,  a  Proven9al, 
inherited  from  her  father  the  beautiful  blue-black  hair,  like 
a  raven's  wing,  which  we  admire  in  the  daughters  of  the 
south,  the  hazel,  almond-shaped  eyes  as  bright  as  a  star,  the 
olive  complexion  with  the  golden  glow  of  a  velvety  fruit, 
the  arched  foot,  the  Spanish  bust  that  swells  beneath  the 
bodice.  And  the  father  and  mother  were  alike  proud  of  the 
charming  contrast  of  the  two  sisters. 

"  A  demon  and  an  angel !  "  people  used  to  say,  without  ill 
meaning,  though  it  was  prophetic. 

After  spending  a  month  in  tears  in  her  room,  where  she 
insisted  on  staying  and  seeing  no  one,  the  poor  German  lady 
came  forth  with  her  eyes  seriously  injured.  Before  she  lost 
her  sight  she  went,  in  spite  of  all  her  friends,  to  look  at 
Caroline's  tomb.  This  last  image  remained  bright  in  her 
darkness,  as  the  red  specter  of  the  last  object  we  have  seen 
remains  when  we  shut  our  eyes  in  bright  daylight.  After 
this  terrible  and  twofold  disaster,  Dumay,  though  he  could 
not  be  more  devoted,  was  more  anxious  than  ever  about 
Modeste,  now  an  only  child,  though  her  father  knew  it  not. 
Madame  Dumay,  who  was  crazy  about  Modeste,  like  all 
women  who  have  no  children,  overpowered  her  with  her 
deputy  motherhood,  but  without  disobeying  her  husband's 
orders.  Dumay  was  distrustful  of  female  friendships.  His 
injunctions  were  absolute. 

"  If  ever  any  man,  of  whatever  age  or  rank,  speaks  to 
Modeste,"  said  Dumay,  "  if  he  looks  at  her,  casts  sheep's 
eyes  at  her,  he  is  a  dead  man.  I  will  blow  his  brains  out  and 
surrender  myself  to  the  Public  Prosecutor.  My  death  may 
save  her.  If  you  do  not  wish  to  see  me  cut  my  throat,  fill 
my  place  unfailingly  when  I  am  in  town." 

For  three  years  Dumay  had  examined  his  pistols  every 
night.  He  seemed  to  have  included  in  his  oath  the  two 
Pyrenean  dogs,  remarkably  intelligent  beasts ;  one  slept  in 
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the  house,  the  other  was  sentinel  in  a  kennel  that  he  never 
came  out  of,  and  he  never  barked ;  but  the  minute  when  those 
dogs  should  set  their  teeth  in  an  intruder  would  be  a  terrible 
one  for  him. 

The  life  may  now  be  imagined  which  the  mother  and  daugh- 
ter led  at  the  Chalet.  Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle, 
frequently  accompanied  by  Gobenheim,  came  almost  every 
evening  to  visit  their  friends  and  play  a  rubber.  Conversa- 
tion would  turn  on  business  at  le  Havre,  on  the  trivial  events 
of  country  town  life.  They  left  between  nine  and  ten. 
Modeste  went  to  put  her  mother  to  bed;  they  said  their 
prayers  together,  they  talked  over  their  hopes,  they  spoke 
of  the  dearly  loved  traveler.  After  kissing  her  mother, 
Modeste  went  to  her  own  room  at  about  ten  o'clock.  Next 
morning  Modeste  dressed  her  mother  with  the  same  care,  the 
same  prayers,  the  same  little  chat.  To  Modeste's  honor, 
from  the  day  when  her  mother's  terrible  infirmity  deprived 
her  of  one  of  her  senses,  she  made  herself  her  waiting-maid, 
and  always  with  the  same  solicitude  at  every  hour,  without 
wearying  of  it,  or  finding  it  monotonous.  Her  affection  was 
supreme,  and  always  ready,  with  a  sweetness  rare  in  young 
girls,  and  that  was  highly  appreciated  by  those  who  saw  her 
tenderness.  And  so,  Modeste  was,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Latour- 
nelles  and  of  Monsieur  and  Madame  Dumay,  the  jewel  I 
have  described.  Between  breakfast  and  dinner,  on  sunny 
days,  Madame  Mignon  and  Madame  Dumay  took  a  little 
walk  as  far  as  the  shore,  Modeste  assisting,  for  the  blind 
woman  needed  the  support  of  two  arms. 

A  month  before  the  scene  in  which  this  digression  falls  as 
a  parenthesis,  Madame  Mignon  had  held  council  with  her 
only  friends,  Madame  Latournelle,  the  notary,  and  Dumay, 
while  Madame  Dumay  was  giving  Modeste  the  little  diversion 
of  a  long  walk. 

"  Listen,  my  friends,"  said  the  blind  woman,  "  my  daugh- 
ter is  in  love.  I  feel  it ;  I  see  it.  A  strange  change  has 
come  over  her,  and  I  cannot  think  how  j'^ou  have  failed  to 
observe  it     .      .      ." 

*'  Bless  my  stars  !  "  the  Lieutenant  exclaimed. 
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"  Do  not  interrupt  me,  Dumay.  For  the  last  two  months 
Modeste  has  dressed  herself  with  care  as  if  she  were  going 
to  meet  someone.  She  has  become  excessively  particular 
about  her  shoes ;  she  wants  her  foot  to  look  nice,  and  scolds 
Madame  Gobain  the  shoemaker.  Some  days  the  poor  child 
sits  gloomy  and  watchful,  as  if  she  expected  somebody;  her 
voice  is  short  and  sharp,  as  though  by  questioning  her  I 
broke  in  on  her  expectancy,  her  secret  hopes ;  and  then,  if 
that  somebody  has  been '* 

"  Bless  my  stars !  " 

"  Sit  down,  Dumay,"  said  the  lady.  "  Well,  then  Modeste 
is  gay.  Oh !  you  do  not  see  that  she  is  gay ;  you  cannot 
discern  these  shades,  too  subtle  for  eyes  to  see  that  have  all 
nature  to  look  at.  Her  cheerfulness  betrays  itself  in  the 
tones  of  her  voice,  accents  which  I  can  detect  and  account 
for.  Modeste,  instead  of  sitting  still  and  dreaming,  expends 
her  light  activity  in  flighty  movements.  In  short,  she  is 
happy!  There  is  a  tone  of  thanksgiving  even  in  the  ideas 
she  utters.  Oh,  my  friends,  I  have  learnt  to  know  happi- 
ness as  well  as  grief.  By  the  kiss  my  poor  Modeste  gives 
me  I  can  guess  what  is  going  on  in  her  mind:  whether  she 
has  had  what  she  was  expecting,  or  is  uneasy.  There  are 
many  shades  in  kisses,  even  in  those  of  a  young  girl — for 
Modeste  is  innocence  itself,  but  it  is  not  ignorant  innocence. 
Though  I  am  blind,  my  affection  is  clairvoyante,  and  I  im- 
plore you — watch  my  daughter." 

On  this,  Dumay,  quite  ferocious,  the  notary  as  a  man  who 
is  bent  on  solving  a  riddle,  Madame  Latournelle  as  a  duenna 
who  has  been  cheated,  and  Madame  Dumay,  who  shared 
her  husband's  fears, — all  constituted  themselves  spies  over 
Modeste.  Modeste  was  never  alone  for  a  moment.  Dumay 
spent  whole  nights  under  the  windows,  wrapped  in  a  cloak  like 
a  jealous  Spaniard;  still,  armed  as  he  was  with  military 
sagacity,  he  could  find  no  accusing  clew.  Unless  she  were 
in  love  with  the  nightingales  in  Vilquin's  park,  or  some  gob- 
lin prince,  Modeste  could  have  seen  no  one,  could  neither 
have  received  nor  given  a  signal.  Madame  Dumay,  who 
never  went  to  bed  till  she  had  seen  Modeste  asleep,  hovered 
about  the  roads  on  the  high  ground  near  the  Chalet  with  a 
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vigilance  equal  to  her  husband's.  Under  the  eyes  of  these 
four  Arguses,  the  blameless  child,  whose  smallest  actions  were 
reported  and  analyzed,  was  so  absolutely  acquitted  of  any 
criminal  proceedings,  that  the  friends  suspected  Madame 
Mignon  of  a  craze,  a  monomania.  It  devolved  on  Madame 
Latournelle,  who  herself  took  Modeste  to  church  and  home 
again,  to  tell  the  mother  that  she  was  under  a  mistake. 

"  Modeste,"  said  she,  "  is  a  very  enthusiastic  young  per- 
son ;  she  has  passions  for  this  one's  poetry  and  that  one's 
prose.  You  could  not  see  what  an  impression  was  made  on 
her  by  that  executioner's  piece  (a  phrase  of  Butscha's,  who 
lent  wit  without  any  return  to  his  benefactress),  called  Le 
Dernier  Jour  d'un  Condamne;  but  she  seemed  to  me  beside 
herself  with  her  admiration  of  that  Monsieur  Hugo.  I  can- 
not think  where  that  sort  of  people  (Victor  Hugo,  Lamartine, 
and  Byron  were  what  Madame  Latournelle  meant  by  that 
sort)  go  to  find  their  ideas.  The  little  thing  talked  to  me 
about  CJiilde  Harold;  I  did  not  choose  to  have  the  worst  of 
it ;  I  was  fool  enough  to  set  to  work  to  read  it  that  I  might 
be  able  to  argue  with  her.  I  don't  know  whether  it  is  to 
be  set  down  to  the  translations,  but  my  heart  lieaA^ed,  my 
eyes  were  dizzy.  I  could  not  get  on  with  it.  It  is  full  of 
howling  comparisons,  of  rocks  that  faint  away,  of  the  lavas 
of  war ! 

"  Of  course,  as  it  is  an  Englishman  on  his  travels,  one 
must  expect  something  queer,  but  this  is  really  too  much ! 
You  fancy  you  are  in  Spain,  and  he  carries  you  up  into  the 
clouds  above  the  Alps ;  he  makes  the  torrents  and  the  stars 
speak ;  and  then  there  are  too  many  virgins !  You  get  sick 
of  them.  In  short,  after  Napoleon's  campaigns  we  have  had 
enough  of  flaming  shot  and  sounding  brass  which  roll  on 
from  page  to  page.  Modeste  tells  me  that  all  this  pathos 
comes  from  the  translator,  and  I  ought  to  read  the  English. 
But  I  am  not  going  to  learn  English  for  Lord  Byron  when 
I  would  not  learn  it  for  Exupere !  I  much  prefer  the  ro- 
mances of  Ducray-Dumenil  to  these  English  romances  !  I  am 
too  thoroughly  Norman  to  fall  in  love  with  everything  that 
comes  from  abroad,  and  especially  from  England " 

Madame  Mignon,  notwithstanding  her  perpetual  mourn- 
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ing,  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  idea  of  Madame  Latour- 
nelle  reading  Childe  Harold.  The  stern  lady  accepted  this 
smile  as  approbation  of  her  doctrines. 

"  And  so,  my  dear  Madame  Mignon,  you  mistake  Modeste's 
imaginings,  the  result  of  her  reading,  for  love  affairs.  She 
is  twenty.  At  that  age  a  girl  loves  herself.  She  dresses  to 
see  herself  dressed.  Why,  I  used  to  make  my  little  sister, 
who  is  dead  now,  put  on  a  man's  hat,  and  we  played  at  gentle- 
man and  lady.  .  .  .  You,  at  Frankfort^  had  a  happy 
girlhood,  but  let  us  be  just:  Modeste  here  has  no  amuse- 
ments. In  spite  of  our  readiness  to  meet  her  lightest  wishes, 
she  knows  that  she  is  guarded,  and  the  life  she  leads  has  little 
pleasure  to  offer  a  girl  who  could  not,  as  she  can,  find  some- 
thing to  divert  her  in  books.  Take  my  word  for  it,  she 
loves  no  one  but  you.  Think  yourself  lucky  that  she  falls 
in  love  with  nobody  but  Lord  Byron's  corsairs,  Walter 
Scott's  romantic  heroes,  or  your  Germans,  Count  Egmont, 
Werther,  Schiller,  and  all  the  other  ers." 

"Well,  Madame?"  said  Dumay  respectfully,  alarmed  by 
Madame  Mignon's  silence. 

"  Modeste  is  not  merely  ready  for  love ;  she  loves  some- 
body," said  the  mother  obstinately. 

"  Madame,  my  life  is  at  stake,  and  you  will  no  doubt  al- 
low me — not  for  my  own  sake,  but  for  my  poor  wife's  and 
for  the  Colonel's,  and  all  our  sakes — to  try  to  find  out  which 
is  mistaken — the  watch-dog  or  the  mother." 

"  It  is  you,  Dumay !  Oh,  if  I  could  but  look  my  daughter 
in  the  face !  "  said  the  poor  blind  woman. 

"  But  who  is  there  that  she  can  love?  "  replied  Madame 
Latournelle.     "  As  for  us — I  can  answer  for  my  Exupere." 

"  It  cannot  be  Gobenheim,  whom  we  hardly  see  for  nine 
hours  out  of  the  week  since  the  Colonel  went  away.  Besides, 
he  is  not  thinking  of  Modeste — that  crown-piece  made  man ! 
His  uncle,  Gobenheim-Keller,  told  him,  '  Get  rich  enough  to 
marry  a  Keller ! '  With  that  for  a  programme,  there  is  no 
fear  that  he  will  even  know  of  what  sex  Modeste  is.  Those 
are  all  the  men  we  see  here.  I  do  not  count  Butscha,  poor 
little  hunchback.  I  love  him ;  he  is  your  Dumay,  Madame," 
he  said  to  the  notary's  wife.     "  Butscha  knows  very  well  that 
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if  he  glanced  at  Modeste  It  would  cost  him  a  combing  a  la 
mode  de  Vannes. — Not  a  soul  ever  comes  near  us.  Madame 
Latournelle,  who  since — since  your  misfortune,  comes  to  take 
Modeste  to  church  and  bring  her  home  again,  has  watched 
her  carefully  these  last  days  during  the  Mass,  and  has  seen 
nothing  suspicious  about  her.  And  then,  if  I  must  tell  you 
everything,  I  mj'self  have  raked  the  paths  round  the  house 
for  the  last  month,  and  I  have  always  found  them  in  the 
morning  with  no  footmarks." 

"  Rakes  are  not  costly  nor  difficult  to  use,"  said  the  Ger- 
man lady. 

"  And  the  dogs?  "  asked  Dumay. 

"  Lovers  can  find  sops  for  them,"  replied  Madame  Mignon. 

"  I  could  blow  out  my  own  brains  if  you  are  right,  for  I 
should  be  done  for,"  cried  Dumay. 

"  And  why,  Dumay?  " 

"  Madame,  I  could  not  m.eet  the  Colonel's  eye  If  he  were 
not  to  find  his  daughter,  especially  now  that  she  is  his  only 
child ;  and  as  pure,  as  virtuous  as  she  was  when  he  said  to  me 
on  board  the  ship,  '  Do  not  let  the  fear  of  the  scaffold  stop 
yon,  Dumay,  when  Modeste's  honor  Is  at  stake.'  " 

"  I  know  you  both — how  like  you !  "  said  Madame  Mignon, 
much  moved. 

"  I  will  wager -my  eternal  salvation  that  Modeste  Is  as  In- 
nocent as  she  was  in  her  cradle,"  said  Madame  Dumay. 

"  Oh,  I  will  know  all  about  it,"  replied  Dumay,  "  if  Madame 
la  Comtesse  will  allow  me  to  try  a  plan,  for  old  soldiers  are 
knowing  in  stratagems." 

"  I  allow  3'ou  to  do  anything  that  may  clear  up  the  matter 
without  injuring  our  last  surviving  child." 

"  And  what  will  you  do,  Anne,"  said  his  wife,  "  to  find  out 
a  young  girl's  secret  when  it  is  so  closely  kept?  " 

"  All  of  you  obey  me  exactly,"  said  the  Lieutenant,  "  for 
you  must  all  help." 

This  brief  account,  which,  if  elaborately  worked  up,  would 
have  furnished  forth  a  complete  picture  of  domestic  life — 
how  many  families  will  recognize  in  it  the  events  of  their  own 
home ! — is  enough  to  give  a  clew  to  the  importance  of  the 
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little  details  previously  given  of  the  persons  and  circum- 
stances of  this  evening,  when  the  lieutenant  had  undertaken 
to  cope  with  a  young  girl,  and  to  drag  from  the  recesses  of 
her  heart  a  passion  detected  by  her  blind  mother. 

An  hour  went  by  in  ominous  calm,  broken  only  by  the 
hieroglyphical  phrases  of  the  whist-players :  "  Spade ! — • 
Trump ! — Cut ! — Have  we  the  honors  ? — T^vo  trebles ! — Eight 
all ! — Who  deals  ?  " — phrases  representing  in  these  days  the 
great  emotions  of  the  aristocracy  of  Europe.  Modeste 
stitched,  without  any  surprise  at  her  mother's  taciturnity. 
Madame  Mignon's  pocket-handkerchief  slipped  off  her  lap 
on  to  the  floor ;  Butscha  flew  to  pick  it  up.  He  was  close 
to  Modeste,  and  as  he  rose  said  in  her  ear,  "  Be  on  your 
guard !  " 

Modeste  raised  astonished  eyes,  and  their  light,  pointed 
darts  as  it  seemed,  filled  the  hunchback  with  ineffable  joy. 

"  She  loves  no  one,"  said  the  poor  fellow  to  himself,  and 
he  rubbed  his  hands  hard  enough  to  flay  them. 

At  this  moment  Exupere  flew  through  the  garden  and  into 
the  house,  rushing  into  the  drawing-room  like  a  whirlwind, 
and  said  in  Dumay's  ear,  "  Here  is  the  young  man !  " 

Dumay  rose,  seized  his  pistols,  and  went  out. 

"  Good  God !  Supposing  he  kills  him !  "  cried  Madame 
Dumay,  who  burst  into  tears. 

"  But  what  is  going  on?  "  asked  Modeste,  looking  at  her 
friends  with  an  air  of  perfect  candor,  and  without  any  alarm. 

"  Something  about  a  young  man  who  prowls  round  the 
Chalet !  "  cried  Madame  Latournelle. 

"  What  then  ?  "  said  Modeste.  "  Why  should  Dumay 
kill  him?" 

"  Sancta  simpKcitas!  "  said  Butscha,  looking  at  his  master 
as  proudly  as  Alexander  gazes  at  Babylon  in  Lebrun's 
picture. 

"Where  are  you  going,  Modeste?"  asked  her  mother,  as 
her  daughter  was  leaving  the  room. 

"  To  get  everything  ready  for  you  to  go  to  bed,  mamma," 
replied  Modeste,  in  a  voice  as  clear  as  the  notes  of  a 
harmonica. 
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"  You  have  had  all  your  trouble  for  nothing,"  said  Butscha 
to  Dumay  when  he  came  in, 

"  Modeste  is  as  saintly  as  the  Virgin  on  our  altar !  "  cried 
Madame  Latournelle. 

"  Ah,  good  Heavens !  Such  agitation  is  too  much  for  me," 
said  the  cashier.     "  And  yet  I  am  a  strong  man." 

"  I  would  give  twenty-five  sous  to  understand  one  word  of 
what  you  are  at  this  evening,"  said  Gobenheim ;  "  you  all 
seem  to  nie  to  have  gone  mad." 

"  And  yet  a  treasure  is  at  stake,"  said  Butscha,  standing 
on  tiptoe  to  speak  into  Gobenheim's  ear. 

"  Unfortunately,  I  am  almost  positive  of  the  truth  of  what 
I  say,"  repeated  the  mother. 

"  Then  it  now  lies  with  you,  Madame,"  said  Dumay  quietly, 
"  to  prove  that  we  are  wrong." 

When  he  found  that  nothing  was  involved  but  Modeste's 
reputation,  Gobenheim  took  his  hat,  bowed,  and  went  away, 
carrying  off  ten  sous,  and  regarding  a  fresh  rubber  as 
hopeless. 

"  Exupere,  and  you  Butscha,  leave  us,"  said  Madame  La- 
tournelle. "  Go  down  to  the  town.  You  will  be  in  time  to  see 
one  piece ;  I  will  treat  you  to  the  play." 

As  soon  as  Madame  Mignon  was  left  with  her  four  friends, 
Madame  Latournelle  glanced  at  Dumay,  who,  being  a  Breton, 
understood  the  mother's  persistency,  and  then  at  her  hus- 
band fidgeting  with  the  cards,  and  thought  herself  justified 
in  speaking. 

"  Come,  Madame  Mignon,  tell  us  what  decisive  evidence 
has  struck  your  ear?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  friend,  if  you  were  a  musician,  you,  like 
me,  would  have  heard  Modeste's  tone  when  she  sings  of  love." 

The  piano  belonging  to  the  two  sisters  was  one  of  the  few 
feminine  luxuries  among  the  furniture  brought  from  the 
town-house  to  the  Chalet.  Modeste  had  mitigated  some 
tedium  by  studying  without  a  master.  She  was  a  born  mu- 
sician, and  played  to  cheer  her  mother.  She  sang  with  nat- 
ural grace  the  German  airs  her  mother  taught  her.  From 
this  instruction  and  this  endeavor  had  resulted  the  phenome- 
non, not  uncommon  in  natures  prompted  by  a  vocation,  that 
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Modeste  unconsciously  composed  purely  melodic  strains,  as 
such  composition  is  possible  without  a  knowledge  of  harmony. 
Melody  is  to  music  what  imagery  and  feeling  are  to  poetry, 
a  flower  that  may  blossom  spontaneously.  All  nations  have 
had  popular  melodies  before  the  introduction  of  harmony. 
Botany  came  after  flowers.  Thus  Modeste,  without  having 
learnt  anything  of  the  technique  of  painting  beyond  what 
she  had  gathered  from  seeing  her  sister  work  in  water-colors, 
could  stand  enchanted  before  a  picture  of  Raphael,  Titian, 
Rubens,  Murillo,  Rembrandt,  Albert  Diirer,  or  Holbein,  that 
is  to  say,  the  highest  ideal  of  each  nation.  Now,  for  about 
a  month,  Modeste  had  more  especially  burst  into  nightingale 
songs,  into  new  strains  so  poetical  as  to  arouse  her  mother's 
attention,  surprised  as  she  was  to  find  Modeste  bent  on  com- 
position and  trying  airs  to  unfamiliar  words. 

"  If  your  suspicions  have  no  other  foundation,"  said  La- 
tournelle  to  Madame  Mignon,  "  I  pity  your  sensitiveness." 

"  When  a  young  girl  sings  in  Brittany,"  said  Dumay, 
now  grave  again,  "  the  lover  is  very  near." 

"  I  will  let  you  overhear  Modeste  improvising,"  said  the 
mother,  "  and  you  will  see ! " 

"  Poor  child !  "  said  Madame  Dumay.  "  If  she  could  but 
know  of  our  anxiety,  she  would  be  in  despair ;  and  she  would 
tell  us  the  truth,  especially  if  she  knew  all  it  meant  to 
Dumay." 

"  To-morrow,  my  friends,  I  will  question  Modeste,"  said 
Madame  Mignon ;  "  and  perhaps  I  shall  achieve  more  by 
affection  than  you  have  gained  by  ruse." 

Was  the  comedy  of  the  "  Ill-guarded  Daughter  "  being  en- 
acted here,  as  it  is  everywhere  and  at  all  times,  while  these 
worthy  Bartolos,  these  spies,  these  vigilant  watch-dogs  failed 
to  scent,  to  guess,  to  detect  the  lover,  the  conspiracy,  the 
smoke  of  the  fire.? 

This  was  not  the  consequence  of  any  defiance  between  a 
prisoner  and  her  jailers,  between  the  tyranny  of  the  dun- 
geon and  the  liberty  of  the  captive,  but  merely  the  eternal 
repetition  of  the  first  drama  played  as  the  curtain  rose  on 
the  new  Creation :  Eve  in  Paradise.  Which,  in  this  case, 
was  right — the  mother  or  the  watch-dog.'* 
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None  of  the  persons  about  Modeste  understood  the  girl's 
heart — for,  be  assured,  the  soul  and  the  face  were  in  unison. 
Modeste  had  transplanted  her  life  into  a  world  of  which  the 
existence  is  as  completely  denied  in  our  days  as  the  New 
World  of  Christopher  Columbus  was  denied  in  the  sixteenth 
century.  Fortunately,  she  could  be  silent,  or  she  would  have 
been  thought  mad. 

We  must  first  explain  the  influence  that  past  events  had 
had  on  the  girl.  Two  especially  had  formed  her  character, 
as  they  awakened  her  intelhgence.  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Mignon,  startled  by  the  disaster  that  had  come  upon  Bettina, 
had,  before  their  bankruptcy,  resolved  on  seeing  Modeste 
married,  and  their  choice  fell  on  the  son  of  a  wealthy  banker, 
a  native  of  Hamburg,  who  had  settled  at  le  Havre  in  1815, 
and  who  was  under  some  obligations  to  them.  This  young 
man — Francisque  Althor — the  dandy  of  le  Havre,  handsome 
in  the  style  which  captivates  the  philistine,  what  the  English 
call  a  heavy-weight — florid  healthy  coloring,  firm  flesh,  and 
square  shoulders — threw  over  his  bride  elect,  at  the  news  of 
their  disaster,  so  completely  that  he  had  never  since  set  eyes 
on  Modeste,  or  on  Madame  Mignon,  or  on  the  Dumays.  La- 
tournelle  having  made  so  bold  as  to  speak  to  the  father, 
Jacob  Althor,  on  the  subject,  the  old  German  had  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  and  replied,  "  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean." 

This  reply,  repeated  to  Modeste  to  give  her  experience, 
was  a  lesson  she  understood  all  the  better  because  Latoumelle 
and  Dumay  made  voluminous  comments  on  this  base  deser- 
tion. Charles  Mignon's  two  daughters,  spoiled  children  as 
they  were,  rode,  had  their  own  horses  and  servants,  and  en- 
joyed fatal  liberty.  Modeste,  finding  herself  in  command 
of  a  recognized  lover,  had  allowed  Francisque  to  kiss  her  hand, 
and  put  his  arm  round  her  to  help  her  to  mount ;  she  had  ac- 
cepted flowers,  and  the  trifling  gifts  of  affection  which  are 
the  burden  of  paying  court  to  a  young  lady ;  she  worked  him 
a  purse,  believing  in  bonds  of  that  kind,  so  strong  to  noble 
souls,  but  mere  cobwebs  to  the  Gobenheims,  Vilquins,  and 
Althors. 

In  the  course  of  the  spring,  after  Madame  Mignon  and 
her  daughter  had  moved  into  the  Chalet,  Francisque  Althor 
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went  to  dine  with  the  Vilquins.  On  catching  sight  of 
Modeste  beyond  the  wall  of  the  lawn,  he  looked  away.  Six 
weeks  after,  he  married  Mademoiselle  Vilquin — the  eldest. 
Thus  Modeste  learnt  that  she,  handsome,  young,  and  well 
born,  had  for  three  months  been  simply  Mademoiselle  Million. 
So  Modeste's  poverty,  which  was  of  course  known,  was  a 
sentinel  which  guarded  the  ways  to  the  Chalet  quite  as  well 
as  the  Dumays'  prudence  and  the  Latournelles'  vigilance. 
Mademoiselle  Mignon  was  never  mentioned  but  with  insulting 
pity:  "Poor  girl!  what  will  become  of  her?  She  will  die 
an  old  maid." — "  What  a  hard  lot !  After  seeing  all  the 
world  at  her  feet,  and  having  a  chance  of  marrying  Althor, 
to  find  that  no  one  will  have  anything  to  say  to  her !  " — 
"  Such  a  life  of  luxury,  my  dear !  and  to  have  sunk  to 
penury ! " 

Nor  were  these  insults  spoken  in  private  and  only  guessed 
by  Modeste ;  more  than  once  she  heard  them  uttered  by  the 
young  men  and  girls  of  the  town  when  walking  at  Ingouville, 
who,  knowing  that  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Mignon  lived 
at  the  Chalet,  discussed  them  audibly  as  they  went  past  the 
pretty  little  house.  Some  of  the  Vilquins'  friends  wondered 
that  these  ladies  could  bear  to  live  so  near  the  home  of  their 
former  splendor.  Modeste,  sitting  behind  closed  shutters, 
often  heard  such  impertinence  as  this :  "  I  cannot  think 
how  they  can  live  there !  "  one  would  say  to  another,  walking 
round  the  garden,  perhaps  to  help  the  Vilquins  to  be  rid 
of  their  tenants.  "  What  do  they  live  on  ? — What  can  they 
do  there? — The  old  woman  is  gone  blind! — Is  Mademoiselle 
Mignon  still  pretty? — Ah,  she  has  no  horses  now.  How 
dashing  she  used  to  be !  " 

.  As  she  heard  this  savage  nonsense  spoken  by  envy,  foul- 
mouthed  and  surlj',  and  tilting  at  the  past,  many  girls  would 
have  felt  the  blood  rise  to  their  very  brow;  others  would 
have  wept,  some  would  have  felt  a  surge  of  rage  ;  but  Modeste 
smiled  as  we  smile  at  a  theater,  hearing  actors  speak.  Her 
pride  could  not  descend  to  the  level  which  such  words,  rising 
from  below,  could  reach. 

The  other  event  was  even  more  serious  than  this  merce- 
nary  desertion.     Bettina-Caroline  had  died  in  her  sister's 
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arms ;  Modeste  had  nursed  her  with  the  devotion  of  a  woman, 
with  the  inquisitiveness  of  a  maiden  imagination.  The  two 
girls,  in  the  watches  of  the  night,  had  exchanged  many  a 
confidence.  What  dramatic  interest  hung  round  Bettina  in 
the  eyes  of  her  innocent  sister !  Bettina  knew  passion  only 
as  misfortune;  she  was  dying  because  she  had  loved.  Be- 
tween two  girls  every  man,  wretch  though  he  be,  is  a  lover. 
Passion  is  the  one  thing  really  absolute  in  human  life;  it  will 
always  have  its  own.  Georges  d'Estourny,  a  gambler,  dis- 
sipated and  guilty,  always  dwelt  in  the  memory  of  these  young 
things  as  the  Parisian  dandy  of  the  Havre  parties,  the  cyno- 
sure of  every  woman — Bettina  believed  that  she  had  snatched 
him  from  Madame  Vilquin's  flirtations — and,  to  crown  all, 
Bettina's  successful  lover.  In  a  young  girl  her  worship  is 
stronger  than  social  reprobation.  In  Bettina's  mind,  justice 
had  erred;  how  should  she  have  condemned  a  young  man  by 
whom  she  had  been  loved  for  six  months,  loved  with  passion 
in  the  mysterious  retreat  where  Georges  hid  her  in  Paris, 
that  he  might  preserve  his  liberty?  Thus,  Bettina,  in  her 
death,  had  inoculated  her  sister  with  love. 

The  sisters  had  often  discussed  the  great  drama  of  pas- 
sion, to  which  imagination  lends  added  importance;  and  the 
dead  girl  had  taken  Modeste's  purity  with  her  to  her  grave, 
leaving  her  not  perhaps  all-knowing,  but,  at  any  rate,  all- 
curious.  At  the  same  time,  remorse  had  often  set  sharp  pangs 
in  Bettina's  heart,  and  she  lavished  warnings  on  her  sister. 
In  the  midst  of  her  revelations,  she  never  failed  to  preach 
obedience  in  Modeste,  absolute  obedience  to  her  family.  On 
the  eve  of  her  death,  she  implored  her  sister  to  remember  the 
pillow  she  had  soaked  with  her  tears,  and  never  to  imitate 
the  conduct  her  sufferings  could  scarcely  expiate.  Bettina 
accused  herself  of  having  brought  the  lightning  down  on 
those  dear  to  her;  she  died  in  despair  at  not  receiving  her 
father's  forgiveness.  In  spite  of  the  consolations  of  religion, 
which  was  softened  by  such  deep  repentance,  Bettina's  last 
words,  in  a  heartrending  cry,  were,  "  Father !  Father !  " 

"  Never  give  your  heart  but  with  your  hand,"  said  she 
to  Modeste,  an  hour  before  her  death ;  "  and,  above  all,  ac- 
cept no  attentions  without  my  mother's  consent  or  papa's." 
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These  words,  touching  in  their  simple  truth,  and  spoken 
in  the  hour  of  death,  found  an  echo  in  Modeste's  mind,  all 
the  more  because  Bettina  made  her  take  a  solemn  vow.  The 
poor  girl,  with  prophetic  insight,  drew  from  under  her  pillow 
a  ring  on  which  she  had  had  engraved  Pense  a  Bettina,  1827 
— "  Remember  Bettina  " — instead  of  a  motto,  sending  it  by 
the  hand  of  her  faithful  servant  Fran9oise  Cochet,  to  be  done 
in  the  town.  A  few  minutes  before  she  breathed  her  last 
sigh,  she  placed  this  ring  on  her  sister's  finger,  begging  her 
to  wear  it  till  she  should  be  married.  Thus,  between  these 
two  girls  there  had  been  a  strange  succession  of  acute  re- 
morse and  artless  descriptions  of  that  brief  summer  which 
had  been  so  soon  followed  by  the  autumn  winds  of  desertion, 
while  tears,  regrets,  and  memories  were  constantly  overruled 
by  a  dread  of  evil. 

And  yet  this  drama  of  the  young  creature  seduced,  and 
returning  to  die  of  a  dreadful  disorder  under  the  roof  of 
elegant  poverty,  the  meanness  of  the  Vilquins'  son-in-law, 
and  her  mother's  blindness,  resulting  from  her  griefs,  only 
account  for  the  surface  of  Modeste's  character,  with  which 
the  Dumays  and  the  Latournelles  had  to  be  content,  for  no 
devotion  can  fill  the  mother's  place.  This  monotonous  hfe 
in  the  pretty  Chalet,  among  the  beautiful  flowers  grown  by 
Dumay ;  these  habits,  as  regular  as  the  working  of  a  clock ; 
this  provincial  propriety ;  these  rubbers  at  cards  by  which 
she  sat  knitting;  this  silence,  only  broken  by  the  moaning 
of  the  sea  at  the  equinoxes ;  this  monastic  peace  covered  the 
stormiest  kind  of  life — the  life  of  ideas,  the  hfe  of  the  spir- 
itual world. 

We  sometimes  wonder  at  the  lapses  of  young  girls,  but 
that  is  when  they  have  no  blind  mother  to  sound  with  her 
stick  the  depths  of  the  maiden  heart  undermined  by  the 
caverns  of  fancy. 

The  Dumays  were  asleep  when  Modeste  opened  her  win- 
dow, imagining  that  a  man  might  pass  by — the  man  of  her 
dreams,  the  knight  who  would  take  her  on  a  pilhon,  defying 
Dumay 's  pistols.  In  her  dejection  after  her  sister's  death, 
Modeste  had  plunged  into  such  constant  reading  as  was 
enough  to  make  her  idiotic.     Having  been  brought  up  to 
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speak  two  languages,  she  was  mistress  of  German  as  well  as 
of  French;  then  she  and  Caroline  had  learnt  English  of 
Madame  Dumay.  Modeste,  who  in  such  matters  found  little 
supervision  from  her  uncultivated  companions,  fed  her  soul 
on  the  masterpieces  of  modern  English,  German,  and  French 
literature — Lord  Byron,  Goethe,  Schiller,  Walter  Scott, 
Hugo,  Lamartine,  Crabbe,  Moore,  the  great  works  of  the 
seventeenth  and  eighteenth  centuries,  history  and  the  theater, 
romance  from  Rabelais  to  Manon  Lescaut,  from  Montaigne's 
Essays  to  Diderot,  from  the  Fabliaux  to  La  Nouvelle  Helo'ise, 
the  thoughts  of  three  countries  furnished  her  brain  with  a 
medley  of  images.  And  her  mind  was  beautiful  in  its  cold 
guilelessness,  its  repressed  virginal  instincts,  from  which 
sprang  forth,  flashing,  armed,  sincere,  and  powerful,  an  in- 
tense admiration  for  genius.  To  Modeste,  a  new  book  was 
a  great  event;  she  was  so  happy  over  a  great  work  as  to 
alarm  Madame  Latournelle,  as  we  have  seen,  and  saddened 
when  it  failed  to  take  her  heart  by  storm. 

But  no  gleam  of  this  lurid  flame  ever  appeared  on  the  sur- 
face; it  escaped  the  eye  of  Lieutenant  Dumay  and  his  wife 
as  well  as  of  the  Latournelles ;  but  the  ear  of  the  bhnd  mother 
could  not  fail  to  hear  its  crackling.  The  deep  contempt 
which  Modeste  thenceforth  conceived  for  all  ordinary  men 
soon  gave  her  countenance  an  indescribably  proud  and  shy 
expression  which  qualified  its  German  simplicity,  but  which 
agrees  with  one  detail  of  her  face ;  her  hair,  growing  in  a 
point  in  the  middle  of  her  forehead,  seems  to  continue  the 
slight  furrow  made  by  thought  between  her  brows,  and  makes 
this  shy  look  perhaps  a  little  too  wild. 

This  sweet  girl's  voice — before  his  departure  Charles 
Mignon  used  to  call  her  his  little  "  Solomon's  slipper,"  she 
was  so  clever — had  acquired  delightful  flexibility  of  accent 
from  her  study  of  three  languages.  This  advantage  is  yet 
further  enhanced  by  a  suave  fresh  quality  which  goes  to  the 
heart  as  well  as  to  the  ear.  Though  her  mother  could  not 
see  the  hope  of  high  destiny  stamped  on  her  daughter's  brow, 
she  could  study  the  changes  of  her  soul's  development  in  the 
tones  of  that  amorous  voice. 

After  this   period   of   ravenous    reading,   there  came   to 
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Modeste  a  phase  of  the  singular  faculty  possessed  by  a  liTely 
imagination;  of  living  as  an  actor  in  an  existence  pictured 
as  in  a  dream;  of  representing  things  wished  for  with  a 
•vividness  so  keen,  that  it  verges  on  reality;  of  enjoying  them 
in  fancy,  of  devouring  time  even,  seeing  herself  married, 
grown  old,  attending  her  own  funeral,  like  Charles  V. — in 
short,  of  playing  out  the  drama  of  life,  and  at  need  that  of 
death  too. 

As  for  Modeste,  she  played  the  drama  of  love.  She 
imagined  herself  adored  to  the  height  of  her  wishes,  and 
passing  through  every  social  phase.  As  the  heroine  of 
some  dark  romance,  she  loved  either  the  executioner  or  some 
villain  who  died  on  the  scaffold,  or  else,  like  her  sister,  some 
penniless  fop,  whose  misdemeanors  were  the  affair  of  the 
police  court.  She  pictured  herself  as  a  courtesan,  and 
laughed  men  to  scorn  in  the  midst  of  perpetual  festivities, 
like  Ninon.  By  turns,  she  led  the  life  of  an  adventuress  or 
of  a  popular  actress,  going  through  the  vicissitudes  of  a 
Gil  Bias,  or  the  triumphs  of  Pasta,  Malibran,  Florine.  Sa- 
tiated with  horrors,  she  would  come  back  to  real  life.  She 
married  a  notary,  she  ate  the  dry  bread  of  respectability, 
she  saw  herself  in  Madame  Latournelle.  She  accepted  a  la- 
borious life,  facing  the  worries  of  accumulating  a  fortune; 
then  she  began  to  romance  again:  she  was  loved  for  her 
beauty ;  the  son  of  a  peer  of  France,  artistic  and  eccentric, 
read  her  heart,  and  discerned  the  star  which  the  genius  of  a 
Stael  had  set  on  her  brow.  At  last  her  father  returned  a 
millionaire.  Justified  by  experience,  she  subjected  her  lov- 
ers to  tests,  preserving  her  own  freedom ;  she  owned  a  splen- 
did chateau,  servants,  carriages,  everything  that  luxury  has 
most  curious  to  bestow;  and  she  mystified  her  lovers  till  she 
was  forty,  when  she  accepted  an  offer. 

This  edition  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  of  which  there  was  but 
one  copy,  lasted  nearly  a  year,  and  brought  Modeste  to  satiety 
of  invention.  She  too  often  held  life  in  the  hollow  of  her 
hand ;  she  could  say  to  herself  very  philosophically,  and  too 
seriously,  too  bitterly,  too  often,  "  Well ;  and  then  ?  "  not  to 
sink  now  to  her  waist  in  those  depths  of  disgust,  into  which 
men  of  genius  fall  who  are  too  eager  to  escape  by  the  vast 
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labor  of  the  task  to  which  they  have  devoted  themselves.  But 
for  her  rich  nature  and  her  youth,  Modestc  would  have  retired 
to  a  cloister.  This  satiety  flung  the  girl,  still  soaked  in 
CathoUc  feeling,  into  a  love  of  goodness,  and  of  the  infinite  of 
heaven.  She  conceived  of  charity  as  the  occupation  of  her 
life;  still  she  groped  in  forlorn  gloom  as  she  found  there  no 
aliment  for  the  fancy  that  gnawed  at  her  heart  like  a  malig- 
nant insect  in  the  cup  of  a  flower.  She  calmly  stitched  at 
baby  clothes  for  poor  women ;  and  she  listened  absently  to 
Monsieur  Latournelle  grumbling  at  Monsieur  Dumay  for 
trumping  a  thirteenth,  or  forcing  him  to  play  his  last  trump. 
Faith  led  Modeste  into  a  strange  path.  She  fancied  that  by 
becoming  irreproachable  in  the  Catholic  sense,  she  might 
achieve  such  a  pitch  of  sanctity  that  God  would  hear  her  and 
grant  her  desires. 

"  Faith,  as  Jesus  Christ  says,  can  remove  mountains ;  the 
Saviour  made  His  apostle  walk  on  the  Lake  of  Tiberias ;  while 
I  only  ask  of  God  to  send  me  a  husband,"  thought  she. 
"  That  is  much  easier  than  going  for  a  walk  on  the  sea." 

She  fasted  all  through  Lent,  and  did  not  commit  the 
smallest  sin ;  then  she  promised  herself  that  on  coming  out  of 
church  on  a  certain  day  she  would  meet  a  handsome  young 
man,  worthy  of  her,  whom  her  mother  would  approve,  and 
who  would  follow  her,  madly  in  love.  On  the  day  she  had 
fixed  for  God  to  send  her  this  angel  without  fail,  she  was  per- 
sistently followed  by  a  horrible  beggar ;  it  poured  with  rain, 
and  there  was  not  one  young  man  out  of  doors.  She  went 
down  to  the  quay  to  see  the  English  come  on  shore,  but  every 
Englishman  had  an  English  damsel  almost  as  handsome  as 
herself,  and  Modeste  could  not  see  anything  like  a  Childe 
Harold  who  had  lost  his  way.  At  that  stage  tears  rose  to  her 
eyes  as  she  sat,  like  Marius,  on  the  ruins  of  her  imaginings. 
One  day  when  she  made  an  appointment  with  God  for  the  third 
time,  she  believed  that  the  elect  of  her  dreams  had  come  into 
the  church,  and  she  dragged  Madame  Latournelle  to  look  be- 
hind every  pillar,  imagining  that  he  was  hiding  out  of  delicacy. 
Thenceforth  she  concluded  that  God  had  no  power.  She 
often  made  conversations  with  this  imaginary  lover,  inventing 
question  and  answer,  and  giving  him  a  very  pretty  wit. 
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Thus  it  was  her  heart's  excessive  ambition,  buried  in 
romance,  which  gave  Modeste  the  discretion  so  much  admired 
by  the  good  people  who  watched  over  her;  they  might  have 
brought  her  many  a  Francisque  Althor  or  Vilquin  fils,  she 
would  not  have  stooped  to  such  boors.  She  required  simply 
and  purely  a  man  of  genius ;  talent  she  thought  little  of,  as  a 
barrister  is  nothing  to  a  girl  who  is  set  on  an  ambassador. 
She  wished  for  riches  only  to  cast  them  at  her  idol's  feet. 
The  golden  background  against  which  the  figures  of  her 
dreams  stood  out  was  less  precious  than  her  heart  overflowing 
with  a  woman's  delicacy ;  for  her  ruling  idea  was  to  give 
wealth  and  happiness  to  a  Tasso,  a  Milton,  a  Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau,  a  Murat,  a  Christopher  Columbus.  Vulgar  sor- 
rows appealed  but  little  to  this  soul,  which  longed  to  ex- 
tinguish the  stake  of  such  martyrs  unrecognized  during  their 
lifetime.  Modeste  thirsted  for  unconfessed  suffering,  the 
great  anguish  of  the  mind. 

Sometimes  she  imagined  the  balm,  she  elaborated  the  ten- 
derness, the  music,  the  thousand  devices  by  which  she  would 
have  soothed  the  fierce  misanthropy  of  Jean-Jacques.  Again 
she  fancied  herself  the  wife  of  Lord  Byron,  and  almost  entered 
into  his  scorn  of  realities,  while  making  herself  as  fantastic 
as  the  poetry  of  Manfred,  and  into  his  doubts  while  making 
him  a  Catholic.  Modeste  accused  all  the  women  of  the  seven- 
teenth century  as  guilty  of  Moliere's  melancholy. 

"  How  is  it,"  she  wondered,  "  that  some  living,  wealthy,  and 
beautiful  woman  does  not  rush  forth  to  meet  every  man  of 
genius,  to  make  herself  his  slave  like  Lara,  the  mysterious 
page?  " 

As  you  see,  she  had  quite  understood  the  English  poet's 
wail,  as  sung  by  Gulnare.  She  greatly  admired  the  conduct 
of  the  young  English  girl  who  came  to  propose  to  the  younger 
Crebillon,  who  married  her.  The  story  of  Sterne  and  Eliza 
Draper  was  a  joy  to  her  for  some  months;  as  the  imaginary 
heroine  of  a  similar  romance,  she  studied  the  sublime  part  of 
Eliza  again  and  again.  The  exquisite  feeling  so  gracefully 
expressed  in  those  letters  filled  her  eyes  with  the  tears  which, 
it  is  said,  never  rose  to  those  of  the  wittiest  of  English  writers. 

Modeste  thus  lived  for  some  time  by  her  sympathy,  not 
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merely  with  the  works,  but  with  the  personal  character  of  her 
favorite  authors.  Goldsmith,  the  author  of  Ohermann, 
Charles  Nodier,  Maturin — the  poorest,  the  most  unhappy 
were  her  gods;  she  understood  their  sufferings,  she  entered 
into  their  squalor,  blending  with  heaven-sent  visions;  she 
poured  on  them  the  treasures  of  her  heart ;  she  pictured  her- 
self clearly  as  supplying  the  comforts  of  life  to  these  artists, 
martyrs  to  their  gifts.  This  noble  compassion,  this  intuitive 
knowledge  of  the  difficulties  of  work,  this  worship  for  talent, 
is  one  of  the  rarest  vagaries  that  ever  beat  its  wings  in  a 
woman's  soul.  At  first  it  is  like  a  secret  between  her  and  God, 
for  there  is  nothing  dazzling  in  it,  nothing  to  flatter  her 
vanity — that  potent  auxiliary  of  all  actions  in  France. 

From  this  third  phase  of  her  ideas  there  was  born  in 
Modeste  a  violent  desire  to  study  one  of  these  anomalous  lives 
to  the  very  heart  of  it,  to  know  the  springs  of  thought,  the 
secret  sorrows  of  genius,  and  what  it  craves,  and  what  it  is. 
And  so,  in  her,  the  rashness  of  fantasy,  the  wanderings  of 
her  soul  in  a  void,  her  excursions  into  the  darkness  of  the 
future,  the  impatience  of  her  undeveloped  love  to  center  in  an 
object,  the  nobleness  of  her  notions  of  life,  her  determination 
to  suffer  in  some  lofty  sphere  rather  than  to  paddle  in  the 
slough  of  provincial  life  as  her  mother  had  done,  the  vow  she 
had  made  to  herself  never  to  go  wrong,  to  respect  her  parents' 
home,  and  never  bring  to  it  anything  but  joy, — all  this  world 
of  feeling  at  last  took  shape:  Modeste  purposed  to  be  the 
wife  of  a  poet,  an  artist,  a  man,  in  short,  superior  to  the 
crowd;  but  she  meant  to  choose  him,  and  to  subject 
him  to  a  thorough  study,  before  giving  him  her  heart,  her 
life,  her  immense  tenderness  freed  from  the  trammels  of 
passion. 

She  began  by  reveling  in  this  pretty  romance.  Perfect 
tranquillity  possessed  her  soul.  Her  countenance  was 
gradually  colored  by  it.  She  became  the  lovely  and  sublime 
image  of  Germany  that  you  have  seen,  the  glory  of  the  Chalet, 
the  pride  of  Madame  Latournolle  and  the  Dumays.  Then 
Modeste  lived  a  double  life.  She  humbly  and  lovingly  ful- 
filled all  the  trivial  tasks  of  daily  life  at  the  Chalet,  using 
them  as  a  check  to  hold  in  the  poem  of  her  ideal  existence, 
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like  the  Carthusians,  who  order  their  material  life  hy  rule,  and 
occupy  their  time  to  allow  the  soul  to  develop  itself  in  prayer. 
All  great  intellects  subject  themselves  to  some  mechanical 
employment  to  obtain  control  of  thought.  Spinoza  ground 
lenses,  Bayle  counted  the  tiles  in  a  roof,  Montesquieu  worked 
in  his  garden.  The  body  being  thus  under  control,  the  spirit 
spreads  its  wings  in  perfect  security.  So  Madame  Mignon, 
who  read  her  daughter's  soul,  was  right.  Modeste  was  in  love ; 
she  loved  with  that  Platonic  sentiment  which  is  so  rare,  so  little 
understood — the  first  illusion  of  girlhood,  the  subtlest  of  feel- 
ings, the  heart's  daintiest  morsel.  She  drank  deep  draughts 
from  the  cup  of  the  unknown,  the  impossible,  the  visionary. 
She  delighted  in  the  Blue  Bird  of  the  Maiden's  Paradise,  which 
sings  far  away,  on  which  none  may  lay  hands,  which  lets  itself 
be  seen,  while  the  shot  of  no  gun  can  ever  touch  it ;  its  magical 
colors,  like  the  sparkling  of  gems,  dazzle  the  eye,  but  it  is 
never  more  seen  when  once  reality  appears — the  hideous 
Harpy  bringing  witnesses  and  the  Maire  in  her  train.  To 
have  all  the  poetry  of  love  without  the  presence  of  the  lover ! 
How  exquisite  an  orgy !  What  a  fair  chimera  of  all  colors 
and  every  plumage ! 

This  was  the  trifling  foolish  accident  which  sealed  the  girl's 
fate. 

Modeste  saw  on  a  bookseller's  counter  a  lithographed  por- 
trait of  de  Canalis,  one  of  her  favorites.  You  know  what 
libels  these  sketches  are,  the  outcome  of  an  odious  kind  of 
speculation  which  falls  upon  the  persons  of  celebrated  men,  as 
if  their  face  were  public  property.  So  Canalis,  caught  in  a 
Byronic  attitude,  offered  to  public  admiration  his  disordered 
hair,  his  bare  throat,  and  the  excessively  high  forehead  proper 
to  every  bard.  Victor  Hugo's  brow  will  lead  to  as  many 
heads  being  shaved  as  there  were  sucking  field-marshals  who 
rushed  to  die  on  the  strength  of  Napoleon's  glory. 

Modeste  was  struck  by  this  head,  made  sublime  by  com- 
mercial requirements ;  and  on  the  day  when  she  bought  the 
portrait,  one  of  the  finest  books  by  Arthes  had  just  come  out. 
Though  it  may  sound  to  her  discredit,  it  must  be  confessed 
that  she  long  hesitated  between  the  illustrious  poet  and  the 
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illustrious  prose  writer.  But  were  these  two  great  men  un- 
married? Modeste  began  by  securing  the  co-operation  of 
Fran9oise  Cochet,  the  girl  whom  poor  Bettina-Caroline  had 
taken  with  her  from  le  Havre  and  brought  back  again.  She 
lived  in  the  town,  and  Madame  Mignon  and  Madame  Dumay 
would  employ  her  for  a  day's  work  in  preference  to  any  other. 
Modeste  had  this  somewhat  homely  creature  up  into  her  room  ; 
she  swore  that  she  would  never  cause  her  parents  the  smallest 
grief,  nor  exceed  the  limits  imposed  on  a  young  lady ;  she 
promised  Fran9oise  that  in  the  future  on  her  father's  return, 
the  poor  girl  should  have  an  easy  life,  on  condition  of  her 
keeping  absolute  secrecy  as  to  the  service  required  of  her. — 
What  was  it? — A  mere  trifle,  a  perfectly  innocent  thing.  All 
that  Modeste  asked  of  her  accomplice  was  that  she  should  post 
certain  letters  and  fetch  the  replies,  addressed  to  Fran9oise 
Cochet. 

The  bargain  concluded,  Modeste  wrote  a  polite  note  to 
Dauriat,  the  publisher  of  Canalis'  poems,  in  which  she  asked 
him,  in  the  interests  of  the  great  poet,  whether  Canalis  were 
married,  begging  him  to  address  the  answer  to  Mademoiselle 
Fran9oise,  poste  restante,  au  Havre.  Dauriat,  who,  of 
course,  could  not  take  such  a  letter  seriously,  sent  a  reply 
concocted  in  his  private  room  by  five  or  six  journalists,  each 
in  turn  adding  his  jest. 

"Mademoiselle, — Canalis  (Baron  de),  Constant-Cyr- 
Melchior,  member  of  the  French  Academy,  born  in  1800  at 
Canalis,  Correze ;  stands  five  feet  four,  is  in  good  condition, 
vaccinated,  thoroughbred,  has  served  his  term  under  the  con- 
scription, enjoys  perfect  health,  has  a  small  landed  estate  in 
Correze  and  wishes  to  marry,  but  looks  for  great  wealth. 

"  His  arms  are,  party  per  pale  gules  a  broadax  or,  and 
sable  a  shell  argent ;  surmounted  by  a  baron's  coronet ;  sup- 
porters, two  larches  proper.  The  motto  Or  et  fer  (gold  and 
iron)  has  never  proved  auriferous. 

"  The  first  Canalis,  who  went  to  the  Holy  Land  in  the  first 
crusade,  is  mentioned  in  the  Chronicles  of  Auvergne  as  carry- 
ing no  weapon  but  an  ax,  by  reason  of  the  complete  indigence 
in  which  he  lived,  and  which  has  ever  since  weighed  on  his 
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posterity.  Hence,  no  doubt,  the  blazon.  The  ax  brought 
him  nothing  but  an  empty  shell.  This  noble  baron  became 
famous,  having  discomfited  many  infidels,  and  he  died  at 
Jerusalem,  without  either  gold  or  iron,  as  bare  as  a  worm,  on 
the  road  to  Ascalon,  the  ambulance  service  having  not  yet 
been  called  into  existence. 

*'  The  castle  of  Canalis — the  land  yields  a  few  chestnuts — 
consists  of  two  dismantled  towers  joined  by  a  wall,  remarkable 
for  its  superior  growth  of  ivy,  and  it  pays  twenty-two  francs 
to  the  revenue. 

"  The  publisher,  undersigned,  begs  to  remark  that  he  pays 
Monsieur  de  Canalis  ten  thousand  francs  per  volume  for  his 
poetry.     He  does  not  give  his  empty  shells  for  nothing. 

"  The  Bard  of  the  Correze  lives  at  Rue  de  Paradis-Pois- 
sonniere,  No.  29,  which  is  a  suitable  situation  for  a  poet  of 
the  Seraphic  School.  Worms  (les  vers)  are  a  bait  for  gud- 
geon.    Letters  must  be  prepaid. 

"  Certain  noble  dames  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain 
often,  it  is  said,  make  their  way  to  Paradise  and  patronize 
the  divinity.  King  Charles  X.  thinks  so  highly  of  this  great 
poet  as  to  believe  him  capable  of  becoming  a  statesman.  He 
has  recently  made  him  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor, 
and,  which  is  more  to  the  purpose.  Master  of  Appeals,  at- 
tached to  the  Ministry  for  Foreign  Affairs.  These  functions 
in  no  way  keep  the  great  man  from  drawing  a  pension  of 
three  thousand  francs  from  the  fund  devoted  to  the  en- 
couragement of  art  and  letters.  This  pecuniary  success 
causes,  in  the  publishing  world,  an  eighth  plague  which 
Egypt  was  spared — a  plague  of  worms  (les  vers)  ! 

"  The  last  edition  of  the  works  of  Canalis,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper,  large  8vo,  with  vignettes  by  Bixiou,  Joseph 
Bridau,  Schinner,  Sommervieux,  and  others,  printed  by  Didot, 
is  in  five  volumes,  price  nine  francs,  post  paid." 

This  letter  fell  like  a  paving-stone  on  a  tulip.  A  poet  as 
Master  of  Appeals,  in  the  immediate  circle  of  a  Minister, 
drawing  a  pension,  aiming  at  the  red  rosette,  adored  of  the 
ladies  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain !  Was  this  at  all  like 
the  threadbare  poet  wandering  on  the  quays,  melancholy  and 
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dreamy,  overwrought  by  work,  and  climbing  up  to  his  garret 
again  loaded  with  poetic  inspiration?  At  the  same  time, 
Modeste  saw  through  the  jest  of  the  envious  publisher,  which 
conveyed,  "  I  made  Canalis  !  I  made  Nathan !  "  Then  she 
re-read  Canalis'  verses,  very  catching  verses,  full  of  hypoc- 
risy, and  which  require  a  few  words  of  analysis  if  only  to  ex- 
plain her  infatuation. 

CanaHs  is  distinguished  from  Lamartine,  the  chief  of  the 
Seraphic  School,  by  a  sort  of  sick-nurse  blarney,  a  perfidious 
sweetness,  and  exquisite  correctness.  If  the  chief,  with  his 
sublime  outcry,  may  be  called  an  eagle,  Canalis,  all  rose  and 
white,  is  a  flamingo.  In  him  women  discern  the  friend  they 
yearn  for,  a  discreet  confidant,  their  interpreter,  the  being 
who  understands  them,  and  who  explains  them  to  themselves. 

The  broad  margins  with  which  Dauriat  had  graced  his  last 
edition  were  covered  with  confessions  scribbled  in  pencil  by 
Modeste,  who  sympathized  with  this  dreamy  and  tender  soul. 
Canalis  has  not  life  in  his  gift ;  he  does  not  breathe  it  into  his 
creations ;  but  he  knows  how  to  soothe  vague  sufferings  such 
as  Modeste  was  a  victim  to.  He  speaks  to  girls  in  their  own 
language,  lulling  the  pain  of  the  most  recent  wounds,  and 
silencing  groans,  and  even  sobs.  His  talent  does  not  consist 
in  preaching  loftily  to  the  sufferer,  in  giving  her  the  medicine 
of  strong  emotions ;  he  is  content  to  say  in  a  musical  voice 
which  commands  belief :  "  I  am  unhappy,  as  you  are ;  I  under- 
stand you  fully ;  come  with  me,  we  will  weep  together  on  the 
bank  of  this  stream,  under  the  willows !  "  And  they  go !  and 
listen  to  his  verse,  as  vacuous  and  as  sonorous  as  the  song  of 
a  nurse  putting  a  baby  to  sleep!  Canalis — like  Nodier  in 
this — bewitches  you  by  an  artlessness,  which  in  the  prose 
writer  is  natural  but  in  the  poet  elaborately  studied,  by  his 
archness,  his  smile,  his  fallen  flowers,  his  childlike  philosophy. 
He  mimics  the  language  of  early  days  well  enough  to  carry 
you  back  to  the  fair  field  of  illusion. 

To  an  eagle  we  are  pitiless ;  we  insist  on  the  quality  of  the 
diamond,  flawless  perfection ;  but  from  Canalis  we  are  satis- 
fied with  the  orphan's  mite ;  everything  may  be  forgiven  him. 
He  seems  such  a  good  fellow,  human  above  everything.  These 
seraphic  airs  succeed  with  him,  as  those  of  a  woman  will  always 
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succeed  if  she  acts  simplicity  well — the  startled,  youthful, 
martyred,  suffering  angel. 

Modeste,  summing  up  her  impressions,  felt  that  she  trusted 
that  soul,  that  countenance,  as  attractive  as  Bernardin  de 
Saint-Pierre's.  She  paid  no  heed  to  the  publisher.  And  so, 
at  the  beginning  of  the  month  of  August,  she  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing letter  to  this  Dorat  of  the  sacristy,  who  even  now  is  re- 
garded as  one  of  the  stars  of  the  modern  Pleiades. 

L 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis. 

"  Many  times  ere  now.  Monsieur,  I  have  intended  to  write 
to  you — and  why.''  You  can  guess:  to  tell  you  how  much  I 
delight  in  your  talent.  Yes,  I  feel  a  longing  to  express  to 
you  the  admiration  of  a  poor  country-bred  girl,  very  solitary 
in  her  nook,  whose  sole  joy  is  in  reading  your  poetry.  From 
Rene  I  came  to  you.  Melancholy  tends  to  reverie.  How 
many  other  women  must  have  paid  you  the  homage  of  their 
secret  thoughts !  What  chance  have  I  of  being  of  the  elect  in 
such  a  crowd .''  What  interest  can  this  paper  have,  though 
full  of  my  soul,  above  all  the  perfumed  letters  which  beset 
you?  I  introduce  myself  with  more  to  perplex  you  than  any 
other  woman.  I  intend  to  remain  unknown,  and  yet  ask  your 
entire  confidence,  as  if  you  had  known  me  a  long  time. 

"  Answer  me,  be  kind  to  me.  I  do  not  pledge  myself  to  tell 
my  name  some  day,  still  I  do  not  positively  say  no.  .  .  . 
What  more  can  I  add  to  this  letter?  Regard  it.  Monsieur, 
as  a  great  effort,  and  allow  me  to  offer  you  my  hand — oh,  a 
very  friendly  hand — that  of  your  servant, 

"  O.  d'Este-M. 

"  If  you  do  me  the  favor  of  replying,  address  your  letter, 
I  beg,  to  Mademoiselle  F.  Cochet,  Poste  Restante,  le  Havre." 

Now  every  damsel,  whether  romantic  or  no,  can  imagine 
Modeste's  impatience  during  the  next  few  days !  The  air  was 
full  of  tongues  of  flame ;  the  trees  looked  like  plumage ;  she  did 
not  feel  her  body ;  she  floated  above  nature !     The  earth  van- 
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ished  under  her  tread.  Wondering  at  the  powers  of  the  post- 
office,  she  followed  her  little  sheet  of  paper  through  space ; 
she  was  glad,  as  we  are  glad  at  twenty  at  the  first  exercise  of 
our  will.  She  was  bewitched,  possessed,  as  people  were  in  the 
Middle  Ages.  She  pictured  to  herself  the  poet's  lodgings,  his 
room ;  she  saw  him  opening  the  letter,  and  she  made  a  million 
guesses. 

Having  sketched  his  poetry,  it  is  necessary  here  to  give  an 
outline  of  the  man.  Canalis  is  small  and  thin,  with  an  aristo- 
cratic figure ;  dark,  gifted  with  a  foolish  face  and  a  rather 
insignificant  head,  that  of  a  man  who  has  more  vanity  than 
pride.  He  loves  luxury,  display,  and  splendor.  Fortune  is 
a  necessity  to  him  more  than  to  other  men.  No  less  proud  of 
his  birth  than  of  his  talent,  he  has  swamped  his  ancestors  by 
too  great  personal  pretensions.  After  all,  the  Canalis  are 
neither  Navarreins,  nor  Cadignans,  nor  Grandlieus,  nor 
Negrepelisses ;  however,  nature  has  done  much  to  support  his 
pretensions.  He  has  the  eyes  of  Oriental  luster  that  we  look 
for  in  a  poet,  a  very  pretty  refinement  of  manner,  a  thrilling 
voice ;  but  a  mannerism  that  is  natural  to  him  almost  nullifies 
these  advantages.  He  is  an  actor  in  perfect  good  faith.  He 
displays  a  very  elegant  foot — it  is  an  acquired  habit.  He  has 
a  declamatory  style  of  talk,  but  it  is  his  own.  His  affectation 
is  theatrical,  but  it  has  become  a  second  nature.  These  faults, 
as  we  must  call  them,  are  in  harmony  with  an  unfailing 
generosity  which  may  be  termed  carpet-knightliness  in  con- 
trast to  chivalry.  Canalis  has  not  faith  enough  to  be  a  Don 
Quixote,  but  he  is  too  high-minded  not  to  take  invariably  the 
nobler  side  in  any  question.  His  poetry,  which  comes  out  in  a 
mihary  eruption  on  every  possible  occasion,  is  a  great  dis- 
advantage to  the  poet,  who  is  not  indeed  lacking  in  wit,  but 
whose  talent  hinders  his  wit  from  developing.  He  is  the  slave 
of  his  reputation ;  he  aims  at  seeming  superior  to  it. 

Hence,  as  frequently  happens,  the  man  is  completely  out  of 
tune  with  the  products  of  his  mind.  The  author  of  these 
insinuating,  artless  poems,  full  of  tender  sentiment,  of  these 
calm  verses  as  clear  as  lake  ice,  of  this  caressing  womanish 
poetry,  is  an  ambitious  little  man,  buttoned  tightly  into  his 
coat,  with  the  air  of  a  diplomat,  dreaming  of  political  influ- 
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ence,  stinking  of  the  aristocrat,  scented  and  conceited,  thirst- 
ing for  a  fortune  that  he  may  have  an  income  equal  to  his 
ambitions,  and  already  spoiled  by  success  under  two  aspects — 
the  crown  of  bays  and  the  crown  of  myrtle.  A  salary  of  eight 
thousand  francs,  a  pension  of  three  thousand,  two  thousand 
from  the  Academie,  a  thousand  crowns  of  inherited  income — 
a  good  deal  reduced  by  the  agricultural  requirements  of  the 
Canalis  estate,  and  the  ten  thousand  francs  he  gets  from  his 
poems  one  year  with  another — twenty-five  thousand  francs  a 
year  in  all. 

To  Modeste's  hero  this  income  was  all  the  more  precarious 
because  he  spent,  on  an  average,  five  or  six  thousand  francs  a 
year  more  than  he  received,  but  hitherto  the  King's  privy 
purse  and  the  secret  funds  of  the  Ministry  had  made  up  the 
deficit.  He  had  composed  a  hymn  for  the  coronation,  for 
which  he  had  been  rewarded  with  a  service  of  plate ;  he  refused 
a  sum  of  money,  saying  that  the  Canalis  owed  their  homage  to 
the  King  of  France.  The  Roi  Chevalier  smiled,  and  ordered 
from  Odiot  a  costly  version  of  the  lines  from  Zaire. 

"What!     Rhymester,  did  you  ever  hope  to  vie 
With  Charles  the  Tenth  in  generosity  ?  " 

Canalis  had  drained  himself  dry,  to  use  a  picturesque  vul- 
garism ;  he  knew  that  he  was  incapable  of  inventing  a  fresh 
form  of  poetry ;  his  lyre  has  not  seven  strings,  it  has  but  one ; 
and  so  long  had  he  played  on  it,  that  the  public  left  him  now 
no  choice  but  to  use  it  to  hang  himself,  or  to  be  silent.  De 
Marsay,  who  could  not  endure  Canalis,  had  uttered  a  sarcasm 
of  which  the  poisoned  dart  had  pierced  the  poet's  conceit  to 
the  quick. 

"  Canalis,"  he  had  said,  "  strikes  me  as  being  just  like  the 
man  of  whom  Frederick  the  Great  spoke  after  a  battle,  as  the 
trumpeter  who  had  never  ceased  blowing  the  same  note 
through  his  penny  pipe !  " 

Canalis  was  anxious  to  become  a  political  personage,  and  as 
a  beginning  made  capital  of  a  journey  he  had  taken  to  Madrid 
when  the  Due  de  Chaulieu  was  ambassador,  accompanying 
him  as  attache — but  to  the  Duchess,  as  the  jest  went  in  fash- 
ionable drawing-rooms.  How  often  has  a  jest  sealed  a  man's 
fate !    Colla,  the  erewhile  President  of  the  Cisalpine  Republic, 
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and  the  greatest  advocate  in  Piemont,  is  told  by  a  friend,  at 
the  age  of  forty,  that  he  knows  nothing  of  botany ;  he  is  net- 
tled, he  becomes  a  Jussieu,  cultivates  flowers,  invents  new 
ones,  and  publishes,  in  Latin,  the  Flora  of  Piemont,  the  work 
of  ten  years ! 

"  Well,  after  all.  Canning  and  Chateaubriand  were  states- 
men," said  the  extinguished  poet,  "  and  in  me  de  Marsay  shall 
find  his  master !  " 

Canalis  would  have  liked  to  write  an  important  political 
work ;  but  he  was  afraid  of  getting  into  trouble  with  French 
prose,  a  cruelly  exacting  medium  to  those  who  have  acquired 
the  habit  of  taking  four  Alexandrine  lines  to  express  one  idea. 
Of  all  the  poets  of  the  day,  only  three — Victor  Hugo,  Theo- 
phile  Gautier,  and  de  Vigny — have  been  able  to  conquer  the 
double  glory  of  a  poet  and  a  prose-writer,  which  was  also 
achieved  by  Voltaire,  Moliere,  and  Rabelais.  It  is  one  of  the 
rarest  triumphs  in  French  literature,  and  distinguishes  a  poet 
far  above  his  fellows.  Our  poet  of  the  Faubourg  Saint- 
Germain  was  therefore  very  wise  to  try  to  find  shelter  for  his 
chariot  under  the  guardian  roof  of  a  Government  office. 

When  he  was  made  Master  of  Appeals,  he  felt  the  need  of  a 
secretary,  a  friend  who  might  fill  his  place  on  many  occasions, 
cook  his  affairs  with  publishers,  see  to  his  fame  in  the  news- 
papers, and,  at  a  pinch,  support  him  in  politics — in  short,  who 
would  be  his  satellite.  Several  men,  famous  in  art,  science,  or 
letters,  have  one  or  two  such  followers  in  Paris,  a  captain  in 
the  Guards,  or  a  Court  Chamberlain,  who  lives  in  the  beams  of 
their  sunshine,  a  sort  of  aides-de-camp  intrusted  with  delicate 
tasks,  allowing  themselves  to  be  compromised  at  need,  working 
round  the  idol's  pedestal,  not  quite  his  equals  and  not  quite  his 
superiors,  men  bold  in  puffery,  the  first  in  every  breach,  cover- 
ing his  retreats,  looking  after  his  business,  and  devoted  to  him 
so  long  as  their  illusions  last,  or  till  their  claims  are  satisfied. 
Some  at  last  perceive  that  their  Great  Man  is  ungrateful; 
others  feel  that  they  are  being  made  use  of;  many  weary  of 
the  work ;  and  few  indeed  are  satisfied  by  the  mild  interchange 
of  sentiment,  the  only  reward  to  be  looked  for  from  an  in- 
timacy with  a  superior  man,  and  which  satisfied  Ali,  raised  by 
Mahomet  to  his  own  level.     Many,  deluded  by  their  self-con- 
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celt,  think  themselves  as  clever  as  their  Great  Man.  Devotion 
is  rare,  especially  without  reward  and  without  hope,  as  Mo- 
deste  conceived  of  it. 

Nevertheless,  a  Menneval  is  occasionally  to  be  met  with; 
and,  in  Paris  more  than  anywhere,  men  love  to  live  in  the  shade 
and  to  work  in  silence,  Benedictines  who  have  lost  their  way 
in  a  world  which  has  no  monastery  for  them.  These  valiant 
lambs  bear  in  their  deeds  and  in  their  private  lives  the  poetry 
which  writers  put  into  words.  They  are  poets  at  heart,  in 
their  secluded  meditations,  in  their  tenderness,  as  others  are 
poets  on  paper,  in  the  fields  of  intellect,  and  at  so  much  a 
verse,  like  Lord  Byron — like  all  those  who  live,  alas !  by  ink, 
which  in  these  days  is  the  water  of  Hippocrene,  for  which  the 
Government  is  to  blame. 

It  was  a  young  consulting  referendary  of  the  Court  of 
Exchequer  who  constituted  himself  the  poet's  secretary ;  he 
was  attracted  by  the  poet's  fame,  and  the  future  prospects  of 
this  vaunted  political  genius,  and  led  by  the  advice  of  Madame 
d'Espard,  who  thus  played  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu's  cards 
for  her;  and  Canalis  made  much  of  him,  as  a  speculator  does 
of  his  first  share-holder.  The  beginnings  of  this  alliance  had 
quite  an  air  of  friendship.  The  younger  man  had  already 
gone  through  a  course  of  the  same  kind  with  one  of  the 
Ministers  who  fell  in  1827;  but  the  Minister  had  taken  care 
to  find  him  a  place  in  the  Exchequer. 

Ernest  de  la  Brie  re,  at  that  time  seven-and-twenty,  dec- 
orated with  the  Legion  of  Honor,  with  nothing  in  the  world 
but  the  emoluments  of  his  office,  had  the  habit  of  business,  and 
after  hanging  about  the  private  room  of  the  Prime  Minister 
for  four  years,  he  knew  a  good  deal.  He  was  gentle,  amiable, 
with  an  almost  maidenly  soul,  full  of  good  feeling,  and  he 
hated  to  be  seen  in  the  foreground.  He  loved  his  country,  he 
yearned  to  be  of  use,  but  brilliancy  dazzled  him.  If  he  had 
had  his  choice,  the  place  of  secretary  to  a  Napoleon  would 
have  been  more  to  his  mind  than  that  of  Prime  Minister. 

Ernest,  having  become  the  friend  of  Canalis,  did  great 
things  for  him,  but  in  eighteen  months  he  became  aware  of 
the  shallowness  of  a  nature  which  was  poetical  merely  in  its 
literary  expression.     The  truth  of  the  homely  proverb,  "  The 
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cc\rl  does  not  make  the  monk,"  is  especially  applicable  in 
literature.  It  is  most  rare  to  find  a  talent  and  character  in 
harmony.  A  man's  faculties  are  not  the  sum-total  of  the 
man.  This  discord,  of  which  the  manifestations  are  startling, 
is  the  outcome  of  an  unexplored — a  perhaps  unexplorable — 
mystery.  The  brain  and  its  products  of  every  kind — since 
in  the  arts  the  hand  of  man  carries  out  his  brain — form  a 
world  apart  that  flourishes  under  the  skull,  perfectly  in- 
dependent of  the  feelings,  of  what  are  called  the  virtues  of  a 
citizen,  of  the  head  of  a  family,  of  a  private  householder. 
And  yet  this  is  not  final ;  nothing  in  man  is  final.  It  is  certain 
that  a  debauchee  will  exhaust  his  talent  in  orgies,  and  a 
drunkard  drown  it  in  his  libations,  while  a  good  man  can 
never  acquire  talent  by  wholesome  decency;  but  it  is  also 
almost  proved  that  Virgil,  the  poet  of  love,  never  loved  a 
Dido;  and  that  Rousseau,  the  pattern  citizen,  had  pride 
enough  to  furnish  forth  a  whole  aristocracy.  Nevertheless, 
Michael  Angelo  and  Raphael  showed  the  hapjpy  concord  of 
talent  and  character.  Hence  talent  is  in  men,  as  far  as  the 
individual  is  concerned,  what  beauty  is  in  women — a  promise. 
Let  us  give  twofold  admiration  to  the  man  whose  heart  and 
character  are  equally  perfect  with  his  talent. 

Ernest,  when  he  detected  under  the  poet  an  ambitious  egoist 
■ — the  worst  species  of  egoist,  for  some  are  amiable — felt  a 
singular  diffidence  about  leaving  him.  Honest  souls  do  not 
easily  break  their  bonds,  especially  those  they  have  volun- 
tarily accepted.  The  secretary,  then,  was  on  very  good 
terms  with  the  poet  when  Modeste's  letter  was  flying  through 
the  mail,  but  on  the  good  terms  of  constant  self-eff*acement. 
La  Briere  felt  he  owed  Canalis  something  for  the  frankness 
with  which  he  had  revealed  himself.  And  indeed,  in  this  man, 
who  will  be  accounted  great  so  long  as  he  lives,  and  made 
much  of,  like  Marmontel,  his  defects  are  the  seamy  side  of 
brilliant  qualities.  But  for  his  vanity,  his  pretentious  con- 
ceit, he  might  not  have  been  gifted  with  that  sonorous  ver- 
biage which  is  a  necessary  instrument  in  the  political  life  of 
the  day.  His  shallowness  is  part  of  his  rectitude  and 
loyalty;  his  ostentation  is  paired  with  liberality.  Society 
profits  by  the  results  ;  the  motives  may  be  left  to  God. 
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Still,  when  Modeste's  letter  arrived,  Ernest  had  no  illusions 
left  as  to  Canalis.  The  two  friends  had  just  breakfasted,  and 
were  chatting  in  the  poet's  study ;  he  was  at  that  time  living 
in  ground-floor  rooms  looking  out  on  a  garden,  beyond  a 
courtyard. 

"  Ah !  "  cried  Canalis,  "  I  was  saying  the  other  day  to 
Madame  de  Chaulieu  that  I  must  cast  forth  some  new  poem ; 
admiration  is  running  low,  for  it  is  some  time  since  I  have  had 
any  anonymous  letters " 

"  An  unknown  lady  ?  " 

"  Unknown !  A  d'Este,  and  from  le  Havre !  It  is  evi- 
dently an  assumed  name !  " 

And  Canalis  handed  the  letter  to  La  Briere.  This  poem, 
this  veiled  enthusiasm,  in  short,  Modeste's  very  heart,  was 
recklessly  exposed  by  the  gesture  of  a  coxcomb. 

"  It  is  a  grand  thing,"  said  the  young  accountant, "  thus  to 
attract  the  chastest  feelings,  to  compel  a  helpless  woman  to 
shake  off'  the  habits  forced  upon  her  by  education,  by  nature, 
by  society,  to  break  through  conventionalities.  .  .  .  What 
privileges  genius  commands !  A  letter  like  this  in  my  hand, 
written  by  a  girl,  a  genuine  girl,  without  reservation,  with 
enthusiasm    ..." 

"Well.?"  said  Canalis. 

"  Well,  if  you  had  suff'ered  as  much  as  Tasso,  you  ought  to 
find  it  reward  enough !  "  exclaimed  La  Briere. 

"  So  we  tell  ourselves  at  the  first  or  at  the  second  letter," 
said  Canalis.  "  But  at  the  thirtieth !  .  .  .  but  when  we 
have  discovered  that  the  young  enthusiast  is  an  old 
hand!  .  .  .  but  when  at  the  end  of  the  radiant  path 
traveled  over  by  the  poet's  imagination  we  have  seen  some 
English  old  maid  sitting  on  a  milestone  and  holding  out  her 
hand!  .  .  .  but  when  the  angel — ^by  post — turns  into  a 
poor  creature,  moderately  good-looking,  in  search  of  a  hus- 
band!   .    .    .    Well,  then,  the  eff'ervescence  subsides." 

"  I  am  beginning  to  think,"  said  La  Briere,  smiling,  "  that 
glory  has  something  poisonous  in  it,  like  certain  gorgeous 
flowers." 

"  Besides,  my  dear  fellow,"  Canalis  went  on,  "  all  these 
women,  even  when  they  are  sincere,  have  an  ideal  to  which 
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we  rarely  correspond.  They  never  tell  themselves  that  a  poet 
is  a  man,  and  a  tolerably  vain  one,  as  I  am  accused  of  being ; 
it  never  occurs  to  them  that  he  is  rough-ridden  by  a  sort  of 
feverish  excitement  which  makes  him  disagreeable  and  un- 
certain. They  want  him  to  be  always  great,  always  splendid ; 
they  never  dream  that  talent  is  a  disease ;  that  Nathan  lives  on 
Florine ;  that  d'Arthez  is  too  fat ;  that  Joseph  Bridau  is  too 
thin ;  that  Beranger  can  go  on  foot ;  that  the  divinity  may 
foam  at  the  mouth.  A  Lucien  de  Rubempre,  a  verse-writer, 
and  a  pretty  fellow,  is  a  Phoenix.  So  why  go  out  of  your  way 
to  receive  bad  compliments  and  sit  under  the  cold  shower- 
bath  of  a  disillusioned  woman's  helpless  stare?  " 

"  Then  the  true  poet,"  said  La  Briere,  "  ought  to  remain 
hidden,  like  God,  in  the  center  of  his  universe,  and  be  visible 
only  in  his  creations  !  " 

"  Then  glory  would  be  too  dearly  paid  for,"  replied 
Canalis.  "  There  is  some  good  in  life,  I  tell  you,"  said  he, 
taking  a  cup  of  tea.  "  When  a  woman  of  birth  and  beauty 
loves  a  poet,  she  does  not  hide  herself  in  the  gallery  or  the 
stage-box  of  a  theater,  like  a  duchess  smitten  by  an  actor ;  she 
feels  strong  enough  and  sufficiently  protected  by  her  beauty, 
by  her  fortune,  by  her  name,  to  say,  as  in  every  epic  poem, 
*  I  am  the  nymph  Calypso,  and  I  love  Telemachus.'  Mysti- 
fication is  the  resource  of  small  minds.  For  some  time  now 
I  have  never  answered  such  masqueraders " 

"  Oh !  how  I  could  love  a  woman  who  had  come  to  me ! " 
cried  La  Briere,  restraining  a  tear,  "  It  may  be  said  in 
reply,  my  dear  Canalis,  that  it  is  never  a  poor  creature  that 
rises  to  the  level  of  a  celebrated  man ;  she  is  too  suspicious, 
too  vain,  too  much  afraid.     It  is  always  a  star,  a " 

"  A  Princess,"  said  Canalis,  with  a  shout  of  laughter, 
**  who  condescends  to  him,  I  suppose? — My  dear  fellow,  such 
a  thing  happens  once  in  a  century.  Such  a  passion  is  like 
the  plant  that  flowers  once  in  a  hundred  years — Princesses 
who  are  young,  rich,  and  handsome  have  too  much  else  to  do ; 
they  are  inclosed,  like  all  rare  plants,  within  a  hedge  of 
silly  men,  well  born  and  well  bred,  and  as  empty  as  an  elder- 
stem.  My  dream,  alas !  the  crystal  of  my  dream  hung  with 
garlands  of  flowers  all  the  way  hither  from  la  Correze,  and 
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with  what  fervour! — But  no  more  of  that! — it  is  in  frag- 
ments, at  my  feet,  long  since. — No,  no,  every  anonymous  let- 
ter is  a  beggar!  And  what  demands  they  make.  Write  to 
this  young  person,  assuming  her  to  be  young  and  pretty, 
and  you  will  see !  You  will  have  your  hands  full.  One  can- 
not in  reason  love  every  woman.  Apollo,  or  at  any  rate,  the 
Apollo  Belvedere,  is  a  consumptive  dandy  who  must  save  his 
strength." 

"  But  when  a  woman  comes  to  you  like  this,"  argued 
Ernest,  "  her  excuse  must  lie  in  her  certainty  that  she  can 
eclipse  the  most  adored  mistress,  in  tenderness,  in  beauty — 
and  then  a  little  curiosity " 

"  Ah !  "  said  Canalis,  "  my  too  youthful  Ernest,  you  must 
allow  me  to  be  faithful  to  the  fair  Duchess,  who  is  all  my 
joy!" 

"  You  are  right — too  right,"  replied  Ernest. 

Nevertheless,  the  young  secretary  read  and  re-read  Mo- 
deste's  letter,  trying  to  guess  the  mind  behind  it. 

"  But  there  is  nothing  extravagant  in  it,  no  appeal  to 
your  genius,  only  to  your  heart,"  he  said  to  Canalis.  "  This 
perfume  of  modesty  and  the  exchange  proposed  would  tempt 
me " 

"  Sign  it  yourself;  answer  her,  and  follow  up  the  ad- 
venture to  the  end;  it  is  a  poor  bargain  that  I  offer  you," 
exclaimed  Canalis,  with  a  smile.  "  Go  on ;  you  will  have 
something  to  tell  me  in  three  months  time,  if  it  lasts  three 
months     .     .      ." 

Four  days  after  Modeste  received  the  following  letter, 
written  on  handsome  paper,  under  a  double  cover,  and  sealed 
with  the  arms  of  Canalis. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este-M. 

**  Mademoiselle, — Admiration  for  great  works — admitting 
that  mine  may  be  great — implies  a  certain  holy  sim- 
plicity which  is  a  defense  against  irony  and  a  justifica- 
tion, in  the  eyes  of  every  tribunal,  of  the  step  you  have 
taken  in  feriting  to  me.     Above  all,  I  must  thank  you  for 
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the  pleasure  which  such  a  testimonial  never  fails  to  give, 
even  when  undeserved,  for  the  writer  of  verse  and  the  poet 
alike  secretly  believe  themselves  worthy  of  them,  self-love  is 
a  form  of  matter  so  far  from  repellent  of  praise.  The  best 
proof  of  friendship  that  I  can  give  to  an  unknown  lady  in 
return  for  this  balm,  which  heals  the  stings  of  criticism,  is 
surely  to  share  with  her  the  harvest  of  my  experience,  at  the 
risk  of  scaring  away  her  living  illusions. 

"  Mademoiselle,  the  noblest  palm  a  young  girl  can  bear 
is  that  of  a  saintly,  pure,  and  blameless  life.  Are  you 
alone  in  the  world.'*  That  is  a  sufficient  answer.  But  if  you 
have  a  family,  a  father  or  a  mother,  consider  all  the  sor- 
rows that  a  letter  like  yours  may  entail — written  to  a  poet 
whom  you  do  not  know.  Not  every  writer  is  an  angel ; 
they  have  their  faults.  Some  are  fickle,  reckless,  conceited, 
ambitious,  dissipated ;  and  imposing  as  innocence  must  be, 
chivalrous  as  a  French  poet  may  be,  you  might  find  more 
than  one  degenerate  bard  willing  to  encourage  your  affection 
only  to  betray  it.  Then  your  letter  would  not  be  inter- 
preted as  I  read  it.  He  would  find  a  meaning  in  it  which 
you  have  not  put  there,  and  which  in  your  innocence  you  do 
not  even  suspect.    Many  authors,  many  natures ! 

"  I  am  extremely  flattered  by  your  having  thought  me 
worthy  to  understand  you ;  but  if  you  had  addressed  your- 
self to  an  insincere  talent,  to  a  cynic  whose  writings  were 
melancholy  while  his  life  was  a  continual  carnival,  you  might 
have  found  at  the  end  of  your  sublime  imprudence  some 
bad  man,  a  dangler  behind  the  scenes,  or  wine-shop  hero! 
You,  under  the  arbor  of  clematis  where  you  dream  over 
poetry,  cannot  smell  the  stale  cigar-smoke  which  de-poetizes 
the  manuscript;  just  as  when  you  go  to  a  ball,  dressed  in 
the  dazzling  products  of  the  jeweler's  skill,  you  never  think 
of  the  sinewy  arms,  the  toilers  in  their  shirt-sleeves,  the 
wretched  workshops  whence  spring  these  radiant  flowers  of 
handicraft. 

"  Go  further.  What  is  there  in  the  solitary  life  of  reverie 
that  you  lead — by  the  seashore,  no  doubt — to  interest  a  poet 
whose  task  it  is  to  divine  everything,  since  he  must  describe 
everything.''     Our  young  girls  here  are  so  highly   accora- 
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plished,  that  no  daughter  of  Eve  can  vie  with  them!  What 
reality  was  ever  so  good  as  a  dream?  And  you  now,  you,  a 
young  girl  brought  up  to  be  the  duteous  mother  of  a  family, 
what  would  you  gain  by  an  initiation  into  the  terrible  ex- 
citement of  a  poet's  life  in  this  appalling  capital,  to  be  defined 
only  as  a  hell  we  love? 

"  If  you  took  up  your  pen,  prompted  by  the  wish  to 
enliven  your  monotonous  existence  as  an  inquisitive  girl, 
has  not  this  a  semblance  of  depravity?  What  meaning  am 
I  to  attribute  to  your  letter?  Are  you  one  of  a  caste  of 
reprobates,  seeking  a  friend  at  a  distance?  Are  you  cursed 
with  ugliness,  and  do  you  feel  you  have  a  noble  soul  with 
none  to  trust  ?  Alas  ! — a  sad  conclusion — ^you  have  either 
gone  too  far,  or  not  far  enough.  Either  let  it  end  here,  or, 
if  you  persist,  tell  me  more  than  in  the  letter  you  have 
already  written. 

*'  But,  Mademoiselle,  if  you  are  young,  if  you  have  a 
family,  if  you  feel  that  you  bear  in  3'our  heart  a  heavenly 
spikenard,  to  be  shed,  as  the  Magdalen  shed  hers  on 
Christ's  feet,  suffer  yourself  to  be  appreciated  by  some  man 
who  is  worthy  of  you,  and  become  what  every  good  girl 
should  be — an  admirable  wife,  the  virtuous  mother  of  chil- 
dren. A  poet  is  the  poorest  conquest  any  young  woman  can 
aspire  to;  he  has  too  much  vanity,  too  many  salient  angles 
which  must  run  counter  to  the  legitimate  vanity  of  a  wife, 
and  bruise  the  tenderness  which  has  no  experience  of  life. 
The  poet's  wife  should  love  him  for  long  before  marrying 
him;  she  must  resign  herself  to  be  as  charitable  and  as 
indulgent  as  the  angels,  to  all  the  virtues  of  motherhood. 
These  qualities,  Mademoiselle,  exist  only  as  a  germ  in  a  young 

girh 

"  Listen  to  the  whole  truth ;  do  I  not  owe  it  to  you  in 
return  for  your  intoxicating  flattery?  Though  it  may  be 
glorious  to  marry  a  great  celebrity,  a  woman  soon  discovers 
that  a  man,  however  superior,  is  but  a  man  like  all  others. 
He  then  the  less  fulfills  her  hopes,  because  miracles  are  ex- 
pected of  him.  A  famous  poet  is  then  in  the  predicament 
of  a  woman  whose  overpraised  beauty  makes  us  say,  '  I 
had    pictured    her    as    handsomer ' ;    she    does    not    answer 
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to  the  requirements  of  the  portrait  sketched  by  the  same 
fairy  to  whom  I  owe  your  letter — Imagination  ! 

"  Again,  great  qualities  of  mind  develop  and  flourish  only 
in  an  invisible  sphere;  the  poet's  wife  sees  only  the  un- 
pleasant side  of  it;  she  sees  the  jewels  made  instead  of  wear- 
ing them.  If  the  brilliancy  of  an  exceptional  position  is 
what  fascinates  you,  I  warn  you,  its  pleasures  are  soon  ex- 
hausted. You  would  be  provoked  to  find  so  much  that  is 
rough  in  a  situation  which  from  afar  looks  so  smooth,  so 
much  ice  on  a  gUttering  height!  And  then,  as  women 
never  have  set  foot  in  the  world  of  difficulty,  they  presently 
cease  to  value  what  they  once  admired,  when  they  fancy 
that  they  have  understood  the  workmanship  at  a  glance. 

"  I  will  conclude  with  a  last  reflection,  which  you  will  do 
wrong  to  mis-read  as  an  entreaty  in  disguise;  it  is  the 
advice  of  a  friend.  A  communion  of  souls  cannot  be  com- 
plete excepting  between  two  persons  who  are  prepared  to 
conceal  nothing.  Could  you  show  yourself  as  you  really  are 
to  a  stranger.?  I  pause  before  the  consequences  of  such  a 
notion. 

"  Accept,  Mademoiselle,  all  the  respect  we  owe  to  every 
woman,  even  to  those  who  are  unknown,  and  who  wear  a 
mask." 

To  think  that  she  had  carried  this  letter  between  her 
skin  and  her  stays,  under  the  scorching  busk,  for  a  whole 
day!  .  .  .  that  she  had  postponed  reading  it  till  an  hour 
when  everybody  was  asleep,  till  midnight,  after  waiting 
for  the  solemn  hour  in  the  pangs  of  a  fiery  imagination ! 
.  .  .  that  she  had  blessed  the  poet,  had  read  in  fancy  a 
thousand  letters,  had  conceived  of  everything  excepting  this 
drop  of  cold  water  shed  on  the  most  diaphanous  visions  of 
fancy,  and  destroying  them  as  prussic  acid  destroys  life! 
i.  .  .It  was  enough  to  make  her  hide  her  face — as  Modeste 
did — under  her  sheets  though  she  was  alone,  and  put  out  the 
candle,  and  weep. 

All  this  happened  in  the  early  days  of  July.  Modeste 
presently  got  up,  paced  her  room,  and  then  opened  the 
window.     She  wanted  air.     The  scent  of  flowers  came  up  to 
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her  with  the  peculiar  freshness  of  night-perfumes.  The  sea, 
hghted  up  by  the  moon,  twinkled  like  a  mirror.  A  night- 
ingale was  singing  in  the  Vilquins'  park. 

"  Ah !  there  is  the  poet !  "  said  Modeste  to  herself,  her 
anger  dying  out. 

The  bitterest  reflections  crowded  on  her  mind.  She  was 
stung  to  the  quick ;  she  wanted  to  read  the  letter  again. 
She  relighted  the  candle,  and  studied  this  careful  production, 
till  at  last  she  heard  the  early  voices  of  real  life. 

**  He  is  in  the  right,  and  I  am  in  the  wrong,"  thought 
she.  "  But  how  could  I  expect  to  find  one  of  Moliere's  old 
men  under  the  star-spangled  robe  of  a  poet?  " 

When  a  woman  or  a  girl  is  caught  red-handed,  she  feels 
intense  hatred  of  the  witness,  the  first  cause,  or  the  object 
of  her  folly.  And  so  Modeste,  genuine,  natural,  and  coy, 
felt  her  heart  swell  with  a  dreadful  longing  to  trample  on 
this  essence  of  rectitude,  and  throw  him  over  into  some  abyss 
of  contradiction,  to  pay  him  back  this  stunning  blow. 

The  pure-hearted  child,  whose  head  alone  had  been  cor- 
rupted by  her  reading,  by  her  sister's  long  agony,  and  by 
the  perilous  meditations  of  her  solitude,  was  roused  by  a 
sunbeam  falling  on  her  face.  She  had  lain  for  three  hours 
tacking  about  on  the  immense  ocean  of  doubt.  Such  nights 
are  never  forgotten. 

Modeste  went  at  once  to  her  little  lacquer  table,  her 
father's  gift,  and  wrote  a  letter  dictated  by  the  infernal 
spirit  of  revenge  which  disports  itself  at  the  bottom  of  a 
young  girl's  heart. 

m. 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis. 

"  Monsieur, — You  are  certainly  a  great  poet,  but  you 
are  something  better — an  honest  man.  After  showing  so 
much  frank  loyalty  to  a  young  girl  on  the  verge  of  an  abyss, 
have  you  enough  to  reply  without  the  least  hypocrisy  or 
erasion  to  this  question — 

**  Would  you  have  written  the  letter  I  have  received  in 
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answer  to  mine — ^would  your  ideas,  your  language,  have  been 
the  same  if  someone  had  whispered  in  your  ear,  what  may  be 
true :  '  Mademoiselle  O.  d'Este-M.  has  six  millions  of  francs, 
and  does  not  want  to  have  a  simpleton  for  her  master  '  ? 

"  For  one  moment  admit  this  hypothesis  for  a  fact.  Be 
as  honest  with  me  as  with  yourself;  fear  nothing,  I  am 
superior  to  my  twenty  years,  nothing  that  is  genuine  can 
injure  you  in  my  estimation.  When  I  shall  have  read  that 
confession,  if  indeed  you  vouchsafe  to  make  it  to  me,  you 
shall  have  an  answer  to  your  first  letter. 

"  After  admiring  your  talent,  which  is  often  sublime,  al- 
low me  to  do  homage  to  your  delicacy  and  rectitude,  which 
compel  me  to  sign  myself 

"  Your  humble  servant, 

"  O.  d'Este-M.** 

When  this  note  was  placed  in  La  Briere's  hands,  he  went 
out  to  walk  on  the  Boulevard,  tossed  in  his  soul  like  a  light 
bark  in  a  tempest  when  the  wind  blows  every  minute  from 
a  different  point  of  the  compass.  One  of  the  young  men  of 
whom  we  meet  so  many — a  true  Parisian — would  have  summed 
up  the  case  in  these  words,  "  An  old  hand  !  "  But  to  a  young 
fellow  whose  soul  is  lofty  and  refined,  this  sort  of  implied 
oath,  this  appeal  to  veracity,  had  the  power  to  arouse  the 
three  judges  that  lurk  at  the  bottom  of  every  conscience. 
And  Honor,  Truth,  and  Justice,  rising  erect,  cried  aloud. 

"  Ah !  my  dear  Ernest,"  said  Truth,  "  you  certainly  would 
not  have  written  a  lecture  to  a  rich  heiress.  No,  no,  my  boy, 
you  would  have  set  off^,  nose  on  for  le  Havre,  to  find  out 
whether  the  young  lady  were  handsome,  and  you  would  have 
been  much  aggrieved  by  the  preference  given  to  genius.  And 
if  you  could  only  have  tripped  your  friend  up,  and  have 
made  yourself  acceptable  in  his  place.  Mademoiselle  d'Este 
would  have  been  divine !  " — "  What,"  said  Justice,  "  you 
pity  yourselves,  you  men  of  brains  or  wit,  and  without  cash, 
when  you  see  rich  girls  married  to  men  whom  you  would  not 
employ  as  porters ;  you  run  amuck  against  the  sordidness 
of  the  age,  which  is  eager  to  wed  money  with  money,  and 
never  to  unite  some  fine  young  fellow  full  of  talent  to  a  rich 
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and  high-born  beauty;  now  here  is  one  who  rebels  against 
the  spirit  of  the  time,  and  the  poet  retorts  with  a  blow  on 
her  heart ! " — "  Rich  or  poor,  young  or  old,  handsome  or 
plain,  this  girl  is  in  the  right,  she  has  brains,  she  casts  the 
poet  into  the  mire  of  self-interest,"  cried  Honor.  "  She 
deserves  a  sincere,  noble,  and  honest  reply,  and,  above  all,  the 
true  expression  of  j^our  thought !  Examine  yourself.  Sound 
your  heart,  and  purge  it  of  its  meannesses !  What  would 
Moliere's  Alceste  say  ?  " — And  La  Briere,  starting  from  the 
Boulevard  Poissonniere,  lost  in  meditation,  walked  so  slowly, 
that  at  the  end  of  an  hour  he  had  but  just  reached  the 
Boulevard  des  Capucines.  He  returned  by  the  quays  to  the 
Exchequer,  at  that  time  situated  near  the  Sainte-Chapelle. 
Instead  of  verifying  accounts,  he  sat  under  the  spell  of  his 
perplexities. 

"  She  has  not  six  millions,  that  is  clear,"  said  he  to  him- 
self ;  "  but  that  is  not  the  question    ..." 

Six  days  later  Modeste  received  the  following  letter. 


IV. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este-M, 

"  Mademoiselle, — You  are  not  a  d'Este.  That  is  an 
assumed  name  to  conceal  your  own.  Are  such  revelations  as 
you  request  due  to  a  person  who  is  false  as  to  her  identity.'' 
Attend ;  I  will  answer  your  question  by  asking  another.  Are 
you  of  illustrious  parentage .f*  of  noble  birth.''  of  a  family  of 
townsfolk  .'* 

"  Morality  indeed  cannot  change ;  it  is  one ;  but  its  obliga- 
tions vary  in  different  spheres.  As  the  sun  sheds  a  different 
light  on  different  aspects,  producing  the  variety  we  admire, 
morality  makes  social  duty  conform  to  rank  and  position. 
What  is  a  peccadillo  in  the  soldier,  is  a  crime  in  the  general, 
and  vice  versa.  The  proprieties  are  not  the  same  for  a 
peasant  girl  who  reaps  the  field,  for  a  workman  at  fifteen  sous 
a  day,  for  the  daughter  of  a  small  shopkeeper,  for  a  young 
girl  of  the  middle  class,  for  the  child  of  a  rich  commercial 
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house,  for  the  heiress  of  a  noble  family,  for  a  daughter  of 
the  race  of  Este.  A  king  must  not  stoop  to  pick  up  a  gold 
coin,  and  a  workman  must  turn  back  to  look  for  a  piece 
of  ten  sous  he  has  dropped,  though  both  alike  ought  to  ob- 
serve the  laws  of  economy.  A  d'Este  owning  six  millions  of 
francs  may  wear  a  broad-brimmed  hat  and  feathers,  flourish 
a  riding  whip,  mount  an  Arab  horse,  and  come  as  an  Amazon 
in  gold  lace,  followed  by  a  groom,  to  say  to  a  poet,  '  I  love 
poetry,  and  I  desire  to  expiate  the  wrongs  done  by  Leonora 
to  Tasso,'  while  the  daughter  of  a  merchant  would  be  simply 
ridiculous  in  imitating  her. 

"  To  what  social  class  do  you  belong.?  Answer  truly,  and 
I  will  as  truly  reply  to  the  question  you  ask  me. 

"  Not  being  so  happy  as  to  know  you,  though  already 
bound  to  you  by  a  sort  of  poetical  communion,  I  do  not 
like  to  offer  you  any  vulgar  homage.  It  is  already  a  triumph 
of  mischief  for  you  perhaps  to  have  perplexed  a  man  whose 
books  are  published." 

The  young  accountant  was  not  lacking  in  the  skill  of  fence 
which  a  man  of  honor  may  allow  himself.  By  return  of  post 
he  received  this  reply. 

V. 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis, 

"  You  are  more  and  more  cautious,  my  dear  poet.  My 
father  is  a  count.  The  most  distinguished  member  of  our 
family  was  a  cardinal,  in  the  days  when  cardinals  were  the 
equals  of  kings.  At  the  present  day  our  race,  almost  extinct, 
ends  in  me;  but  I  have  the  necessary  quarterings  to  admit 
me  to  any  Court  or  any  Chapter.  In  short,  we  are  a  match 
for  the  Canalis.  Excuse  my  not  forwarding  our  coat-of- 
arms. 

"  Try  to  write  as  sincerely  as  I  do.  I  await  your  reply 
to  know  whether  I  may  still  subscribe  myself,  as  now, 

"  Your  servant, 

«0.  d'Este-M." 
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"  What  advantage  the  young  person  takes  of  her  posi- 
tion!" exclaimed  La  Briere.    "But  is  she  truthful?  " 

It  is  not  for  nothing  that  a  man  has  been  for  four  years 
a  Minister's  private  secretary ;  that  he  has  lived  in  Paris 
and  watched  its  intrigues ;  and  the  purest  soul  is  always  more 
or  less  intoxicated  by  the  heady  atmosphere  of  the  Em- 
press city.  La  Briere,  rejoicing  that  he  was  not  Canalis, 
secured  a  place  in  the  mail-coach  for  le  Havre,  after  writing 
a  letter  in  which  he  promised  a  reply  by  a  certain  day,  ex- 
cusing the  delay  by  the  importance  of  the  confession  required 
of  him,  and  the  business  of  his  office.  He  took  the  precau- 
tion of  obtaining  from  the  Director-General  of  the  Mails  a 
line  enjoining  silence  and  compliance  on  the  head  of  the 
office  at  le  Havre.  He  could  thus  wait  to  see  Fran9oise 
Cochet  arrive  at  the  office,  and  quietly  follow  her  home. 
Guided  by  her,  he  mounted  the  hill  of  Ingouville,  and  saw 
Modeste  Mignon  at  the  window  of  the  Chalet. 

"  Well,  Fran9oise?  "  asked  the  girl. 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  I  have  got  one." 

Ernest,  struck  by  this  celestial  fair  type  of  beauty, 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  inquired  of  a  passer-by  the  name 
of  the  owner  of  that  splendid  residence. 

"  That.?  "  asked  the  native,  pointing  to  the  great  house. 

"  Yes,  my  good  fellow." 

"  Oh,  that  belongs  to  Monsieur  Vilquin,  the  richest  ship- 
owner of  the  place,  who  does  not  know  how  much  he  has." 

"  I  know  of  no  Cardinal  Vilquin  in  history,"  said  the  ac- 
countant to  himself,  as  he  went  down  the  town  again,  to 
return  to  Paris. 

Of  course,  he  questioned  the  postmaster  as  to  the  Vilquin 
family.  He  learned  that  the  Vilquins  owned  an  immense 
fortune ;  that  Monsieur  Vilquin  had  a  son  and  two  daughters, 
one  of  them  married  to  young  Monsieur  Althor.  Prudence 
saved  La  Briere  from  showing  any  adverse  interest  in  the 
Vilquins ;  the  postmaster  was  already  looking  at  him  with 
suspicion. 

"  Is  there  no  one  at  the  house  just  now  besides  the  family?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Just  at  present  the  Herouville  family  are  there.     There 
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is  some  talk  of  a  marriage  between  the  young  Duke  and 
the  second  Mademoiselle  Vilquin." 

"  There  was  a  famous  Cardinal  d'Herouville,"  thought  La 
Briere,  "  in  the  time  of  the  Valois ;  and,  under  Henri  IV., 
the  terrible  Marshal,  who  was  created  Duke. 

Ernest  returned,  having  seen  enough  of  Modeste  to  dream 
of  her ;  to  believe  that,  rich  or  poor,  if  she  had  a  noble  soul, 
he  would  gladly  make  her  Madame  la  Briere,  and  he  deter- 
minded  to  carry  on  the  correspondence. 

Do  your  utmost,  hapless  Frenchwomen,  to  remain  un- 
known, to  weave  the  very  least  little  romance  in  the  midst 
of  a  civilization  which  takes  note  on  public  squares  of  the 
hour  when  every  hackney  cab  comes  and  goes,  which  counts 
every  letter  and  stamps  them  twice  at  the  exact  hours  when 
they  are  posted  and  when  they  are  delivered,  which  numbers 
the  houses,  which  registers  each  floor  on  the  schedule  of 
taxes,  after  making  a  list  of  the  windows  and  doors,  which 
ere  long  will  have  every  acre  of  land,  down  to  the  smallest 
holdings  and  its  most  trifling  details,  laid  down  on  the  broad 
sheets  of  a  survey — a  giant's  task,  by  command  of  a  giant ! 
Try,  rash  maidens,  to  evade — not,  indeed,  the  eye  of  the 
police,  but  the  ceaseless  gossip  which,  in  the  poorest  hamlet, 
scrutinizes  your  most  trivial  acts,  counts  the  dishes  at  the 
Prefect's  dessert,  and  sees  the  melon  rind  outside  the  door 
of  the  small  annuitant,  which  tries  to  hear  the  chink  of 
gold  when  Economy  adds  it  to  her  treasury,  and  every  even- 
ing, over  the  fire,  sums  up  the  incomes  of  the  village,  of  the 
town,  of  the  department ! 

Modeste,  by  a  commonplace  mistake,  had  escaped  the  most 
innocent  espionage,  for  which  Ernest  already  blamed  himself. 
But  what  Parisian  could  endure  to  be  the  dupe  of  a  little 
country  girl?  Never  be  duped!  This  odious  maxim  is  a 
solvent  for  all  man's  noble  sentiments.  From  the  letter  he 
wrote,  where  every  lash  of  the  scourge  of  conscience  has 
left  its  mark,  the  reader  may  easily  imagine  the  conflict  of 
feeling  to  which  the  honest  youth  was  a  prey. 

A  few  days  later,  Modeste,  sitting  at  her  window  on  a  fine 
summer  day,  read  the  following  pages. 
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VI. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este-M, 

"  MADEMOISELI.E, — Without  hypocrisy,  yes,  if  I  had  been 
sure  that  you  had  an  immense  fortune,  I  should  have  acted 
quite  differently.  Why?  I  have  sought  the  reason,  and  it  is 
this.  There  is  in  us  an  inborn  feeling,  developed,  too,  to  an" 
extreme  by  society,  which  urges  us  to  seek  and  to  seize  happi- 
ness. Most  men  confound  happiness  with  the  means  to 
happiness,  and  in  their  eyes  fortune  is  its  chief  element.  I 
should  therefore  have  endeavored  to  please  you,  spurred  by 
the  social  instinct  that  has  in  all  ages  made  wealth  a  religion. 
At  least,  I  think  so.  The  wisdom  which  substitutes  good  sense 
for  impulse  is  not  to  be  looked  for  in  a  man  who  is  still 
young;  and  when  the  prey  is  in  sight,  the  animal  instinct 
lurking  in  the  heart  of  man  urges  him  on.  Thus,  instead 
of  a  lecture,  I  should  have  sent  you  compliments  and  flattery. 

"  Should  I  have  respected  myself?  I  doubt  it.  Made- 
moiselle, in  such  a  case,  success  brings  absolution ;  but  as 
to  happiness,  that  is  another  matter.  Should  I  not  distrust 
my  wife  if  I  won  her  thus?  Most  certainly.  Your  action 
would,  sooner  or  later,  have  resumed  its  true  character; 
your  husband,  however  great  you  might  deem  him,  would 
at  last  have  reproached  you  for  having  humiliated  him; 
and  you,  sooner  or  later,  might  have  learned  to  despise  him. 
An  ordinary  man  cuts  the  Gordian  knot  of  a  marriage  for 
money  with  the  sword  of  tyranny.  A  strong  man  forgives. 
The  poet  bewails  himself.  This,  Mademoiselle,  is  the  answer 
given  by  my  honesty. 

"  Now,  attend  to  me  well.  Yours  is  the  triumph  of  hav- 
ing made  me  reflect  deeply,  both  on  you,  whom  I  know  not 
enough,  and  on  myself,  whom  I  know  but  little.  You  have 
had  the  skill  to  stir  up  the  evil  thoughts  that  grovel  at  the 
bottom  of  every  heart ;  but  in  me  the  outcome  has  been  a 
generous  something,  and  I  hail  you  with  my  most  grateful 
blessings,  as,  at  sea,  we  hail  a  lighthouse  warning  us  of  rocks 
where  we  might  have  been  wrecked. 

"  And  now  for  my  confession,  for  I  would  not  lose  your 
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esteem  nor  my  own  for  the  price  of  all  the  treasures  on 
earth.  I  was  bent  on  knowing  who  you  were.  I  have  just 
come  back  from  le  Havre,  where  I  saw  Fran9oise  Cochet, 
followed  her  to  Ingouville,  and  saw  you  in  your  magnificent 
villa.  You  are  as  lovely  as  a  poet's  dream  of  woman ;  but  I 
know  not  whether  you  are  Mademoiselle  Vilquin  hidden  under 
Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  or  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville, 
hidden  under  Mademoiselle  Vilquin.  Though  all  is  fair  in 
war,  I  blushed  at  playing  the  spy,  and  I  paused  in  my  in- 
vestigations. You  piqued  my  curiosity;  owe  me  no  grudge 
for  having  been  so  womanly,  is  it  not  a  poet's  privilege.'' 
Now  I  have  opened  my  heart  to  you ;  I  have  let  you  read  it ; 
you  may  believe  in  the  sincerity  of  what  I  am  about  to  add. 
Brief  as  was  the  glimpse  I  had  of  you,  it  was  enough  to 
modify  my  opinion.  You  are  a  poet  and  a  poem  even  before 
being  a  woman.  Yes,  there  is  in  you  something  more  precious 
than  beauty ;  you  are  the  ideal  of  art,  of  fancy. 

"  The  step  you  took,  blamable  in  a  young  girl  fated  to 
a  commonplace  existence,  is  different  in  one  gifted  with 
such  a  character  as  I  suppose  you  to  have.  Among  the 
vast  number  of  beings  flung  by  chance  into  social  life  to  make 
up  a  generation,  there  are  exceptions.  If  your  letter  is 
the  outcome  of  long  poetical  musing  on  the  lot  which  the  law 
reserves  for  women ;  if,  carried  away  by  the  vocation  of  a 
superior  and  cultivated  mind,  you  have  wished  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  intimate  life  of  a  man  to  whom  you  concede  the 
chance  endowment  of  genius,  in  order  to  create  a  friendship 
with  a  soul  akin  to  your  own,  exempt  from  vulgar  condi- 
tions, and  evading  all  the  limitations  of  your  sex — you  are 
indeed  an  exception !  The  law  which  is  good  to  measure  the 
actions  of  the  crowd  is  then  very  narrow  to  qualify  your 
determination.  But  then  the  words  of  my  first  letter  recur 
in  all  their  meaning,  *  You  have  done  too  much  or  not 
enough.' 

"  Once  more  accept  my  thanks  for  the  service  you  have  done 
me  in  compelling  me  to  probe  my  heart ;  for  you  have  cured 
me  of  the  error,  common  enough  in  France,  of  regarding 
marriage  as  a  means  to  fortune.  In  the  midst  of  the  dis- 
turbance of  my  conscience  a  sacred  voice  has  spoken.    I  have 
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solemnly  sworn  to  myself  to  make  my  own  fortune,  that 
my  choice  of  a  wife  may  never  be  determined  by  mercenary 
motives.  Finally,  I  have  blamed  and  repressed  the  unbe- 
coming curiosity  you  aroused  in  me.  You  have  not  six  mil- 
lions. It  would  be  impossible  at  le  Havre  that  a  young  lady 
possessed  of  such  a  fortune  should  remain  unknown,  and  you 
would  have  been  betrayed  by  the  pack  of  those  aristocratic 
families  which  I  see  in  pursuit  of  heiresses  here  in  Paris, 
and  which  has  sent  the  King's  chief  equerry  on  a  visit  to  your 
Vilquins.  So  the  sentiments  I  express  are  put  forward  as 
a  positive  rule,  apart  from  all  romance  or  statement  of 
fact. 

"  Now,  prove  to  me  that  you  have  one  of  those  souls 
which  we  allow  to  disobey  the  common  law,  and  you  will 
grant  in  your  mind  that  this  second  letter  is  in  the  right  as 
well  as  the  first.  You  are  destined  to  a  middle-class  life; 
obey  the  iron  law  that  holds  society  together.  You  are  a 
superior  woman,  and  I  admire  you;  but  if  you  are  bent  on 
yielding  to  the  instinct  you  ought  to  repress,  I  pity  you ; 
these  are  the  conditions  of  the  social  state.  The  admirable 
moral  of  the  domestic  epic  Clarissa  Harloxve  is  that  the  vic- 
tim's love,  though  legitimate  and  sincere,  leads  to  her  ruin, 
because  it  has  its  rise  and  progress  in  defiance  of  her  family. 
The  family,  silly  and  cruel  as  it  is,  is  in  its  rights  as  against 
Lovelace.      The  family  is  society. 

"  Believe  me,  for  a  girl,  as  for  a  wife,  her  glory  will 
always  consist  in  restraining  her  ardent  whims  within  the 
strictest  limits  of  propriety.  If  I  had  a  daughter  who 
might  become  a  Madame  de  Stael,  I  would  wish  that  she 
might  die  at  fifteen.  Can  you  think,  without  the  acutest 
regret,  of  your  own  child  exhibited  on  the  stage  of  celebrity 
and  parading  to  win  the  applause  of  the  mob.''  However 
high  a  woman  may  have  raised  herself  in  the  secret  poetry 
of  her  dreams,  she  must  sacrifice  her  superiority  on  the  altar 
of  family  life.  Her  soaring  moods,  her  genius,  her  aspira- 
tions towards  the  lofty  and  the  sublime,  all  the  poem  of  a 
girl's  soul  belongs  to  the  man  she  accepts,  the  children  she 
may  bear.  I  discern  in  you  a  secret  ambition  to  enlarge  the 
narrow  circle  of  life  to  which  every  woman  is  condemned, 
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and  to  bring  passion  and  love  into  your  marriage. 
Ah!  it  is  a  beautiful  dream;  it  is  not  impossible;  it  is 
difficult;  but  it  has  been  realized  to  bring  incompatible 
souls — forgive  me  a  word  which  has  become  ridiculous — to 
desperation. 

"  If  jou  look  for  a  sort  of  Platonic  regard,  it  can  only 
lead  you  to  despair  in  the  future.  If  your  letter  was  a  sport, 
play  no  more.  And  so  this  little  romance  ends,  does  it  not? 
It  will  not  have  been  altogether  barren  of  fruit ;  my  honesty 
has  taken  up  arms ;  and  you,  on  your  part,  have  learnt  some- 
thing certain  about  social  life.  Turn  your  gaze  on  real  life, 
and  throw  the  transient  enthusiasm  to  which  literature  has 
given  birth  into  the  virtues  of  your  sex.  Farewell,  Made- 
moiselle; do  me  the  honor  of  granting  me  your  esteem. 
Since  seeing  you — or  her  whom  I  believe  to  be  you — your 
letter  has  seemed  to  me  quite  natural ;  so  fair  a  flower  would 
instinctively  turn  toward  the  sun  of  poetry.  So  love  poetry 
still,  as  you  doubtless  love  flowers  and  music,  the  sumptuous 
grandeur  of  the  sea,  the  beauties  of  Nature — all  as  orna- 
ments of  the  soul ;  but  remember  all  I  have  had  the  honor 
of  telling  you  about  poets.  Be  sure  you  do  not  marry  an 
ass ;  seek  with  care  for  the  mate  God  has  created  for  you. 
There  are,  take  my  word  for  it,  many  clever  men  capable 
of  appreciating  you  and  of  making  you  happy.  If  I  were 
rich,  and  you  were  poor,  I  would  some  day  lay  my  fortune 
and  my  heart  at  your  feet,  for  I  believe  you  have  a  soul  full 
of  riches  and  of  loyalty ;  and  I  would  intrust  you  with  my 
life  and  honor  in  the  fullest  confidence.  Once  more  fare- 
well, fair  daughter  of  fair  Eve." 

On  reading  this  letter — at  one  gulp,  like  a  drink  of  cold 
water  in  a  desert — the  mountain  weighing  on  Modeste's  heart 
was  lifted ;  then,  perceiving  the  mistakes  she  had  made  in  car- 
rying out  her  scheme,  she  corrected  them  at  once  by  making 
some  wrappers  for  Francoise,  on  which  she  wrote  her  own 
address  at  Ingouville,  desiring  her  to  come  no  more  to  the 
Chalet.  Thenceforth  Francoise  was  to  go  home,  place  each 
letter  as  it  came  from  Paris  in  one  of  these  wrappers,  and 
privily   repost  it   in   the  town.      Modeste  promised   herself 
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always  to  meet  the  postman,  standing  at  the  front  door  at 
the  hour  when  he  should  pass. 

As  to  the  feelings  excited  in  Modeste  by  this  reply  in  which 
poor  La  Briere's  noble  heart  throbbed  under  the  brilliant 
mask  of  Canalis,  they  were  as  infinite  as  the  waves  which 
rolled  up  to  die  one  after  another  on  the  shore,  while,  with 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ocean,  she  gave  herself  up  to  the  joy  of 
having  harpooned  an  angel's  soul,  so  to  speak,  in  the  sea  of 
Paris,  of  having  discerned  that  in  a  really  superior  man  the 
heart  may  sometimes  be  on  a  par  with  genius,  and  of  having 
been  well  advised  by  the  voice  of  presentiment.  A  mastering 
interest  would  henceforth  inspire  her  life.  The  inclosure  of 
her  pretty  home,  the  wires  of  her  cage  were  broken.  Thought 
could  soar  on  widespread  wings. 

"  Oh,  dear  father,"  she  cried,  looking  across  to  the  horizon, 
"  make  us  very  rich !  " 

Her  answer,  which  Ernest  de  la  Briere  read  five  days  later, 
will  tell  more  than  any  comments  can. 


vn. 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis. 

"  My  Friend, — Let  me  call  you  so — you  have  enchanted 
me,  and  I  would  not  have  you  other  than  you  are  in  this 
letter — the  first ;  oh,  let  it  not  be  the  last !  Who  but  a  poet 
could  ever  have  so  perfectly  excused  and  understood  a  girl.'* 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  with  the  same  sincerity  as  that 
which  dictated  the  opening  lines  of  your  letter. 

"  In  the  first  place,  happily,  you  do  not  know  me.  I  can 
tell  you  gladly,  that  I  am  neither  that  frightful  Mademoiselle 
Vilquin,  nor  that  most  noble  and  most  faded  Mademoiselle 
d'Herouville,  who  hovers  between  thirty  and  fifty,  and  cannot 
make  up  her  mind  to  a  creditable  age.  Cardinal  d'Herouville 
flourished  in  Church  history  before  the  cardinal  who  Is  our 
only  pride,  for  I  do  not  count  lieutenant-generals,  or  abbes 
who  write  small  volumes  of  too  big  verse,  as  celebrities. 

"  Also,  I  do  not  live  in  the  Vilquins'  gorgeous  villa ;  thank 
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God,  not  the  millionth  part  of  a  drop  of  their  blood  chilled 
in  man}'^  a  counting-house  flows  in  my  veins.  I  am  by  birth 
partly  German,  partly  a  child  of  Southern  France;  in  my 
brain  lurks  Teutonic  sentiment,  and  in  my  blood  the  energy 
of  the  Proven9al.  I  am  of  noble  birth  both  on  my  father's 
and  my  mother's  side ;  through  my  mother  I  have  connections 
on  every  page  of  the  Almanack  de  Gotha.  But  I  have  taken 
every  precaution ;  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  man,  not 
even  of  the  police,  to  lift  my  disguise.  I  shall  remain 
shrouded,  unknown.  As  to  myself  and  my  belongings,  mes 
propres,  as  they  say  in  Normandy,  be  quite  easy ;  I  am  at  least 
as  good-looking  as  the  little  person — happy,  though  she  knows 
it  not — on  whom  your  eyes  fell ;  and  I  do  not  think  myself 
a  pauper  though  I  am  not  attended  in  my  walks  by  ten  sons 
of  peers!  I  have  even  seen  the  contemptible  farce  played 
in  my  behoof  of  the  heiress  adored  for  her  millions. 

"  Finally,  make  no  attempt  to  find  me,  not  even  to  win 
a  bet.  Alas !  though  free,  I  am  guarded ;  in  the  first  place, 
by  myself,  and  then  by  very  brave  folks,  who  would  not  hesi- 
tate to  stick  a  knife  in  your  heart  if  you  tried  to  penetrate 
this  retreat.  I  say  this,  not  to  incite  your  courage  or  your 
curiosity;  I  believe  no  such  sentiments  are  needed  to  arouse 
your  interest  in  me,  or  to  secure  your  attachment. 

"  I  now  proceed  to  reply  to  the  second  and  greatly  en- 
larged edition  of  your  sermon. 

"  Shall  I  make  a  confession?  When  I  found  you  so  sus- 
picious, taking  me  for  a  Corinne — how  her  improvisations 
have  bored  me ! — I  said  to  myself  that  many  a  tenth  Muse 
had,  ere  now,  led  you  by  the  tow-line  of  curiosity  into  her 
Inmost  vales,  and  proposed  to  you  to  taste  the  fruits  of  her 
schoolgirl  Parnassus.  ...  Be  quite  easy,  my  friend; 
though  I  love  poetry,  I  have  no  copies  of  verses  in  my  blot- 
tlng-book;  my  stockings  are,  and  will  remain,  perfectly  white. 
You  will  not  be  bored  by  any  *  trifles  '  In  one  or  two  volumes. 
In  short.  If  I  should  ever  say  to  you,  '  Come,'  you  know  now 
that  you  will  not  find  an  old  maid,  ugly  and  penniless.    .    .    . 

"  Oh !  my  friend,  if  you  could  only  know  how  much  I 
regret  that  you  should  have  come  to  le  Havre!  You  have 
altered  the  aspect  of  what  you  call  my  romance.    God  alone 
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can  weigh  in  His  Almighty  hands  the  treasure  I  had  in  store 
for  a  man  great  enough,  confiding  and  clear-sighted  enough, 
to  set  out  on  the  strength  of  my  letters,  after  having  made 
his  way  step  by  step  througli  all  the  recesses  of  my  hearl, 
and  to  come  to  our  first  meeting  with  the  guilelessness  of 
a  child !  I  dreamed  of  such  innocence  in  a  genius ;  you  have 
marred  that  treasure.  I  forgive  you ;  you  live  in  Paris ;  and, 
as  you  say,  a  poet  is  a  man. 

"  Will  you,  therefore,  take  me  to  be  a  silly  schoolgirl, 
cherishing  the  enchanted  garden  of  illusions.''  Nay,  do  not 
amuse  yourself  with  throwing  stones  at  the  broken  windows 
of  a  long  ruined  castle.  You,  a  man  of  wit,  how  is  it  that 
you  never  guessed  that  Mademoiselle  d'Este  had  already 
read  herself  the  lecture  contained  in  your  first  letter.?  No,  my 
dear  poet,  my  first  note  was  a  pebble  flung  by  a  boy  loitering 
along  the  highway,  who  thinks  it  fun  to  startle  a  landowner 
reading  his  tax-paper  under  shelter  of  his  fruit-trees;  or, 
rather,  was  the  line  carefully  fixed  by  a  fisherman  from  the 
top  of  a  rock  by  the  seashore,  in  hope  of  a  miraculous 
(draught. 

"  All  you  say  so  beautifully  about  family  ties  has  my  ap- 
probation. The  man  I  shall  love,  and  of  whom  I  shall  think 
myself  worthy,  shall  have  my  heart  and  my  life  with  my 
parents'  consent.  I  would  neither  distress  nor  startle  them; 
I  am  certain  of  overruling  them,  and  they  have  no  prej- 
udices. Again,  I  am  strong  enough  to  defy  the  illusions  of 
my  fancy.  I  have  built  a  stronghold  with  my  own  hands, 
and  have  allowed  it  to  be  fortified  by  the  unbounded  devo- 
tion of  those  who  watch  over  me  as  a  treasure — not  that  I  am 
not  strong  enough  to  defend  myself  in  open  fight;  for,  I 
may  tell  you,  fate  has  clothed  me  in  well-tempered  armor  on 
which  is  stamped  the  word  DISDAIN.  I  have  the  deepest 
horror  of  everything  which  suggests  self-interest,  of  all  that 
is  not  entirely  noble,  pure,  and  disinterested.  Without  being 
romantic,  I  worship  the  beautiful  and  the  ideal ;  though  I 
have  been  romantic,  all  to  myself,  in  my  dreams.  And  so  I 
could  recognize  the  truth — ^true  even  to  platitude — of  what 
you  wrote  me  as  to  social  life. 

"  For  the  present,  we  are  only,  and  can  only  be,  friends. — 
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Why  seek  a  friend  among  the  unknown?  you  will  ask.  Your 
person  is  unknown  to  me ;  but  your  mind  and  heart  are  known 
to  me ;  I  like  them,  and  I  am  conscious  of  infinite  feelings  in 
my  soul,  which  demand  a  man  of  genius  as  their  only  con- 
fidant. I  do  not  want  the  poem  of  my  heart  to  be  wasted; 
it  shall  be  as  beautiful  for  you  as  it  would  have  been  for 
God  alone.  What  a  precious  thing  is  a  trusty  comrade  to 
whom  we  may  say  what  we  will!  Can  you  reject  the  un- 
spoiled blossoms  of  a  genuine  girl?  They  will  fly  to  you 
as  gnats  fly  to  the  sunbeams.  I  am  sure  that  your  intellect 
has  never  before  won  you  such  a  success — the  confidences  of  a 
young  girl.  Listen  to  her  prattle,  accept  the  songs  she  has 
hitherto  sung  only  for  herself. 

"  By  and  by,  if  our  souls  are  really  akin,  if  on  trial  our 
characters  agree,  some  day  an  old  white-haired  retainer  will 
await  you,  standing  by  the  roadside,  and  conduct  you  to 
a  chalet,  a  villa,  a  castle,  a  palace — I  do  not  yet  know  of 
what  type  that  temple  of  Hymen  may  be — brown  and  gold, 
the  colors  of  Austria,  which  marriage  has  made  so  powerful — 
nor  whether  such  a  conclusion  may  be  possible ;  but  confess 
that  it  is  poetical,  and  that  Mademoiselle  d'Este  has  good 
ideas.  Does  she  not  leave  you  free?  Does  she  come  on 
jealous  tiptoe  to  glance  round  Paris  drawing-rooms?  Does 
she  lay  on  you  the  task  of  some  high  emprise,  the  chains  which 
paladins  of  old  voluntarily  hung  on  their  arm?  What  she 
asks  of  you  is  a  really  spiritual  and  mystical  alliance. 

"  Come,  come  to  my  heart  whenever  you  are  unhappy, 
wounded,  weary.  Tell  me  everything,  conceal  nothing;  I 
shall  have  balm  for  all  your  sorrows.  I,  my  friend,  am  but 
twenty ;  but  my  mind  is  fifty,  and  I  have  unhappily  known 
through  another,  my  second  self,  the  horrors  and  ecstasies  of 
passion.  I  know  all  that  the  human  heart  can  possibly  con- 
tain of  meanness  and  infamy,  and  yet  I  am  the  most  honest 
girl  living.  No ;  I  have  no  illusions  left ;  but  I  have  some- 
thing better — faith  and  religion.  There,  I  have  played  first 
in  our  game  of  confidences. 

"  Whoever  my  husband  may  be,  if  he  is  my  own  choice, 
he  may  sleep  in  peace;  he  might  sail  for  the  Indies,  and 
on  his  return  he  would  find  me  finishing  the  tapestry  begun  at 
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his  departure ;  no  eyes  would  have  looked  into  mine,  no  man's 
voice  would  have  tainted  the  air  in  my  ear;  in  every  stitch 
he  might  find  a  line  of  the  poem  of  which  he  was  the  hero. 
Even  if  I  should  have  been  taken  in  by  a  fair  and  false  ex- 
terior, that  man  would  have  every  flower  of  my  thought,  every 
refinement  of  my  tenderness,  all  the  wordless  sacrifices  of 
proud  and  never  suppliant  resignation.  Yes,  I  have  vowed 
to  myself  never  even  to  go  out  with  my  husband  when  he 
does  not  want  me ;  I  will  be  the  divinity  of  his  hearth.  This 
is  my  human  religion. — But  why  should  I  not  test  and  choose 
the  man  to  whom  I  shall  be  what  life  is  to  the  body?  Does 
a  man  ever  find  life  an  inconvenience.''  What  is  a  wife  who 
annoys  her  husband.'*  Not  life,  but  a  sickness.  By  life,  I 
mean  the  perfect  health  which  makes  every  hour  an  enjoy- 
ment. 

"  To  return  to  your  letter,  which  will  always  be  dear  to 
me.  Yes,  jesting  apart,  it  really  contains  what  I  had  hoped 
for — ^the  expression  of  prosaic  sentiments,  which  are  as 
necessary  to  family  life  as  air  is  to  the  lungs,  and  with- 
out which  happiness  is  out  of  the  question.  What  I  hoped 
for  in  my  friend  was,  that  he  should  act  as  an  honest  man, 
think  as  a  poet,  love  as  women  love;  and  this  is  now,  beyond 
a  doubt,  no  longer  a  chimera. 

"  Farewell,  my  friend.  At  present  I  am  poor.  That  is 
one  of  the  reasons  which  make  me  cling  to  my  mask,  my  in- 
cognito, my  impenetrable  fortress. 

"  I  read  your  last  poem  in  the  Revue,  and  with  what  de- 
light, after  having  mastered  the  austere  and  secret  loftiness 
of  your  soul! 

"  Will  it  aggrieve  you  greatly  to  be  told  that  a  girl 
beseeches  God  fervently  in  your  behalf,  that  she  makes  you 
her  one  thought,  and  that  you  have  no  rival  in  her  heart 
but  her  father  and  mother.''  Can  there  be  any  reason  why 
you  should  reject  these  pages  that  are  full  of  you,  that  are 
written  for  you,  that  none  but  you  will  read.f*  Repay  me  in 
kind.  I  am  as  yet  so  little  a  woman,  that  your  effusions, 
so  long  as  they  are  genuine  and  full,  will  suffice  for  the 
happiness  of  your 

"  O.  d'Este-M." 
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"  Great  Heavens !  am  I  in  love  with  her  already ! "  ex- 
claimed the  young  referendary,  when  he  discovered  that  he 
had  been  sitting  for  an  hour  with  this  letter  in  his  hand 
after  having  read  it.  "  What  must  I  do  next?  She  beheves 
she  is  writing  to  our  great  poet.  Ought  I  to  carry  on  the 
deception?    Is  she  a  woman  of  forty,  or  a  girl  of  twenty?  " 

Ernest  was  fascinated  by  the  abyss  of  the  unknown.  The 
unknown  is  dark  infinitude,  and  nothing  is  more  enthralling. 
From  that  murky  vastness  flash  fires  which  rend  it  from  time 
to  time,  and  light  up  visions  like  those  of  Martin.  In  a 
life  as  full  as  that  of  Canalis,  an  adventure  of  this  kind  ia 
swept  away  hke  a  cornflower  among  the  boulders  of  a  torrent ; 
in  that  of  a  young  referendary  awaiting  the  reinstatement 
in  power  of  the  party  of  which  his  patron  was  the  repre- 
sentative, and  who,  as  a  precaution,  was  dry-nursing  Canalis 
for  parliament,  this  pretty  girl — his  imagination  persist- 
ently believed  her  to  be  the  fair-haired  damsel  he  had  seen — 
was  bound  to  find  a  place  in  his  heart,  and  commit  all  the 
ravages  caused  by  a  romance  when  it  breaks  into  a  hum- 
drum existence,  like  a  wolf  into  a  farmyard.  So  Ernest 
thought  a  great  deal  about  his  unknown  correspondent,  and 
he  replied  by  the  following  letter — an  elaborate  and  preten- 
tious letter,  but  already  betraying  some  passion  by  its  tone 
of  annoyance. 

VIII. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d*Este-M, 

"  Mademoiselle, — Is  it  quite  fair  in  you  to  come  and 
establish  yourself  in  a  poor  poet's  heart  with  the  admitted 
purpose  of  leaving  him  to  his  fate  if  he  should  not  be  to  your 
mind,  and  bequeathing  to  him  perennial  regrets  after  showing 
him,  for  a  few  minutes,  an  image  of  perfection  were  it  but 
assumed,  or,  at  least,  a  first  promise  of  happiness? 

"  I  was  wanting  in  foresight  when  I  requested  the  letter 
in  which  you  have  begim  the  display  of  your  elegant  assort- 
ment of  ideas.  A  man  may  well  fall  In  love  with  a  stranger 
who  can  unite  so  much  daring  with  so  much  originality,  such 
fancy  with  such  feeling.     Who  but  would  long  to  know  you 
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after  reading  these  first  confidences?  It  is  only  by  a  really 
great  effort  that  I  preserve  my  balance  when  I  think  of  you, 
for  in  you  are  combined  all  things  that  can  disturb  a  man's 
heart  and  brain.  So  I  take  advantage  of  the  remains  of 
coolness  I  am  able  to  preserve  to  put  the  case  humbly  before 
you. 

"  Do  you  believe,  Mademoiselle,  that  letters  which  are  more 
or  less  truthful  in  relation  to  life  as  it  really  is,  and  more 
or  less  insincere,  since  the  letters  we  may  write  to  each  other 
must  be  the  expression  of  the  moment  when  we  send  them 
forth,  and  not  the  general  outcome  of  our  characters — do 
you  believe,  I  ask,  that  however  fine  they  may  be,  these 
letters  can  ever  take  the  place  of  the  expression  of  our- 
selves we  should  give  through  the  practical  evidence  of  daily 
life.?  Each  man  is  twofold:  There  is  the  invisible  life  of  the 
spirit,  which  letters  may  satisfy,  and  the  mechanical  life 
to  which  we  attach,  alas !  more  importance  than  you,  at 
your  age,  can  imagine.  These  two  existences  ought  both  to 
agree  with  the  ideal  you  cherish,  and  this,  it  may  be  said,  very 
rarely  happens. 

"  The  pure,  spontaneous,  disinterested  homage  of  a  solitary 
soul,  at  once  well-informed  and  chaste,  is  one  of  those  heavenly 
flowers  whose  color  and  fragrance  are  a  consolation  for  every 
grief,  every  wound,  every  mortification  entailed  by  a  literary 
life  in  Paris ;  and  I  thank  you  with  a  fervor  equal  to  your 
own ;  but  after  this  poetical  exchange  of  my  woes  in  return 
for  the  pearls  of  your  charity,  what  can  you  expect  ?  I  have 
neither  the  genius  nor  the  splendid  position  of  Lord  Byron ; 
above  all,  I  have  not  the  halo  of  his  artificial  damnation  and 
his  imaginary  social  grievances ;  but  what  would  you  have 
hoped  for  from  him  in  similar  circumstances.''  His  friend- 
ship, no  doubt.  Well,  he,  who  ought  only  to  have  been 
proud,  was  eaten  up  by  an  offensive  and  sickly  vanity  which 
discouraged  friendship.  I,  who  am  a  thousand  times  less 
great  than  he — may  not  I  too  have  such  discords  of  nature 
as  make  life  unpleasing,  and  turn  friendship  into  the  most 
difficult  burthen.?  What  will  you  get  in  return  for  your 
dreams?  The  vexations  of  a  life  which  will  not  be  wholly 
yours. 
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"  The  bargain  is  a  mad  one,  for  this  reason :  The  poetry 
of  your  dreams  is  but  a  plagiarism.  A  young  German  girl, 
not  half-German  like  you,  but  wholly  German,  in  the  in- 
toxication of  her  twenty  years,  adored  Goethe ;  she  made  him 
her  friend,  her  religion,  her  god,  knowing  that  he  was  mar- 
ried. Frau  Goethe,  a  good  German  soul,  a  poet's  wife,  lent 
herself  to  this  worship  with  very  shrewd  complacency — which 
failed  to  cure  Bettina  !  But  what  was  the  end?  The  ecstatic 
married  some  substantial  worthy  German.  Between  our- 
selves, let  us  confess  that  a  girl  who  should  have  made  herself 
the  handmaid  of  a  genius,  who  should  have  raised  herself 
to  his  level  by  understanding  him,  and  have  adored  him  piously 
till  her  death — as  one  of  those  divine  figures  might  have  done 
that  painters  have  represented  on  the  doors  of  their  mystical 
shrines — and  who,  when  Germany  should  lose  Goethe,  would 
have  retired  to  some  wilderness  never  more  to  see  mankind — 
as  Lord  Bolingbroke's  lady  did — let  us  confess  that  this  girl 
would  have  lived  forever  in  the  poet's  glory  as  Mary  Mag- 
dalen does  in  the  blood-stained  triumph  of  the  Saviour. 

"  If  this  is  sublime,  what  do  you  say  to  the  converse  of  it.'' 

"  Being  neither  Lord  Byron  nor  Goethe,  but  merely  the 
writer  of  a  few  approved  poems,  I  cannot  claim  the  honors 
of  worship.  I  have  little  in  me  of  the  martyr.  I  have  a 
heart,  but  I  am  also  ambitious,  for  I  have  to  make  my  for- 
tune, and  I  am  yet  young.  See  me  as  I  am.  The  King's 
favor  and  the  patronage  of  his  Ministers  afford  me  a  de- 
cent maintenance;  I  have  all  the  habits  of  a  very  common- 
place man.  I  go  to  evening  parties  exactly  like  the  first 
fool  you  meet ;  but  my  carriage-wheels  do  not  run,  as  the 
present  times  require,  on  ground  made  solid  under  me  by 
securities  in  the  State  funds. 

"  Though  I  am  not  rich,  I  have  not,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  distinction  conferred  by  a  garret,  by  neglected  work,  by 
glory  in  penury,  on  certain  men  of  greater  merit  than  mine; 
for  instance,  on  d'Arthez. 

"  What  prosaic  fifth  act  will  you  not  find  for  the  enchanted 
fancy  of  your  young  enthusiasm.''  Let  it  rest  here.  If  I 
have  been  so  happy  as  to  seem  to  you  an  earthly  wonder,  you 
will  have  been  to  me  something  radiant  and  supernatural,  like 
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a  star  that  blazes  and  vanishes.  Let  nothing  tarnish  this 
episode  in  our  lives.  By  remaining  as  we  are,  I  may  love  you, 
going  through  one  of  those  mad  passions  whicli  break  down 
every  obstacle  and  light  fires  in  the  heart,  which  are  alarm- 
ing by  their  violence  out  of  all  proportion  to  their  duration ; 
and,  supposing  that  I  should  succeed  in  pleasing  you,  we 
must  end  in  the  vulgarest  way — marriage,  housekeeping,  and 
children !  Oh,  Belise  and  Henriette  Chrysale  in  one,  can  that 
he?    So,  farewell." 

IX. 

To  Montieur  de  Canalis. 

"  My  Friend, — Your  letter  gave  me  as  much  pain  as 
pleasure.  Perhaps  we  may  soon  find  it  all  pleasure  to  read 
each  other's  letters.  Understand  me.  We  speak  to  God,  we 
ask  of  Him  many  things;  He  remains  speechless.  Now  I 
want  to  have  from  you  the  answers  God  never  gives  us. 
Cannot  such  a  friendship  as  that  of  Mademoiselle  de  Gour- 
nay  and  Montaigne  be  repeated.''  Have  you  not  known  the 
household  of  Sismonde  de  Sismondi,  at  Geneva,  the  most 
touching  home-life  ever  seen,  and  of  which  I  have  been  told — • 
something  like  that  of  the  Marchese  and  Marchesa  di  Pescara, 
happy  even  in  their  old  age.''  Good  Heavens !  is  it  impossible 
that  there  should  be  two  harps,  which,  though  at  a  distance, 
respond  to  each  other  as  in  a  symphony,  and  vibrate  so  as  to 
produce  delicious  harmony.?  Man  alone,  in  all  creation,  is  at 
once  the  harp,  the  musician,  and  the  hearer. 

"  Do  you  see  me  fretting  after  the  manner  of  ordinary 
women.''  Do  not  I  know  that  you  go  into  society  and  see 
the  handsomest  and  cleverest  women  in  Paris?  Can  I  not 
imagine  that  one  of  those  sirens  might  embrace  you  in  her 
cold  scales,  and  that  it  is  she  who  has  sent  the  answer  that 
grieves  me  by  its  prosaic  reflections.''  There  is,  my  friend, 
something  more  beautiful  than  these  flowers  of  Parisian 
blandishment;  there  is  a  flower  that  grows  at  the  height  of 
those  Alpine  peaks  called  men  of  genius;  the  pride  of  hu- 
manity, which  they   fructify  by  shedding  on   it  the  clouds 
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they  collect  with  their  heads  in  the  skies ;  that  flower  I  intend 
to  cultivate  and  to  make  it  open,  for  its  wild,  sweet  perfumes 
will  never  fail  us ;  they  are  perennial. 

"  Do  me  the  honor  to  believe  that  in  me  there  is  nothing 
common.  If  I  had  been  Bettina — for  I  know  to  whom  you 
allude — I  would  never  have  been  Frau  von  Amim ;  and  if  I 
had  been  one  of  Lord  Byron's  loves,  I  should  at  this  mo- 
ment be  in  a  convent.  You  have  touched  me  in  a  sensitive 
spot. 

"  You  do  not  know  me ;  you  will  know  me.  I  feel  in  my- 
self a  sublime  something  which  may  be  spoken  of  without 
vanity.  God  has  implanted  in  my  soul  the  root  of  that  hybrid 
plant  I  have  mentioned  as  native  to  Alpine  heights,  and  I 
will  not  stick  it  in  a  flower-pot  at  my  window  to  see  it 
perish.  No,  that  gorgeous  and  unique  blossom,  full  of  in- 
toxicating fragrance,  shall  not  be  dragged  through  the 
vulgarities  of  life;  it  is  yours — yours  without  a  glance 
having  blighted  it,  yours  forever !  Yes,  dear  one,  yours 
are  all  my  thoughts,  even  the  most  secret,  the  most  mad; 
yours  is  the  heart  of  a  girl  without  reserve;  yours  an 
infinite  affection.  If  I  do  not  like  you  personally,  I  shall 
not  marry. 

"  I  can  live  the  life  of  the  heart,  the  life  of  your  mind, 
of  your  feelings;  they  please  me,  and  I  shall  always  be,  as 
I  am  now,  your  friend.  There  is  beauty  of  nature  in  you, 
and  that  is  enough  for  me.  There  lies  my  life.  Do  not 
disdain  a  pretty  young  handmaiden  who,  for  her  part,  does 
not  shrink  from  the  idea  of  being  some  day  the  poet's  old 
housekeeper,  in  some  sort  his  housewife,  in  some  sort  his 
common-sense,  in  some  sort  his  wealth.  This  devoted  maid, 
so  precious  in  your  lives,  is  pure,  disinterested  Friendship,  to 
whom  everything  is  revealed;  who  listens  sometimes  with  a 
shake  of  the  head,  and  who  sits  late,  spinning  by  the  light 
of  the  lamp,  to  be  at  hand  when  the  poet  comes  home,  soaked 
by  the  rain  or  out  of  sorts.  This  is  my  destiny  if  I  am 
never  to  be  a  happy  and  faithfully  attached  wife :  I  can  smile 
on  one  as  on  the  other. 

"  And  do  not  suppose  that  France  will  be  deeply  aggrieved 
if  Mademoiselle  d'Este  does  not  give  her  two  or  three  children, 
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or  refuses  even  to  be  a  Madame  Vilquin,  or  the  like !  I,  for 
my  part,  shall  never  be  an  old  maid.  I  shall  make  myself  a 
motherhood  by  beneficence,  and  by  secretly  sharing  the  exist- 
ence of  a  great  man,  to  whom  I  shall  dedicate  all  my  thoughts 
and  all  my  earthly  efforts.  I  have  the  utmost  horror  of  the 
commonplace.  If  I  should  be  free  and  rich — and  I  know 
I  am  young  and  handsome — I  will  never  become  the  property 
of  some  simpleton  under  the  excuse  of  his  being  the  son  of  a 
peer  of  France ;  nor  of  some  good-looking  man,  who  would 
be  the  woman  of  the  two ;  nor  of  any  man  who  would  make 
me  blush  twenty  times  a  day  at  the  thought  that  I  was  his. 
Be  quite  easy  on  that  score. 

"  My  father  adores  my  wishes  too  much  ever  to  contravene 
them.  If  my  poet  likes  me,  if  I  like  him,  the  glorious  pal- 
ace of  our  love  will  be  built  so  high  that  it  will  be  absolutely 
inaccessible  to  misfortune.  I  am  an  eaglet ;  you  will  see  it 
in  my  eye.  I  will  not  repeat  what  I  have  already  told  you, 
but  I  put  it  into  fewer  words  when  I  assure  you  that  I  shall 
be  of  all  women  the  most  glad  to  be  as  completely  the  captive 
of  love  as  I  am  at  this  moment  of  my  father's  will. 

"  Come,  my  friend,  let  us  reduce  to  the  truth  of  romance 
what  has  come  upon  us  by  my  free-will. 

"  A  girl  of  lively  imagination  shut  up  in  a  turret  is  dying 
to  run  about  in  a  park  which  only  her  eyes  can  explore; 
she  invents  a  way  of  opening  her  bars,  she  springs  out 
of  windows,  climbs  the  park  wall,  and  goes  off  to  sport 
at  her  neighbor's.  It  is  the  eternal  comedy!  .  .  . 
Well,  that  girl  is  my  soul,  the  neighboring  park  is  your  gen- 
ius. Is  it  not  most  natural?  Was  a  neighbor  ever  heard 
of  who  complained  of  his  trellis  being  damaged  by  pretty 
feet.? 

"  So  much  for  the  poet;  but  must  the  ultra-reasonable  hero 
of  Moliere's  comedies  have  reasons?  Here  are  plenty.  My 
dear  Geronte,  marriages  are  commonly  made  in  direct  oppo- 
sition to  common-sense.  A  family  makes  inquiries  as  to  a 
young  man.  If  this  Leandre,  provided  by  a  friendly  gossip, 
or  picked  up  in  a  ballroom,  has  robbed  no  one,  if  he  has  no 
visible  stain,  if  he  has  as  much  money  as  Is  expected,  if  he  has 
come  from  college  or  has  had  a  legal  training,  thus  satisfying 
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the  usual  ideas  of  education,  he  is  allowed  to  call  on  a  young 
lady,  dressed  to  receive  him  from  the  moment  when  she  gets 
up,  instructed  by  her  mother  to  be  careful  of  what  she  says, 
and  enjoined  to  keep  anything  of  her  soul  or  heart  from  be- 
ing read  in  her  countenance  by  assuming  a  set  smile,  like  a 
dancer  finishing  a  pirouette ;  she  is  armed  with  the  most  posi- 
tive instructions  as  to  the  perils  of  showing  her  true  charac- 
ter, and  advised  not  to  appear  too  distressingly  knowing. 
The  parents,  when  all  the  points  of  interest  are  satisfactorily 
settled  between  them,  are  simple-minded  enough  to  recom- 
mend the  young  people  to  know  all  they  can  of  each  other 
during  the  few  moments  when  they  are  alone,  when  they  talk 
together,  when  they  walk  out — without  any  kind  of  freedom, 
for  they  know  that  they  are  tied  already.  Under  such  con- 
ditions a  man  dresses  his  mind  as  carefully  as  his  person, 
and  the  girl  on  her  side  does  the  same.  This  miserable  farce, 
carried  on  with  gifts  of  flowers  and  jewels  and  places  at  the 
play,  is  what  is  called  courting  a  girl. 

"  This  is  what  I  rebel  against,  and  I  mean  to  make  legal 
marriage  the  outcome  of  a  long  marriage  of  souls.  In  al] 
a  girl's  life  this  is  the  only  moment  when  she  needs  reflec- 
tion, insight,  and  experience.  Her  liberty  and  happiness  are 
at  stake,  and  you  place  neither  the  dice  nor  the  box  in  her 
hands;  she  bets  on  the  game;  she  is  but  a  looker-on.  I  have 
the  right,  the  will,  and  the  power  to  work  out  my  own  woe, 
and  I  will  use  them — as  my  mother  did  when,  guided  by 
instinct,  she  married  the  most  generous,  devoted,  and  loving 
of  men,  who  bewitched  her  one  evening  by  his  beauty.  I 
know  you  to  be  single,  a  poet,  and  handsome.  You  may  be 
sure  that  I  never  should  have  chosen  for  my  confidant  one 
of  your  brethren  in  Apollo  who  was  married.  If  my  mother 
was  attracted  by  a  handsome  face,  which  is  perhaps  the  genius 
of  form,  why  should  not  I  be  attracted  by  mind  and  form 
combined?  Shall  I  know  you  better  after  studying  you  by 
correspondence  than  after  beginning  by  the  vulgar  method 
of  so  many  months  of  courting.?  'That  is  the  question,' 
saith  Hamlet. 

"  My  plan,  my  dear  Chrysale,  has  at  least  the  advantage 
of  not  compromising  our  persons.     I  know  that  love  has  its 


82  MODESTE  MIGNON 

illusions,  and  every  illusion  has  its  morrow.  Therein  lies  the 
reason  why  so  many  lovers  part  who  believed  themselves  bound 
for  life.  The  true  test  lies  in  suffering  and  in  happiness. 
When,  after  standing  this  double  test  of  life,  two  beings  have 
shown  all  their  faults  and  good  qualities,  and  have  learnt 
each  other's  characters,  they  may  go  to  the  tomb  hand  in 
hand;  but,  my  dear  Argante,  who  tells  you  that  our  little 
drama  has  no  future  before  it?  .  .  .  And,  at  any  rate, 
shall  we  not  have  had  the  pleasure  of  our  correspondence.'' 

**  I  await  your  commands,  Monsiegneur,  and  remain,  with 
all  my  heart,  yours  obediently, 

"  O.  d'Este-M.» 

X. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este-M. 

"  You  are  a  demon !  I  love  you.  Is  that  what  you  want, 
extraordinary  g\r\?  Perhaps  you  only  wish  to  divert  your 
leisure  in  the  country  by  looking  on  at  the  follies  of  which  a 
poet  is  capable.'*  That  would  be  a  very  wicked  thing.  Your 
two  letters  betray  just  enough  of  mischief  to  suggest  the 
doubt  to  a  Parisian.  But  I  am  no  longer  master  of  myself; 
my  life  and  future  hang  on  the  answer  you  may  send  me. 
Tell  me  whether  the  certain  possession  of  an  unbounded  af- 
fection given  to  you,  in  defiance  of  social  conventionalities, 
can  touch  you;  if  you  will  allow  me  to  visit  you.  There 
will  still  be  ample  room  for  doubt  and  agony  of  mind  in  the 
question  whether  I  shall  be  personally  agreeable  to  you.  If 
your  answer  is  favorable,  I  alter  my  life,  and  bid  adieu  to 
many  vexations  which  we  are  so  foolish  as  to  call  happi- 
ness. 

*'  Happiness,  my  dear,  beautiful,  unknown  one,  is  what 
you  have  dreamed  it;  a  perfect  fusion  of  feelings,  an  ab- 
solute harmony  of  souls,  a  keen  sense  of  ideal  beauty — so 
far  as  God  vouchsafes  it  to  us  here  below — stamped  on  the 
common  actions  of  a  life  whose  round  we  are  bound  to  follow ; 
above  all  constancy  of  heart,  far  more  precious  than  what  we 
call  fidelity.     Can  anything  be  called  a  sacrifice  when  the 
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end  is  the  supremest  good,  the  dream  of  poets  and  of  maidens, 
the  poem  to  which  on  entering  hfe — as  soon  as  the  spirit  tries 
its  wings — every  lofty  mind  looks  up  with  longing,  brood- 
ing eyes,  only  to  see  it  dashed  to  pieces  against  a  stumbling- 
stone  as  hard  as  it  is  vulgar;  for  almost  every  man  sees  the 
foot  of  reality  set  down  at  once  on  that  mysterious  egg  which 
hardly  ever  hatches  out  ? 

"  I  will  not  as  yet  tell  you  of  myself,  of  my  past,  of  my 
character,  nor  of  an  affection — almost  motherly  on  one  side, 
and  on  mine  almost  filial — in  which  you  have  already  wrought 
a  change  with  results  in  my  life  that  may  explain  the  word 
sacrifice.  You  have  made  me  forgetful,  not  to  say  ungrate- 
ful. Is  that  enough  to  satisfy  you?  Oh!  speak!  say  one 
word,  and  I  shall  love  you  till  my  eyes  are  closed  in  death, 
as  Pescara  loved  his  wife,  as  Romeo  loved  his  Juliet,  and 
faithfully.  Our  life — mine,  at  any  rate — will  be  that  un- 
troubled happiness  of  which  Dante  speaks  as  being  the  at- 
mosphere of  his  '  Paradiso  ' — a  poem  infinitely  superior  to 
his  *  Inferno,' 

"  Strange  to  say,  it  is  not  myself,  but  you,  whom  I  doubt 
in  the  long  meditations  in  which  I  have  allowed  myself — 
like  you,  perhaps — to  follow  the  chimerical  course  of  a  dream- 
life.  Yes,  dear  one,  I  feel  in  me  the  strength  to  love  thus, 
to  go  on  my  way  to  the  tomb  gently,  slowly,  always  smiling, 
arm  in  arm  with  the  woman  I  love,  without  a  cloud  on  the 
fair  weather  of  my  soul.  Yes,  I  have  courage  enough  to 
look  forward  to  our  old  age  together,  to  see  us  both  with 
white  hair,  like  the  venerable  historian  of  Italy,  still  inspired 
by  the  same  affection,  but  changed  by  the  spirit  of  each 
season. 

"  You  see,  I  can  no  longer  be  no  more  than  your  friend. 
Though  Chrysale,  Oronte,  and  Argante,  you  say,  have  come 
to  life  again  in  me,  I  am  not  yet  so  senile  as  to  drink  of  a 
cup  held  by  the  fair  hands  of  a  veiled  woman  without  feeling 
a  fierce  desire  to  tear  away  the  domino,  the  mask,  and  to  see 
her  face.  Either  write  no  more,  or  give  me  hope.  I  must 
have  a  glimpse  of  you,  or  throw  up  the  game.  Must  I  say 
farewell  ?     Will  you  allow  me  to  sign  myself, 

"Your  Friend.?" 
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XI. 

To  Mmisieur  de  Canalis. 

"  What  flattery !  How  quickly  has  grave  Anselme  turned 
into  a  dashing  Leandre !  To  what  am  I  to  ascribe  such  a 
change?  Is  it  to  the  black  I  have  scribbled  on  white,  to  the 
ideas  which  are  to  the  flowers  of  my  soul  what  a  rose  drawn 
in  black-lead  pencil  is  to  the  roses  of  the  garden?  Or  to 
the  remembrance  of  the  girl  you  took  for  me,  who  is  to  my 
real  self  what  a  waiting-maid  is  to  her  mistress?  Have  we 
exchanged  parts?     Am  I  reason,  and  are  you  folly? 

"  A  truce  to  this  nonsense.  Your  letter  made  me  ac- 
quainted with  intoxicating  joys  of  soul,  the  first  I  have  not 
owed  to  family  feelings.  What,  a  poet  has  asked,  are  the 
ties  of  blood  which  weigh  so  heavily  on  ordinary  souls  in 
comparison  with  those  which  Heaven  forges  for  us  of  mys- 
terious sympathies?  Let  me  thank  you — no,  there  are  no 
thanks  for  such  things.  Blessings  on  you  for  the  happi- 
ness you  have  given  me ;  may  you  be  happy  with  the  gladness 
you  poured  into  my  soul. 

"  You  have  explained  to  me  some  apparent  injustice  in 
social  life.  There  is  something  brilliant  in  glory,  something 
masculine  which  becomes  men  alone,  and  God  has  prohibited 
women  from  wearing  this  halo,  while  giving  us  love  and 
tenderness  with  which  to  refresh  the  brows  on  which  its  aw- 
ful light  rests.  I  feel  my  mission,  or  rather,  you  have  con- 
firmed me  in  it. 

"  Sometimes,  my  friend,  I  have  risen  in  the  morning  in  a 
frame  of  inconceivable  sweetness.  A  sort  of  peace,  tender 
and  divine,  gave  me  a  sense  as  of  Heaven.  My  first  thought 
was  like  a  blessing.  I  used  to  call  these  mornings  my  Ger- 
man levers,  to  distinguish  them  from  my  southern  sunsets, 
full  of  heroic  deeds  of  battles,  of  Roman  festivals,  and  of 
ardent  verse.  Well,  after  having  read  the  letter  into  which 
you  breathed  a  fever  of  impatience,  I  felt  in  my  heart  the 
lightness  of  one  of  those  heavenly  awakenings,  when  I  loved 
air  and  nature,  and  felt  myself  destined  to  die  for  someone 
I  loved.     One  of  your  poems,  '  Le  Chant  d'une  jeune  fiUe,' 
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describes  these  delicious  hours  when  gladness  is  sweet,  when 
prayer  is  a  necessity,  and  it  is  my  favorite  piece.  Shall  I  put 
all  my  flattery  into  one  line:  I  think  you  worthy  to  be  me! 

"  Your  letter,  though  short,  allowed  me  to  read  your 
heart.  Yes,  I  could  guess  your  tumultuous  impulses,  your 
excited  curiosity,  your  plans,  all  the  fagots  carried  (by 
whom)  for  the  pyre  of  your  heart.  But  I  do  not  yet  know 
enough  of  you  to  comply  with  your  request.  Understand, 
dear  one,  it  is  mystery  which  allows  me  the  freedom  that 
betrays  the  depths  of  my  soul.  When  once  we  have  met, 
farewell  to  our  knowledge  of  each  other. 

"  Shall  we  make  a  bargain  ?  Was  the  first  we  made  a  bad 
one  for  you?  You  gained  my  esteem  by  it.  And  admira- 
tion supported  by  esteem  is  a  great  thing,  my  friend.  First 
write  me  a  sketch  of  your  life  in  a  few  words;  then  tell  me 
about  your  life  in  Paris,  day  by  day,  without  any  disguise,  as 
if  you  were  chatting  to  an  old  friend :  well,  then,  after  that  I 
will  carry  our  friendship  a  step  further.  I  will  see  you,  my 
friend,  that  I  promise  you ;  and  it  is  a  great  deal. 

"  All  this,  dear,  I  warn  you,  is  neither  intrigue  nor  an  ad- 
venture ;  it  cannot  result  in  any  kind  of  '  affair '  of  gallantry, 
as  you  men  say  among  yourselves.  My  hfe  is  involved  in  it, 
and  moreover — a  thing  which  sometimes  causes  me  terrible 
remorse  as  to  the  thoughts  I  send  flying  to  you  in  flocks — 
not  less  involved  is  the  life  of  a  father  and  mother  I  adore, 
whom  I  must  satisfy  in  my  choice,  and  who  in  my  friend 
must  find  a  son. 

"  How  far  can  3'^ou  lordly  souls,  to  whom  God  has  given 
the  wings  of  angels,  but  not  always  their  perfections, 
yield  to  the  Family  and  its  petty  needs  .^^  A  text  I  have  pon- 
dered over  already !  Although  before  going  forth  to  you  I 
said  in  my  heart,  '  Be  bold ! '  it  has  not  quaked  the  less  on 
the  road,  and  I  have  never  deceived  myself  either  as  to  the 
roughness  of  the  way  or  the  difficulties  of  the  mountain  I 
had  to  climb.  I  have  followed  it  all  out  in  long  meditations. 
Do  I  not  know  that  men  as  eminent  as  you  are  have  known 
the  love  they  have  inspired  quite  as  well  as  that  they  have 
felt ;  that  they  have  had  more  than  one  romance ;  and  that 
jou,  above  all,  while  cherishing  those  thorough-bred  chimeras 
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which  a  woman  will  buy  at  any  cost,  have  gone  through  more 
■final  than  first  chapters?  And  yet  I  could  say  to  myself, 
'  Be  bold !  '  because  I  have  studied  the  geography  of  the 
high  peaks  of  Humanity  that  you  accuse  of  coldness — studied 
them  more  than  you  think.  Did  you  not  say  of  Byron  and 
Goethe  that  they  were  two  colossal  masses  of  egoism  and 
poetry?  Ah,  my  friend,  you  there  fall  into  the  error  of 
superficial  minds ;  but  it  was  perhaps  generosity  on  your  part, 
false  modesty,  or  the  hope  of  evading  me. 

"  The  vulgar  may  be  allowed,  but  you  may  not,  to  regard 
the  results  of  hard  work  as  a  development  of  the  individual. 
Neither  Lord  Byron,  nor  Goethe,  nor  Walter  Scott,  nor 
Cuvier,  nor  any  inventor  belongs  to  himself ;  they  are  all  the 
slaves  of  an  idea;  and  this  mysterious  power  is  more  jealous 
than  a  woman,  it  absorbs  them,  it  makes  them  or  kills  them 
for  its  own  advantage.  The  visible  outcome  of  this  concealed 
life  resembles  egoism  in  its  effects ;  but  how  dare  we  say  that 
a  man  who  has  sold  himself  for  the  delight,  the  instruction,  or 
the  greatness  of  his  age,  is  an  egoist?  Is  a  mother  accused 
of  selfishness  when  she  sacrifices  everything  for  her  child? 
Well,  the  detractors  of  genius  do  not  discern  its  teeming 
maternity,  that  is  all. 

*'  The  poet's  life  is  so  perpetual  a  sacrifice  that  he  needs 
a  gigantic  organization  to  enable  him  to  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  an  ordinary  life.  Hence,  if,  like  Moliere,  he  insists  on 
living  the  life  of  feelings  while  giving  them  expression  in 
their  most  acute  crises,  what  disasters  come  upon  him !  for 
to  me  the  comic  side  of  Moliere,  as  overlaying  his  private 
life,  is  really  horrible.  The  magnanimity  of  genius  seems  to 
me  almost  divine,  and  I  have  classed  you  with  that  noble 
family  of  egoists  so  called.  Oh !  if  I  had  found  shallowness, 
self-interest,  and  ambition  where,  as  it  is,  I  admire  all  the 
flowers  of  the  soul  that  I  love  best,  you  cannot  know  what 
slow  suffering  would  have  consumed  me.  I  found  disappoint- 
ment sitting  at  the  portal  of  my  sixteenth  year ;  what  should 
I  have  done  if  at  twenty  I  had  found  fame  a  liar,  and  the 
man,  who  in  his  writings  had  expressed  so  many  of  the  senti- 
ments buried  in  my  heart,  incapable  of  understanding  that 
heart  when  disclosed  to  him  alone? 
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"  Do  you  know,  my  friend,  what  would  have  become  of 
me?     I  am  going  to  admit  you  to  the  very  depths  of  my 
soul.     Well,  I  should  have  said  to  my  father,  '  Bring  me  any 
son-in-law  to  your  mind ;  I  give  up  all  free-will ;  get  me  mar- 
ried to  please  yourself ! ' — and  the  man  might  have  been  a 
notary,  a  banker,  avaricious,  stupid,  provincial,  as  tiresome 
as  a  rainy  day,  as  vulgar  as  a  parish  voter;  he  might  have 
been  a  manufacturer  or  some  brave  but  not  brainless  soldier — 
he  would  have  found  in  me  his  most  resigned  and  attentive 
slave.     But   then — dreadful  suicide  at  every  instant ! — my 
soul  would  never  have  unfolded  in  the  life-giving  beams  of 
the  sun  it  worships.     Not  a  murmur  should  ever  have  re- 
vealed to  my  father,  my  mother,  or  my  children  the  suicide 
of  the  being  who  is  at  this  moment  shaking  its  prison-bars, 
flashing  lightnings  from  my  eyes,  flying  to  you  on  outspread 
pinions,  perching  like  a  Polyhymnia  in  the  corner  of  your 
study,  breathing  its  atmosphere,  and  gazing  at  everything 
with  a  mildly  inquisitive  eye.     Sometimes  in  the  fields,  where 
my  husband  might  have  taken  me,  I  should  have  escaped  a 
little   way   from  my  babes,   and,   seeing   a  lovely   morning, 
would  secretly  have  shed  a  few  very  bitter  tears.     Finally,  in 
my  heart,  and  in  the  comer  of  a  drawer,  I  should  have  stored 
a  little  comfort  for  every  girl  betrayed  by  love,  poor  poetical 
souls  dragged  into  torments  by  a  smiling  face ! 

"  But  I  believe  in  you,  my  friend.  This  faith  purifies  the 
most  fantastic  notions  of  my  secret  ambition,  and  sometimes 
— see  how  frank  I  can  be — I  long  to  be  in  the  middle  of  the 
story  we  have  just  begun,  so  assured  am  I  of  my  feelings, 
such  strength  for  love  do  I  feel  in  my  heart,  such  constancy 
founded  on  reason,  such  heroism  to  fulfill  the  duty  I  am 
creating  for  myself  in  case  love  should  ever  turn  to  duty. 

"  If  it  were  given  to  you  to  follow  me  to  the  splendid 
seclusion  where  I  picture  our  happiness,  if  you  could  know 
my  schemes,  you  might  utter  some  terrible  sentence  about 
madness,  and  I  should  perhaps  be  cruelly  punished  for  send- 
ing so  much  poetry  to  a  poet.  Yes,  I  want  to  be  a  living 
spring,  to  be  as  inexhaustible  as  a  beautiful  country  during- 
the  twenty  years  which  nature  allows  us  to  shine  in.  I  will 
keep  satiety  at  a  distance  by  refinements  and  variety.     I  will 
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be  brave  for  ray  love  as  other  women  are  for  the  world.  1 
will  vary  happiness,  lend  wit  to  tenderness,  and  piquancy  to 
faithfulness.  I  am  ambitious;  I  will  kill  my  past  rivals, 
dispel  superficial  troubles  by  the  sweetness,  the  proud  self- 
devotion  of  a  wife,  and,  for  a  whole  lifetime,  give  such  care 
to  the  nest  as  a  bird  gives  for  only  a  few  days.  This  im- 
mense dower  ought,  and  could,  only  be  offered  to  a  great  man 
before  being  dropped  into  the  mire  of  vulgar  conventionality. 

"  Now,  do  you  still  think  my  first  letter  a  mistake?  A 
gust  of  some  mysterious  will  flung  me  towards  you,  as  a 
tempest  may  carry  a  rose-bush  to  the  heart  of  a  stately 
willow.  And  in  the  letter  I  keep  here — next  my  heart — ^you 
have  exclaimed  like  your  ancestor  when  he  set  out  for  the 
crusades,  '  It  is  God's  will ! ' 

"  You  will  be  saying,  '  How  she  chatters ! '  All  thos* 
about  me  say,  '  Mademoiselle  is  very  silent ! ' 

"  O.  d'Este-M." 

These  letters  seemed  very  original  to  those  persons  to 
whose  kindness  the  author  of  the  Comedie  Humaine  is  be- 
holden for  them ;  but  their  admiration  for  this  duel  between 
two  minds  crossing  their  pens,  while  their  faces  were  hidden 
by  the  strictest  incognito,  may  not  be  generally  shared.  Of 
a  hundred  spectators,  eighty  perhaps  will  be  tired  of  this 
assault  of  arms.  So  the  respect  due  to  the  majority — even 
to  a  possible  majority — in  every  country  enjoying  a  con- 
stitutional government,  advises  the  suppression  of  eleven  more 
letters  exchanged  by  Ernest  and  Modeste  during  the  month 
of  September;  if  a  flattering  majority  should  clamor  for 
them,  let  us  hope  that  it  may  one  day  aff'ord  me  the  means 
of  restoring  them  here. 

Tempted  on  by  a  wit  as  audacious  as  the  heart  beneath 
seemed  to  be  adorable,  the  poor  private  secretary's  really 
heroic  feelings  gave  themselves  the  rein  in  those  letters,  which 
each  reader's  imagination  may  conceive  of  as  finer  than  they 
really  are,  when  picturing  this  harmony  of  two  unfettered 
souls.  Ernest,  indeed,  lived  only  on  these  dear  scraps  of 
paper,  as  a  miser  lives  on  those  sent  forth  by  the  bank ;  while 
in  Modeste  a  deep  attachment  had  grown  up  in  the  place  of 
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the  pleasure  of  bringing  excitement  into  a  life  of  celebrity, 
and  being,  in  spite  of  distance,  its  chief  element.  Ernest's 
affection  completed  Canalis'  glory.  Alas !  it  often  takes  two 
men  to  make  one  perfect  lover,  just  as  in  literature  a  type 
can  only  be  produced  by  a  compound  of  the  peculiarities  of 
seTcral  different  characters.  How  often  has  a  woman  said 
in  a  drawing-room  after  some  intimate  talk :  "  That  man 
would  be  my  ideal  as  to  his  soul,  but  I  feel  that  I  love  that 
other  who  is  no  more  than  a  fancy  of  my  senses  !  " 

The  last  letter  written  by  Modeste,  which  here  follow?),  gives 
us  a  glimpse  of  the  Isle  of  Pheasants,  whither  the  divagations 
of  this  correspondence  were  conducting  our  lovers. 


XII. 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis. 

**  Be  at  le  Havre  on  Sunday ;  go  into  the  church  after  the 
one  o'clock  service,  walk  round  it  two  or  three  times,  go  out 
without  speaking  to  anyone,  without  asking  anybody  a  ques- 
tion ;  wear  a  white  rose  in  your  button-hole.  Then  return  to 
Paris,  you  will  there  find  an  answer.  This  answer  will  not 
be  such  as  you  expect,  for  I  must  tell  you,  the  future  is  not 
yet  in  my  hands.  But  should  I  not  be  really  mad  to  say 
ye»  without  having  seen  you?  When  I  have  seen  you,  I  can 
say  no  without  offense.     I  am  sure  to  remain  unrecognized." 

This  was  the  letter  Modeste  had  sent  off  the  very  day 
before  that  on  which  the  futile  struggle  between  herself  and 
Dumay  had  taken  place.  So  she  was  happy  in  looking  for- 
ward with  yearning  impatience  to  Sunday,  when  her  eyes 
would  prove  her  intuitions,  her  heart,  to  be  right  or  wrong — 
one  of  the  most  solemn  moments  in  a  woman's  life,  made, 
too,  as  romantic  as  the  most  enthusiastic  girl  could  desire  by 
three  months  of  communion  soul  to  soul. 

Everybody,  excepting  her  mother,  had  taken  this  torpor 
of  expectancy  for  the  placidity  of  innocence.  However 
stringent  the  laws  of  family  life  and  religious  bonds,  there 


so  MODESTE  MIGNON 

are  still  Julies  d'Etanges  and  Clarissas — souls  which,  like  a 
brimming  cup,  overflow  under  the  divine  touch.  Was  not 
Modeste  splendid  in  the  fierce  energy  she  brought  to  bear 
on  repressing  her  exuberant  youth,  and  remaining  concealed? 
Let  us  confess  that  the  memory  of  her  sister  was  more  potent 
than  any  social  limitations ;  she  had  sheathed  her  will  in 
iron  that  she  might  not  fail  her  father  or  her  family.  But 
what  a  turbulent  upheaval!  and  how  could  a  mother  fail  to 
perceive  it? 

On  the  following  day  Modeste  and  Madame  Dumay  led 
Madame  Mignon  out  into  the  noonday  sun  to  her  bench 
among  the  flowers.  The  blind  woman  turned  her  pale  with- 
ered face  towards  the  ocean,  inhaled  the  scent  of  the  sea, 
and  took  Modeste's  hand  in  her  own,  for  the  girl  was  sit- 
ting by  her  mother.  Even  as  she  was  about  to  question  her 
child,  the  mother  hesitated  between  forgiveness  and  remon- 
strance, for  she  knew  that  this  was  love,  and  to  her,  as  to  the 
false  Canalis,  Modeste  seemed  exceptional. 

"  If  only  your  father  may  be  here  in  time !  If  he  delays 
much  longer,  he  will  find  you  alone  of  those  he  loved !  Prom- 
ise me  once  more,  Modeste,  never  to  leave  him,"  she  said,  with 
motherly  persuasiveness. 

Modeste  raised  her  mother's  hands  to  her  lips,  and  kissed 
them  softly,  as  she  replied — 

"  Need  I  tell  you  so  again?  " 

"  Ah,  my  child ;  you  see,  I  myself  left  my  father  to  go  to 
my  husband !  And  my  father  was  alone  too ;  I  was  his  only 
child.  ...  Is  that  what  God  is  punishing  me  for,  I 
wonder? — All  I  ask  you  is  to  marry  in  agreement  with  your 
father's  choice,  to  keep  a  place  for  him  in  your  heart,  not 
to  sacrifice  him  to  your  happiness ;  to  keep  him  in  the  bosom 
of  your  family.  Before  I  lost  my  sight  I  made  a  note  of 
my  wishes;  he  will  carry  them  out;  I  have  enjoined  on  him 
to  keep  the  whole  of  his  fortune,  not  that  I  have  thought  of 
-distrusting  you,  but  can  one  ever  be  sure  about  a  son-in-law? 
I,  my  child,  was  I  prudent?  A  flash  of  an  eye  settled  my 
■whole  life.  Beauty,  the  most  deceitful  of  shows,  spoke  the 
truth  to  me ;  but  if  it  should  ever  be  the  same  with  you,  poor 
child,  swear  to  me  that  if  appearances  should  carry  you 
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away,  as  they  did  your  mother,  you  would  leave  It  to  your 
father  to  make  inquiries  as  to  the  character,  the  heart,  and 
the  previous  life  of  the  man  of  your  choice,  if  you  make  a 
choice." 

"  I  will  never  marry  without  my  father's  consent,"  replied 
Modeste. 

On  hearing  this  answer,  her  mother  sat  in  complete  silence, 
and  her  half-dead  countenance  showed  that  she  was  ponder- 
ing on  it,  as  blind  people  ponder,  meditating  on  her  daugh- 
ter's tone  in  speaking  it. 

"  You  see,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  after  a  long 
silence,  "  the  thing  is  this :  If  Caroline's  wrong-doing  is 
killing  me  by  inches,  your  father  would  never  survive  yours ; 
I  know  him ;  he  would  blow  his  brains  out ;  there  would  be 
neither  life  nor  happiness  on  earth  for  him     .      .      ." 

Modeste  walked  away  a  few  steps,  and  returned  in  a  minute, 

"  Why  did  you  leave  me .''  "  asked  Madame  Mignon. 

"  You  made  me  cry,  mamma,"  said  Modeste. 

"  Well,  my  angel,  kiss  me  then.  You  love  no  one  here? 
You  have  no  one  paying  attentions  to  you.''" 

"  No,  mamma,"  said  the  little  Jesuit. 

*'  Can  you  swear  to  that.''  " 

"  Really,  truly !  "  cried  Modeste. 

Madame  Mignon  said  no  more ;  she  still  doubted. 

"  In  short,  if  you  should  choose  a  husband,  your  father 
would  know  all  about  it.?  " 

"  I  promised  that  to  my  sister  and  to  you,  mother.  What 
sin  do  you  suppose  I  could  commit  when  every  minute  I  read 
on  my  finger,  Remember  Bettina! — Poor  little  sister!  " 

At  the  moment  when  the  words,  "  Poor  little  sister !  "  were 
followed  by  an  interval  of  silence  between  Modeste  and  her 
mother,  from  whose  darkened  eyes  fell  tears  which  Modeste 
could  not  check  even  by  falling  at  Madame  Mignon's  knees 
and  crying,  "  Forgive  me ;  forgive  me,  mamma  !  " — at  that 
very  moment  the  worthy  Dumay  was  mounting  the  hill  of 
Ingouville  at  a  rapid  pace,  an  abnormal  incident  in  the  cash- 
ier's life. 

Three  letters  had  once  brought  them  ruin  ;  one  had  brought 
fortune  back  to  them.     That  morning  Dumay  had  received. 
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by  the  hand  of  a  captain  just  returned  from  the  China  seas, 
the  first  news  he  had  had  of  his  patron  and  only  friend. 

To  Monsieur  Dumay,  formerly  cashier  to  the 
firm  of  Mignon. 

"  My  dear  Dumay, — Barring  misadventure  by  sea,  I  shall 
follow  closely  on  the  vessel  by  which  I  am  forwarding  this 
letter;  I  would  not  leave  the  ship  to  which  I  am  accustomed. 
I  told  you,  No  news  was  to  be  good  news ;  but  the  first  words 
of  this  letter  will  rejoice  you,  for  those  words  are,  I  have  at 
least  seven  millions  of  francs !  I  am  bringing  a  large  part 
of  it  in  indigo,  a  third  in  good  bills  on  London  and  Paris, 
another  third  in  bright  gold.  The  money  you  sent  me  en- 
abled me  to  make  the  sum  I  had  determined  on — two  millions 
for  each  of  the  girls,  and  comfort  for  myself. 

"  I  have  been  dealing  wholesale  in  opium  for  the  Canton 
houses,  all  ten  times  as  rich  as  I  am.  You  have  no  notion  in 
Europe  of  what  the  rich  China  merchants  are.  I  traveled 
from  Asia  Minor,  where  I  could  buy  opium  cheap,  to  Can- 
ton, where  I  sold  it  in  bulk  to  the  firms  that  deal  in  it. 

"  My  last  voyage  was  to  the  Malay  Archipelago,  where  I 
could  buy  indigo  of  the  first  quality  with  the  proceeds  of 
the  opium  trade.  Perhaps  I  may  find  that  I  have  five  or 
six  hundred  thousand  francs  more,  as  I  am  valuing  my  indigo 
only  at  cost  price. 

"  I  have  been  quite  well  all  the  time ;  never  an  ailment. 
That  is  the  reward  of  traveling  for  one's  children !  At  the 
beginning  of  the  second  year  I  was  able  to  purchase  the 
Mignon,  a  nice  brig  of  seven  hundred  tons  burthen,  built  of 
teak,  and  lined  with  the  same,  and  copper-bottomed;  fitted 
throughout  to  suit  my  convenience.  This,  too,  is  worth 
something.  The  seafaring  life,  the  constant  change  needed 
in  my  trading,  and  hard  work,  as  being  in  a  way  my  own 
captain  on  the  high  seas,  have  all  kept  me  in  excellent  health. 

"  To  speak  of  all  this  is  to  speak  of  my  two  girls  and  my 
dear  wife !  I  hope  that  on  hearing  of  my  ruin  the  wretch 
who  robbed  me  of  my  Bettina  may  have  deserted  her,  and 
the  wandering  lamb  have  retur.^  to  the  cottage.  She,  no 
doubt,  will  need  a  larger  dowe^. 
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"  My  three  women  and  my  good  Dumay — you  have  all  four 
been  constantly  in  my  thoughts  during  these  three  years. 
Dumay,  you  are  a  rich  man.  Your  share,  besides  my  own 
fortune,  amounts  to  five  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  francs, 
which  I  am  forwarding  to  you  by  a  draft,  payable  to  your- 
self only,  by  the  firm  of  Mongenod,  who  are  advised  from 
New  York.  A  few  months  more  and  I  shall  see  you  all  again 
— well,  I  hope. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Dumay,  I  write  to  you  only,  because  I  wish 
you  to  keep  the  secret  of  my  fortune,  and  I  leave  it  to  you 
to  prepare  my  dear  ones  for  the  joy  of  my  return.  I  have 
had  enough  of  trade,  and  I  mean  to  leave  le  Havre. 

"  The  choice  of  my  sons-in-law  is  a  very  serious  matter. 
It  is  my  intention  to  repurchase  the  estate  and  chateau  of 
la  Bastie,  to  endow  it  with  an  entailed  settlement  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs  a  year  at  least,  and  to  petition  the 
King  to  confer  my  name  and  titles  on  one  of  my  sons-in-law. 
iYou,  my  dear  Dumay,  know  the  misfortune  that  befell  us  in 
consequence  of  the  fatal  splendor  given  by  wealth.  By  that 
I  wrecked  the  honor  of  one  of  my  daughters.  I  carried  back 
to  Java  the  most  wretched  of  fathers — an  unhappy  Dutch 
merchant  with  nine  millions  of  francs,  whose  two  daughters 
had  been  both  carried  off  by  villains !  We  wept  together  like 
two  children.  So  I  will  not  have  the  amount  of  my  fortune 
known. 

"  I  shall  not  land  at  le  Havre,  but  at  Marseilles.  My 
mate  is  a  Provencal,  an  old  retainer  of  my  family,  whom  I 
have  enabled  to  make  a  little  fortune.  Castagnould  will 
have  my  instructions  to  repurchase  la  Bastie,  and  I  shall  dis- 
pose of  my  indigo  through  the  firm  of  Mongenod.  I  shall 
place  my  money  in  the  Bank  of  France,  and  come  home  to 
you,  professing  to  have  made  no  more  than  about  a  million 
francs  in  merchandise.  My  daughters  will  be  reputed  to  have 
two  hundred  thousand  francs  apiece.  Then  my  great  busi- 
ness will  be  to  decide  which  of  my  sons-in-law  may  be  worthy 
to  succeed  to  my  name,  my  arms,  and  my  titles,  and  to  live 
with  us ;  but  they  must  both  be,  as  you  and  I  are,  absolutely 
steady,  firm,  loyal,  and  honest  men. 

"  I  have  never  doubted  you,  old  boy,  for  a  single  instant. 
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I  have  felt  sure  that  my  dear  and  admirable  wife,  with 
jours  and  yourself,  will  have  drawn  an  impassable  fence 
round  my  daughter,  and  that  I  may  press  a  kiss  full  of  hope 
on  the  pure  brow  of  the  angel  that  remains  to  me.  Bettina- 
Caroline,  if  you  have  been  able  to  screen  her  fault,  will  have 
a  fortune.  After  trying  war  and  trade,  we  will  now  go  in 
for  agriculture,  and  you  must  be  our  steward.  Will  that 
suit  you? 

"  And  so,  old  friend,  you  are  master  of  your  line  of  con- 
duct to  the  family,  to  tell  them,  or  to  say  nothing  of  my 
success.  I  trust  to  your  judgment;  you  are  to  say  just 
what  you  think  right.  In  four  years  there  may  have  been 
many  changes  of  character.  I  make  you  the  judge;  I  so 
greatly  fear  my  wife's  tender  weakness  with  her  daughters. 

"  Farewell,  my  dear  old  Dumay.  Tell  my  wife  and  daugh- 
ters that  I  have  never  failed  to  embrace  them  in  my  heart 
every  day,  morning  and  evening.  The  second  draft,  for 
forty  thousand  francs,  payable,  like  the  other,  to  you  alone, 
is  for  my  wife  and  daughters  to  go  on  with. 
"  Your  master  and  friend, 

"  Charles  Mignon." 

**  Your  father  is  coming  home,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to 
her  daughter. 

"What  makes  you  think  that,  mamma?"  asked  Modeste. 

*'  Nothing  could  make  Dumay  run  but  having  that  news 
to  bring  us." 

Modeste,  lost  in  her  own  thoughts,  had  not  seen  nor  heard 
Dumay. 

"  Victory ! "  shouted  the  Lieutenant  from  the  gate. 
"  Madame,  the  Colonel  has  never  been  ill,  and  he  is  coming 
home.  .  .  .  He  is  coming  on  the  Mignon,  a  good  ship  of 
his  own,  which,  with  the  cargo  he  describes  to  me,  must  be 
worth  eight  or  nine  hundred  thousand  francs.  But  he 
urgently  begs  you  will  say  nothing  about  it ;  the  disaster  to 
our  poor  lost  child  has  eaten  deeply  into  his  heart." 

"  He  has  made  room  in  it  for  a  grave  then,"  said  Madame 
Mignon. 

"  And   he  ascribes   this   disaster — as    seems   to  me  most 
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probable — to  the  greed  which  a  large  fortune  excites  in  young 
men.  My  poor  Colonel  hopes  to  find  the  lost  lamb  among  us 
here. — Let  us  rejoice  among  ourselves,  and  say  nothing  to 
anybody,  not  even  to  Latournelle  if  possible. — Mademoiselle," 
he  added  to  Modeste  apart,  "  write  a  letter  to  your  father  to 
tell  him  of  the  loss  in  the  family  and  its  terrible  consequences, 
so  as  to  prepare  him  for  the  dreadful  sight  that  awaits  him ; 
I  will  undertake  that  he  shall  get  the  letter  before  arriving 
at  le  Havre,  for  he  will  be  obliged  to  come  through  Paris ; 
write  fully,  you  have  plenty  of  time ;  I  will  take  the  letter  on 
Monday;  on  Monday,  no  doubt,  I  shall  have  to  go  to 
Paris " 

Modeste  was  now  afraid  lest  Dumay  and  Canalis  should 
meet ;  she  was  eager  to  go  up  to  her  room  and  write  to  put 
off  the  assignation. 

"  Tell  me.  Mademoiselle,"  Dumay  went  on  in  the  humblest 
tone,  but  standing  in  her  path,  "  that  your  father  will  find 
his  daughter  without  a  feeling  in  her  heart  but  that  which 
was  in  it  when  he  left — of  love  for  her  mother." 

"  I  have  sworn  to  my  sister  and  my  mother — I  have  sworn 
to  myself  to  be  my  father's  comfort,  his  joy,  and  his  pride, 
and — I — will  be,"  replied  Modeste,  with  a  haughty  and  scorn- 
ful glance  at  Dumay.  "  Do  not  mar  my  joy  at  knowing 
that  my  father  will  soon  be  amongst  us  again  by  any  offensive 
suspicions.  A  young  girl's  heart  cannot  be  hindered  from 
beating;  you  do  not  wish  me  to  be  a  mummy?  I  belong  to 
my  family;  but  my  heart  is  my  own.  If  I  love  anyone,  my 
father  and  mother  shall  be  told  of  it.  Are  you  satisfied, 
Monsieur?  " 

"  Thank  you.  Mademoiselle,"  replied  Dumay.  "  You  have 
restored  me  to  life.  But  you  might  at  least  have  called  me 
Dumay,  even  when  giving  me  a  slap  in  the  face ! " 

"  Swear  to  me,"  said  her  mother,  "  that  you  have  never  ex- 
changed a  word  or  glance  with  any  young  man." 

"  I  can  swear  it,"  said  Modeste,  smiling,  and  looking  at 
Dumay,  who  was  studying  her,  with  a  mischievous  smile  like 
a  girl's  playing  off  some  joke. 

"  Can  she  really  be  so  false ! "  exclaimed  Dumay,  when 
Modeste  had  gone  into  the  house. 
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"  My  daughter  Modeste  may  have  her  faults,"  said  the 
mother,  "  but  she  is  incapable  of  a  lie." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  make  ourselves  easy,"  replied  the 
Lieutenant,  "  and  be  satisfied  that  misfortune  has  closed  its 
account  with  us." 

"  God  grant  it !  "  said  Madame  Mignon.  "  You  will  see 
him,  Dumay ;  I  can  only  hear  him.  .  .  .  There  is  much 
sadness  in  my  joy." 

Modeste,  meanwhile,  though  happy  in  the  thought  of  her 
father's  return,  was,  like  Pierrette,  distressed  to  see  all  her 
eggs  broken.  She  had  hoped  for  a  larger  fortune  than  Du- 
may had  spoken  of.  She  was  ambitious  for  her  poet,  and 
wished  for  at  least  half  of  the  six  millions  of  which  she  had 
written  in  her  second  letter.  Thus  absorbed  by  her  double 
happiness,  and  annoyed  by  the  grievance  of  her  comparative 
poverty,  she  sat  down  to  her  piano,  the  confidant  of  so  many 
girls,  who  tell  it  their  anger,  and  their  wishes,  expressing 
them  in  their  way  of  playing. 

Dumay  was  talking  to  his  wife,  walking  to  and  fro  below 
her  window,  confiding  to  her  the  secret  of  their  good  for- 
tune, and  questioning  her  as  to  her  hopes,  wishes,  and  in- 
tentions. Madame  Dumay,  like  her  husband,  had  no  family 
but  the  Mignon  family.  The  husband  and  wife  decided  on 
living  in  Provence,  if  the  Count  should  go  to  Provence,  and 
to  leave  their  money  to  any  child  of  Modeste's  that  might 
need  it. 

"  Listen  to  Modeste,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  them ;  "  only 
a  girl  in  love  could  compose  such  a  melody  without  any 
knowledge  of  music." 

Homes  may  burn,  fortunes  may  collapse,  fathers  may  come 
back  from  their  travels.  Empires  may  fall,  cholera  may 
ravage  the  town — a  girl's  love  pursues  its  flight  as  nature 
Iceeps  her  course,  or  that  horrible  acid  discovered  by  chem- 
istry which  might  pierce  through  the  earth  if  it  were  not 
absorbed  in  the  center. 

This  is  the  ballad  Modeste  had  improvised  to  some  verses 
which  must  be  quoted  here,  though  they  are  to  be  found  in 
the  second  volume  of  poems  published  by  Dauriat;  for,  to 
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adapt  them  to  the  air,  the  young  composer  had  broken  the 
rhythm  by  some  changes  which  might  puzzle  the  admirers  of 
a  poet  who  is  sometimes  too  precise. 

And  here,  too,  since  modern  typography  allows  of  it,  is 
Modeste's  music,  to  which  her  exquisite  expression  lent  the 
charm  we  admire  in  the  greatest  singers — a  charm  that  no 
printing,  were  it  phonetic  or  hieroglyphic,  could  ever 
represent. 
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**  It  IS  pretty,"  said  Madame  Dumay.  "  Modeste  Is  very 
musical;  that  is  all." 

"  She  has  the  very  devil  in  her ! "  exclaimed  the  cashier, 
for  the  mother's  dread  had  entered  into  his  soul  and  made 
his  blood  run  cold. 

"  She  is  in  love,"  said  Madame  Mignon. 

By  her  success  in  communicating  her  conviction  as  to 
Modeste's  secret  passion,  on  the  irrefragable  evidence  of  that 
melody,  Madame  Mignon  chilled  the  cashier's  joy  over  his 
patron's  return  and  success.  The  worthy  Breton  went  off 
to  the  town  to  do  his  day's  business  at  Gobenheim's ;  then,  be- 
fore going  home  to  dinner,  he  called  on  the  Latoumelles  to 
mention  his  fears,  and  once  more  to  request  their  help  and 
co-operation. 

"  Yes,  my  good  friend,"  said  Dumay  on  the  threshold,  as 
he  took  leave  of  the  notary,  "  I  am  of  Madame's  opinion. 
She  is  in  love,  sure  enough;  beyond  that  the  devil  only 
knows !     .     .     .     I  am  disgraced !  " 

"  Do  not  worry  yourself,  Dumay,"  said  the  little  notary. 
"  We  certainly,  among  us  all,  must  be  a  match  for  that 
little  lady.  Sooner  or  later  every  girl  who  is  in  love  does 
something  rash  which  betrays  her  secret ;  we  will  talk  it  over 
this  evening." 

So  all  these  persons,  devoted  to  the  Mignon  family,  were 
still  a  prey  to  the  same  anxiety  as  had  tormented  them  be- 
fore the  experiment  that  the  old  soldier  had  expected  to  be 
decisive.  The  futility  of  all  these  struggles  so  spurred  Du- 
may's  conscience  that  he  would  not  go  to  Paris  to  fetch  his 
fortune  before  he  had  discovered  the  clew  to  this  enigma. 
All  these  hearts,  caring  far  more  for  sentiment  than  for  self- 
interest,  understood  that  unless  he  found  this  daughter  in- 
nocently pure,  the  Colonel  might  die  of  grief  on  finding  Bet- 
tina  dead  and  his  wife  blind.  The  unhappy  Dumay's  despair 
made  so  deep  an  impression  on  the  Latoumelles,  that  they 
forgot  their  loss  of  Exupere,  whom  they  had  sent  off  to 
Paris  that  morning.  During  the  dinner  hour,  when  the  three 
were  alone.  Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  and  Butscha 
turned  the  matter  over  under  every  aspect,  and  considered 
every  conceivable  hypothesis. 
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"  If  Modeste  were  in  love  with  anyone  at  le  Havre,  she 
would  have  quaked  last  night,"  said  Madame  Latournelle, 
*'  so  her  lover  must  be  elsewhere." 

"  She  swore  this  morning  to  her  mother,  in  Dumay's  pres- 
ence, that  she  had  not  exchanged  a  glance  or  a  word  with 
a  living  soul,"  said  the  notary. 

"  Then  she  loves  as  I  do !  "  said  Butscha. 

"  And  how  do  you  love,  my  poor  boy  ?  "  asked  Madame 
Latournelle. 

"  Madame,"  replied  the  little  hunchback,  "  I  love  all  to 
myself,  from  afar,  almost  as  far  as  from  hence  to  the 
stars." 

"  And  how  do  you  get  there,  you  great  goose.''  "  said 
Madame  Latournelle,  smiling  at  him. 

"  Ah,  Madame,  what  you  take  to  be  a  hump  is  the  sheath 
for  my  wings." 

"  Then  this  explains  your  seal !  "  exclaimed  the  lawyer. 

The  clerk's  seal  was  a  star,  with  the  motto,  Fulgens,  sequar 
— Shine,  and  I  will  follow  you — the  device  of  the  house  of 
Chastillonest. 

"  A  beautiful  creature  may  be  as  diffident  as  the  most 
hideous,"  said  Butscha,  as  if  talking  to  himself.  "  Modeste 
is  quite  clever  enough  to  have  feared  lest  she  should  be  loved 
only  for  her  beauty." 

Hunchbacks  are  wonderful  creatures,  and  due  entirely  to 
civilization ;  for,  in  the  scheme  of  nature,  weak  or  deformed 
beings  ought  to  perish.  A  curvature  or  twist  of  the  spinal 
column  gives  to  these  men,  who  seem  to  be  Nature's  outcasts, 
a  flashing  look,  in  which  is  concentrated  a  greater  quantity 
of  nervous  fluids  than  other  men  can  command,  in  the  very 
center  where  they  are  elaborated  and  act,  and  whence  they 
are  set  forth  like  a  light  to  vivify  their  inmost  being.  Cer- 
tain forces  are  the  result,  detected  occasionally  by  magnetism, 
but  most  frequently  lost  in  the  waste  places  of  the  spiritual 
world.  Try  to  find  a  hunchback  who  is  not  gifted  in  some 
remarkable  way,  either  with  a  cheerful  wit,  superlative 
malignity,  or  sublime  kindliness.  These  beings,  privileged 
beings  though  they  know  it  not,  live  within  themselves  as 
Butscha  did,  when  they  have  not  exhausted  their  splendidly 
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concentrated  powers  in  the  battle  they  have  fought  to  con- 
quer obstacles  and  remain  alive. 

In  this  way  we  may  explain  the  superstitious  and  popular 
traditions,  which  we  owe  to  the  belief  in  gnomes,  in  fright- 
ful dwarfs,  in  misshapen  fairies — the  whole  race  of  bottles, 
as  Rabelais  has  it,  that  contain  rare  balsams  and  elixirs. 

Thus  Butscha  almost  read  Modeste;  and  with  the  eager- 
ness of  a  hopeless  lover,  of  a  slave  ever  ready  to  die  hke  the 
soldiers  who,  deserted  and  alone  amid  Russian  snows,  still 
shouted  "  Vive  VEmpereur!  "  he  dreamed  of  discovering  her 
secret  for  himself  alone. 

As  his  chief  and  Madame  Latournelle  walked  up  to  the 
Chalet,  he  followed  them  with  a  very  anxious  mien,  for  it  was 
imperative  that  he  should  conceal  from  every  watchful  eye, 
from  every  listening  ear,  the  snare  in  which  he  meant  to 
entrap  the  girl.  There  should  be  a  flashing  glance,  a  start 
detected,  as  when  a  surgeon  lays  his  finger  on  a  hidden 
injury. 

That  evfening  Gobenheira  did  not  join  them;  Butscha  was 
Monsieur  Dumay's  partner  against  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Latournelle.  At  about  nine  o'clock,  while  Modeste  was  ab- 
sent preparing  her  mother's  room,  Madame  Mignon  and  her 
friends  could  talk  openly ;  but  the  poor  clerk,  stricken  by  the 
conviction  which  had  come  on  him  too,  seemed  as  far  away 
from  the  discussion  as  Gobenheim  had  been  the  night  before. 

"  Why,  Butscha,  what  ails  you?  "  exclaimed  Madame  La- 
tournelle, astonished  at  him.  "  One  might  think  you  had  lost 
all  your  relations  !  " 

A  tear  started  to  the  poor  fellow's  eye — a  foundling,  de- 
serted by  a  Swedish  sailor,  and  his  mother  dead  of  grief  in 
the  workhouse ! 

"  I  have  no  one  in  the  world  but  you,"  he  replied  in  husky 
tones ;  "  and  your  compassion  is  too  pious  ever  to  be  with- 
drawn from  me,  for  I  will  never  cease  to  deserve  your 
kindness." 

The  answer  struck  an  equally  sensitive  chord  in  those 
present,  that  of  delicacy. 

"  We  all  love  you.  Monsieur  Butscha,"  said  Madame 
Mignon  with  emotion. 
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"  I  have  six  hundred  thousand  francs  of  my  own ! "  cried 
the  worthy  Dumay.  "  You  shall  be  a  notary  at  le  Havre, 
and  Latournclle's  successor." 

The  American,  for  her  part,  had  taken  the  poor  hunch- 
back's hand  and  pressed  it. 

"  You  have  six  hundred  thousand  francs !  "  cried  Latour- 
nelle,  pricking  up  his  ears  at  this  speech,  "  and  you  let  these 
ladies  stay  here !  And  Modeste  has  no  horse !  And  she  no 
longer  has  lessons  in  music,  in  painting,  in " 

"  Oh,  he  has  only  had  the  money  a  few  hours,"  exclaimed 
the  American  wife. 

"  Hush !  "  said  Madame  Mignon.  While  this  was  going 
on,  the  dignified  Madame  Latournelle  had  recovered  herself. 
She  turned  to  Butscha. 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  she,  "  you  have  so  much  affection 
around  you,  that  I  never  considered  the  particular  bearing 
of  a  common  phrase  as  applied  to  you;  but  you  may  thank 
me  for  the  blunder,  since  it  has  shown  you  what  friends  you 
have  earned  by  your  beautiful  nature." 

"  Then  you  have  some  news  of  Monsieur  Mignon?  "  asked 
the  notary. 

"  He  is  coming  home,"  said  Madame  Mignon ;  "  but  we 
must  keep  It  secret. — When  my  husband  hears  how  Butscha 
has  clung  to  us,  and  that  he  has  shown  us  the  warmest  and 
most  disinterested  friendship  when  the  world  turned  Its  back 
on  us,  he  will  not  leave  you  to  provide  for  him  entirely,  Du- 
may. And  so,  my  friend,"  she  added,  trying  to  turn  towards 
Butscha,  "  you  may  proceed  at  once  to  deal  with  La- 
tournelle  " 

"  He  Is  of  full  age,  five-and-twenty,"  said  Latournelle. 
"  And,  on  my  part,  it  Is  paying  off  a  debt,  my  dear  fellow, 
if  I  give  you  the  refusal  of  my  practice." 

Butscha  kissed  Madame  MIgnon's  hand,  wetting  It  with 
tears,  and  showed  a  tearful  face  when  Modeste  opened  the 
drawing-room  door. 

"  Who  has  been  distressing  my  mysterious  dwarf?  "  she 
asked. 

"  Oh,  Mademoiselle,  do  we  children  nursed  in  sorrow  ever 
shed  tears  of  grief?     I  have  just  received  such  marks  of 
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attachment,  that  I  was  moved  with  tenderness  for  all  those  in 
whom  I  liked  to  beheve  I  had  found  relations.  I  am  to  be 
a  notary ;  I  may  grow  rich.  Ah,  ha !  Poor  Butscha  may 
some  day  be  rich  Butscha.  You  do  not  know  what  audacity 
exists  in  this  abortion !  "  he  exclaimed. 

The  hunchback  struck  himself  hard  on  his  cavernous  breast, 
and  placed  himself  in  front  of  the  fireplace  after  giving 
Modes te  a  look  that  stole  like  a  gleam  from  under  his  heavy, 
drooping  eyelids;  for  in  this  unforeseen  conjuncture  he  had 
found  his  chance  of  sounding  his  sovereign  lady's  heart. 

For  an  instant  Dumay  fancied  that  the  clerk  had  dared 
aspire  to  Modeste ;  he  exchanged  looks  with  his  friends  which 
were  understood  by  all,  and  which  made  them  gaze  at  the 
little  hunchback  with  a  sort  of  dread  mingled  with  curiosity. 

"  I — I  too — have  my  dreams,"  Butscha  went  on,  not  taking 
his  eyes  off  Modeste. 

The  girl  looked  down  instinctively,  in  a  way  which  was  a 
revelation  to  the  clerk.  "  You  love  romances ;  allow  me,  in 
the  midst  of  my  joy,  to  confide  my  secret  to  you,  and  you 
will  tell  me  if  the  end  of  the  romance  I  have  dreamed  of  for 
my  life  is  possible.  ...  If  not,  of  what  use  is  fortune? 
To  me,  more  than  to  anyone  else,  money  is  happiness,  since 
to  me  happiness  means  the  enriching  of  the  one  I  love !  You 
know  so  many  things.  Mademoiselle,  tell  me  whether  a  man 
can  be  loved  independently  of  his  person — handsome  or  ugly, 
and  for  his  soul  alone." 

Modeste  looked  up  at  Butscha.  It  was  a  terrible,  ques- 
tioning look,  for  at  this  moment  Modeste  shared  Dumay's 
suspicions.  "  When  I  am  rich,  I  shall  look  out  for  some  poor 
but  beautiful  girl,  a  foundling  like  myself,  who  has  suffered 
much,  and  is  very  unhappy ;  I  will  write  to  her,  comfort  her, 
be  her  good  genius;  she  shall  read  my  heart,  my  soul;  she 
shall  have  all  my  wealth,  in  both  kinds — my  gold,  offered  with 
great  delicacy,  and  my  mind,  beautified  by  all  the  graces 
which  the  misfortune  of  birth  has  denied  to  my  grotesque 
form !  And  I  will  remain  hidden,  like  a  cause  which  science 
seeks.  God  perhaps  is  not  beautiful. — The  girl  will  naturally 
be  curious  and  want  to  see  me ;  but  I  shall  tell  her  that  I  am 
a  monster  of  ugliness,  I  will  describe  myself  as  hideous " 
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At  this,  Modestc  looked  hard  in  his  face.  If  she  had  said, 
*'  What  do  you  know  of  my  love  affairs  ?  "  it  could  not  have 
been  more  explicit. 

"  If  I  am  so  happy  as  to  be  loved  for  the  poetry  of  my 
soul ! — if,  some  day,  I  might  seem  to  that  woman  to  be  only 
slightly  deformed,  confess  that  I  shall  be  happier  than  the 
handsomest  of  men,  than  even  a  man  of  genius  beloved  by 
such  a  heavenly  creature  as  you  are " 

The  blush  that  mounted  to  Modeste's  face  betrayed  almost 
the  whole  of  the  girl's  secret  to  the  hunchback. 

"  Well,  now,  if  a  man  can  enrich  the  girl  he  loves,  and 
charm  her  heart  irrespective  of  his  person,  is  that  the  way 
to  be  loved? — This  has  been  the  poor  hunchback's  dream — 
yesterday's  dream ;  for  to-day  your  adorable  mother  has  given 
me  the  clew  to  my  future  treasure  by  promising  to  facilitate 
my  acquiring  an  office  and  connection.  Still,  before  becom- 
ing a  Gobenheim,  I  must  know  whether  such  a  horrible  trans- 
formation will  achieve  its  end.  What  do  you  think.  Made- 
moiselle, on  your  part.?  " 

Modeste  was  so  taken  by  surprise,  that  she  did  not  observe 
Butscha's  appeal  to  her  judgment.  The  lover's  snare  was 
better  contrived  than  the  soldier's;  for  the  poor  girl,  quite 
bewildered,  stood  speechless. 

"  Poor  Butscha !  "  said  Madame  Latoumelle  to  her  hus- 
band, "  is  he  going  mad.f*  " 

"  You  want  to  play  the  fairy  tale  of  Beauty  and  the 
Beast,"  said  Modeste  at  last,  "  and  you  forget  that  the  Beast 
is  turned  into  Prince  Charming." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  said  the  dwarf.  "  Now  I  have  always 
imagined  that  transformation  to  symbolize  the  phenomenon 
of  the  soul  becoming  visible  and  eclipsing  the  body  by  its 
radiant  glory.  If  I  should  never  be  loved,  I  shall  remain 
invisible,  that  is  all ! — You  and  yours,  Madame,"  said  he  to 
his  mistress,  "  instead  of  having  a  dwarf  at  your  command, 
will  have  a  life  and  fortune." 

Butscha  returned  to  his  seat,  and  said  to  the  three  players, 
affecting  perfect  calmness — 

"Who  deals?" 

But  to  himself  he  was  saying  with  grief,  '*  She  wants  to 
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be  loved  for  her  own  sake;  she  is  corresponding  with  some 
sham  great  man,  and  how  far  has  she  gone?  " 

"  My  dear  mamma,  it  has  struck  a  quarter  to  ten,"  said 
Modeste  to  her  mother. 

Madame  Mignon  bid  her  friends  good-night,  and  went 
to  bed. 

Those  who  insist  on  loving  in  secret  may  be  watched  over 
by  Pyrenean  dogs,  mothers,  Dumays,  Latournelles — they  are 
in  no  danger  from  these ;  but  a  lover !  It  is  diamond  cut 
diamond,  fire  against  fire,  wit  against  wit,  a  perfect  equa- 
tion, of  which  the  terms  are  equal  and  interchangeable. 

On  Sunday  morning  Butscha  was  beforehand  with  Madame 
Latournelle,  who  always  went  to  escort  Modeste  to  Mass,  and 
stayed  cruising  about  outside  the  Chalet,  waiting  for  the 
postman. 

"  Have  you  a  letter  for  Mademoiselle  Modeste  this  morn- 
ing.'* "  he  asked  of  that  humble  functionary  as  he  approached. 

"  No,  Monsieur,  no " 

"  We  have  been  good  customers  of  the  Government  for 
some  time  past !  "  exclaimed  the  clerk. 

"  I  believe  you !  "  repHed  the  postman. 

Modeste  from  her  room  saw  and  heard  this  little  interview; 
she  posted  herself  at  her  window  at  this  hour,  behind  the 
Venetian  shutter,  to  watch  for  the  postman. 

She  went  down  and  out  into  the  little  garden,  where,  in  a 
husky  voice,  she  called  out,  "  Monsieur  Butscha." 

"  Here  am  I,  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  hunchback,  coming 
to  the  little  gate,  which  Modeste  herself  opened. 

"  Will  you  tell  me  whether  you  include  among  your  titles 
to  the  affection  of  a  woman  the  disgraceful  espionage  you 
choose  to  exercise  ?  "  asked  the  girl,  trying  to  overwhelm  her 
slave  by  her  gaze  and  queenly  attitude. 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle,"  he  proudly  replied.  "  I  had  never 
imagined,"  he  added  in  a  low  voice,  "  that  a  worm  could  do 
good  service  to  a  star !  But  so  it  is.  Would  you  rather 
have  your  heart  read  by  your  mother,  Monsieur  Dumay,  and 
Madame  Latournelle,  than  by  a  poor  creature,  almost  an 
outcast  from  life,  who  is  3'ours  as  much  as  one  of  the  flowers 
you  cut  to  gratify  you  for  a  moment.''     They  all  know  that 
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you  love;  I  alone  know  how.  Take  me  as  you  would  take  a 
watch-dog;  I  will  obey  you,  I  will  protect  you,  I  will  never 
bark,  and  I  will  have  no  opinions  about  you.  All  I  ask  is 
that  you  will  let  me  be  of  some  use  to  you.  Your  father 
placed  Dumay  in  your  menagerie;  try  a  Butscha,  and  you 
will  find  it  quite  another  story !  A  poor  Butscha,  who  asks 
for  nothing,  not  even  for  a  bone !  " 

"  Well,  I  will  take  you  on  trial,"  said  Modeste,  who  only 
wished  to  be  rid  of  so  sharp  a  guardian.  "  Go  at  once  to  all 
the  hotels  at  Graville  and  le  Havre,  and  ask  if  a  M.  Arthur 
has  arrived  from  England " 

'*  Listen,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Butscha  respectfully,  but  in- 
terrupting Modeste,  "  I  will  just  go  for  a  walk  on  the  beach, 
and  that  will  be  all  that  is  necessary,  for  you  do  not  wish  me 
to  go  to  church,  that  is  all." 

Modeste  looked  at  the  hunchback  in  blank  astonishment. 

*'  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  though  you  have  wrapped  your  face 
in  wadding  and  a  handkerchief,  you  have  no  cold;  though 
you  have  a  double  veil  to  your  hat,  it  is  only  to  see  without 
being  seen." 

"What  endows  you  with  so  much  penetration,?"  cried 
Modeste,  reddening. 

"  Why,  Mademoiselle,  you  have  no  stays  on  !  A  cold  would 
not  require  you  to  disguise  your  figure  by  putting  on  several 
petticoats,  to  hide  your  hands  in  old  gloves,  and  your  pretty 
feet  in  hideous  boots,  to  dress  yourself  anyhow,  to " 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  she.  "  But,  now,  how  am  I  sure  that 
you  will  obey  me  ?  " 

"  My  master  wanted  to  go  to  Sainte-Adresse,  and  was  rather 
put  out;  but  as  he  is  really  very  kind,  he  would  not  deprive 
me  of  my  Sunday.  Well,  I  will  propose  to  him  that  we  should 
go " 

*'  Go  then,  and  I  shall  trust  to  you " 

"  Are  you  sure  you  will  not  want  me  at  le  Havre.?  " 

*'  Quite. — Listen,  mysterious  dwarf,  and  look  up,"  she  said, 
pointing  to  a  cloudless  sky.  "  Can  you  see  the  track  left  by 
the  bird  that  flew  across  just  now.?  Well,  my  actions,  as  pure 
as  that  pure  air,  leave  no  more  trace  than  that.  Reassure 
Dumay  and  the  Latournelles,  reassure  my  mother ;  and  be  sure 
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that  this  hand  "  (and  she  held  out  to  him  a  slender  little  hand 
with  upturned  finger-tips,  transparent  to  the  light)  "  will 
never  be  given  away,  never  even  warmed  by  the  kiss  of  what 
is  called  a  lover,  before  my  father's  return." 

"  And  why  do  you  want  me  to  keep  away  from  church 
to-day?" 

"  Do  you  cross-question  me,  after  all  I  have  done  you  the 
honor  to  tell  you  and  require  of  you?  " 

Butscha  bowed  without  replying,  and  hastened  home,  en- 
raptured at  thus  entering  the  service  of  his  anonymous  mis- 
tress. 

An  hour  later  Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  came  to 
fetch  Modeste,  who  complained  of  a  dreadful  toothache. 

"  I  really  had  not  strength  to  dress,"  said  she. 

"  Well,  then,  stay  at  home,"  said  the  notary's  wife. 

"  No,  no.  I  will  go  and  pray  for  my  father's  safe  return," 
replied  Modeste ;  "  and  I  thought  that  if  I  wrapped  up  well, 
it  would  do  me  more  good  than  harm  to  go  out." 

So  Mademoiselle  Mignon  set  out  alone  with  Latournelle. 
She  would  not  take  his  arm  for  fear  of  being  questioned  as  to 
the  internal  tremor  that  agitated  her  at  the  idea  of  so  soon 
seeing  her  great  poet.  One  look,  the  first,  was  about  to  decide 
her  future  existence. 

Is  there  in  the  life  of  man  a  more  exquisite  moment  than 
that  of  the  first  promised  meeting?  Can  the  feelings  that  lie 
buried  in  his  heart,  and  that  then  burst  into  life,  ever  be  known 
again  ?  Can  he  ever  again  feel  the  pleasure  that  he  finds,  as 
did  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  in  choosing  his  best  razors,  his  finest 
shirts,  spotless  collars,  and  impeccable  clothes?  We  deify 
everything  that  is  associated  with  that  supreme  hour.  We 
imagine  poems  in  our  hearts,  secret  poems  as  beautiful  as  the 
woman's,  and  on  the  day  when  each  reads  the  other's  soul 
all  is  over !  Is  it  not  the  same  with  these  things  as  with  the 
blossom  of  those  wild  fruits,  at  once  sharp  and  sweet,  lost  in 
forest  depths,  the  delight  of  the  sun,  no  doubt ;  or,  as  Canalis 
says  in  "  The  Maiden's  Song,"  the  gladness  of  the  plant  itself 
which  the  Angel  of  Flowers  has  allowed  to  see  its  own  beauty. 

This  leads  to  the  reflection  that  La  Briere,  a  modest  soul, 
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like  many  another  penurious  being  for  whom  life  begins  with 
toil  and  money  difficulties,  had  never  yet  been  loved.  He 
had  arrived  at  le  Havre  the  night  before,  and  had  at  once 
gone  to  bed,  like  a  coquette,  to  efface  every  trace  of  his 
journey;  and  he  had  now,  after  taking  a  bath,  just  com- 
pleted a  carefully  advantageous  toilet.  This,  perhaps,  is  the 
place  for  giving  a  full-length  portrait  of  him,  if  only  to 
justify  the  last  letter  Modeste  was  ever  to  write  to  him. 

Born  of  a  good  family  at  Toulouse,  distantly  connected 
with  that  Minister  who  took  him  under  his  patronage,  Ernest 
has  the  well-bred  air  which  comes  of  an  education  begun  from 
the  cradle;  the  habit  of  business  has  given  it  solidity  with- 
out effort,  for  pedantry  is  the  rock  on  which  precocious  grav- 
ity is  commonly  wrecked.  Of  medium  height,  his  face  is  at- 
tractively refined  and  gentle;  his  complexion  warm,  though 
colorless,  was  at  that  time  set  off  by  a  slender  mustache  and 
a  small  imperial,  a  virgule  a  la  Mazarin,  But  for  these  manly 
witnesses,  he  would,  perhaps,  have  looked  too  much  like  a  girl 
dressed  up,  so  delicate  is  the  cut  of  his  face  and  lips,  so 
natural  is  it  to  attribute  to  a  woman  teeth  of  transparent 
enamel  and  almost  artificial  evenness.  Add  to  these  feminine 
characteristics  a  voice  as  sweet  as  his  looks,  as  gentle  as  his 
turquoise  blue  eyes,  with  Oriental  lids,  and  you  will  perfectly 
understand  how  it  was  that  the  Minister  had  nicknamed  his 
young  private  secretary  Mademoiselle  de  la  Briere.  His 
broad,  smooth  forehead,  framed  under  thick  black  hair,  has 
a  dreamy  look  that  does  not  contradict  the  expression  of  his 
countenance,  which  is  wholly  melancholy.  The  prominence 
of  the  eyebrows,  though  delicately  arched,  overshadows  the 
eyes,  and  adds  to  this  look  of  melancholy  by  the  sadness — 
a  physical  sadness,  so  to  speak — that  the  eyelids  give  when 
they  half  close  the  eyes.  This  secret  bashfulness,  to  which 
we  give  the  name  of  modesty,  characterizes  his  features  and 
person.  The  whole  result  will,  perhaps,  be  better  understood 
if  we  add  that  the  theory  of  perfect  drawing  demands  greater 
length  in  the  shape  of  the  head,  more  space  between  the  chin, 
which  ends  abruptly,  and  the  forehead,  on  which  the  hair 
grows  too  low.  Thus  the  face  looks  flattened.  Work  had 
already  graven  a  furrow  between  the  eyebrows,  which  were 
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thick,  and  too  nearly  met,  like  those  of  all  jealous  natures. 
Though  La  Briere  was  as  yet  slight,  his  figure  was  one  of 
those  which,  developing  late,  are  unexpectedly  stout  at  the 
age  of  thirty. 

The  young  man  might  very  well  have  typified,  to  those 
who  are  familiar  with  French  history,  the  royal  and  mys- 
terious personality  of  Louis  XIII.,  with  his  melancholy 
diffidence  for  no  known  reason,  pallid  under  his  crown,  lov- 
ing the  fatigue  of  hunting,  and  hating  work;  so  timid  with 
his  mistress  as  to  respect  her  virtue,  so  indifferent  to  his 
friend  as  to  leave  him  to  be  beheaded ;  explicable  only  by  his 
remorse  at  having  avenged  his  father  on  his  mother — either 
a  Catholic  Hamlet  or  the  victim  of  some  incurable  malady. 
But  the  canker-worm  which  paled  the  King's  cheek  and  un- 
nerved his  strength,  was  as  yet,  in  Ernest,  no  more  than 
simple  distrust  of  himself,  the  shyness  of  a  man  to  whom  no 
woman  had  ever  said,  "'  How  I  love  you !  "  and,  above  all, 
wasted  self-sacrifice.  After  hearing  the  knell  of  a  monarchy 
in  the  fall  of  a  minister,  the  poor  boy  had  found  in  Canalis 
a  rock  hidden  under  tempting  mosses;  he  was  seeking  a  des- 
potism to  worship ;  and  this  uneasiness,  that  of  a  dog  in 
search  of  a  master,  gave  him  the  expression  of  the  king 
who  found  his.  These  clouds  and  feelings,  this  "  pale  cast  " 
over  his  whole  person,  made  his  face  far  more  attractive  than 
the  young  secretary  himself  imagined,  annoyed  as  he  was 
sometimes  to  find  himself  classed  by  women  as  a  beau  tene- 
hreux — gloomily  handsome ;  a  style  gone  quite  out  of  fashion 
at  a  time  when  every  man  would  gladly  keep  the  clarions  of 
advertisement  for  his  own  exclusive  use. 

So  Ernest  the  diffident  had  sought  the  adornment  of  the 
most  fashionable  clothes.  For  this  interview,  when  every- 
thing would  depend  on  first  sight,  he  donned  black  trousers 
and  carefully  polished  boots,  a  sulphur-colored  waistcoat,  re- 
vealing an  excessively  fine  shirt  fastened  with  opal  studs,  a 
black  necktie,  and  a  short  blue  coat,  which  looked  as  if  it 
had  been  glued  to  his  back  and  waist  by  some  new  process ;  his 
rosette  graced  the  button-hole.  He  wore  smart  kid  gloves 
of  the  color  of  Florentine  bronze,  and  held  in  his  left  hand 
a  light  cane  and  his  hat,  with  a  certain  Louis-quatorze  air; 
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thus  showing,  as  the  sacred  place  demanded,  his  carefully 
combed  hair,  on  which  the  light  shed  satin-like  reflections. 
Standing  sentry  under  the  porch  from  the  very  beginning  of 
the  service,  he  studied  the  church  while  watching  all  the 
Christians,  more  especially  those  in  petticoats,  who  came, 
to  dip  their  fingers  in  the  holy  water. 

As  Modeste  came  in,  an  inner  voice  cried  out,  "  'Tis  he !  " 
That  coat  and  figure,  so  essentially  Parisian,  that  rosette,  the 
gloves,  the  walking-stick,  the  scented  hair — none  of  these 
things  were  native  to  le  Havre.  And  when  La  Briere  turned 
to  look  at  the  notary's  tall  and  showy  wife,  the  little  notary 
himself  and  the  bundle — a  word  dedicated  to  this  sense  by 
women — under  which  Modeste  had  concealed  herself,  though 
she  was  fully  prepared,  the  poor  child  was  stricken  to  the 
heart  by  the  aspect  of  this  romantic  countenance,  in  the 
bright  daylight  from  the  open  door.  She  could  not  be  mis- 
taken ;  a  small  white  rose  almost  hid  the  rosette.  Would 
Ernest  recognize  his  unknown  fair  hidden  under  an  old  hat 
and  a  double  veil.''  Modeste  was  so  fearful  of  the  clairvoy- 
ance of  love  that  she  walked  with  an  elderly  shuffle. 

"  Wife,"  said  Latournelle,  as  he  went  to  his  place,  "  that 
man  does  not  belong  to  le  Havre." 

"  So  many  strangers  come  through,"  replied  the  lady. 

"  But  do  strangers  ever  think  of  coming  to  see  our  church, 
which  is  not  more  than  two  centuries  old?  " 

Ernest  remained  in  the  porch  all  through  the  service  with- 
out seeing  any  woman  who  realized  his  hopes.  Modeste,  on 
her  part,  could  not  control  her  trembling  till  near  the  end. 
She  was  agitated  by  joys  which  she  alone  could  have  de- 
scribed. At  last  she  heard  on  the  pavement  the  step  of  a 
gentleman,  for  Mass  being  over,  Ernest  was  walking  round 
the  church,  where  no  one  remained  but  the  dilettanti  of 
prayer,  who  became  to  him  the  object  of  anxious  and  piercing 
scrutiny.  He  remarked  the  excessive  trembling  of  the 
prayer-book  held  by  the  veiled  lady  as  he  passed  her ;  and  as 
she  was  the  only  one  who  hid  her  face,  he  conceived  some  sus- 
picions, confirmed  by  Modeste's  dress,  which  he  studied  with 
the  care  of  an  inquisitive  lover. 

When  Madame  Latournelle  left  the  church,  he  followed  her 
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at  a  decent  distance,  and  saw  her,  with  Modeste,  go  into  the 
house  in  the  Rue  Royale,  where  Mademoiselle  Mignon  usu- 
ally waited  till  the  hour  of  vespers.  Ernest  studied  the 
house,  decorated  with  escutcheons,  and  asked  of  a  passer-by 
the  name  of  the  owner,  who  was  mentioned  almost  with  pride 
as  Monsieur  Latournelle,  the  first  notary  of  le  Havre. 

As  he  lounged  down  the  Rue  Royale,  trying  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  interior  of  the  house,  Modeste  could  see  her 
lover ;  she  then  declared  herself  to  be  too  ill  to  attend  vespers, 
and  Madame  Latournelle  kept  her  company.  So  poor  Ernest 
had  his  cruise  for  his  pains.  He  dared  not  go  to  loiter  about 
Ingouville ;  he  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  obey,  and  re- 
turned to  Paris  after  writing  a  letter  while  waiting  for  the 
coach,  and  posting  it  for  Fran9oise  Cochet  to  receive  next 
morning  with  the  postmark  of  le  Havre. 

Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  dined  at  the  Chalet 
every  Sunday,  taking  Modeste  home  after  vespers.  As  soon 
as  the  young  lady  felt  better,  they  all  went  up  to  Ingouville, 
followed  by  Butscha.  Modeste,  quite  happy,  now  dressed 
herself  beautifully.  As  she  went  down  to  dinner  she  forgot 
all  about  her  disguise  of  the  morning  and  her  cold,  and  sang — 

"  Night  and  sleep  begone !    My  heart,  the  violet 
To  God  her  incense  breathes  at  break  of  day! " 

Butscha  felt  a  thrill  as  he  beheld  Modeste,  she  seemed 
to  him  so  completely  changed ;  for  the  wings  of  love  fluttered, 
as  it  were,  on  her  shoulders,  she  looked  like  a  sylph,  and  her 
cheeks  glowed  with  the  divine  hue  of  happiness. 

"  Whose  words  are  those  which  you  have  set  to  such  a 
pretty  air  ?  "  Madame  Mignon  asked  her  daughter. 

"  They  are  by  Canalis,  mamma,"  she  replied,  turning  in 
an  instant  to  the  finest  crimson,  from  her  neck  to  the  roots  of 
her  hair. 

"  Canalis ! "  exclaimed  the  dwarf,  who  learnt  from  Mo- 
ideste's  tone  and  blush  all  of  her  secret  that  he  as  yet  knew 
not.      "  He,  the  great  poet,  does  he  write  ballads  ?  " 

"  They  are  some  simple  lines,"  replied  she,  "  to  which  I 
have  ventured  to  adapt  some  reminiscences  of  German  airs." 
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"  No,  no,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon ;  "  that  music  is 
your  own,  my  dear !  " 

Modeste,  feeling  herself  grow  hotter  and  hotter,  went  out 
into  the  garden,  taking  Butscha  with  her. 

"  You  can  do  me  a  great  service,"  said  she,  in  an  under- 
tone. "  Dumay  is  affecting  discretion  to  my  mother  and  me 
as  to  the  amount  of  the  fortune  my  father  is  bringing  home, 
and  I  want  to  know  the  truth.  Has  not  Dumay,  at  differ- 
ent times,  sent  papa  five  hundred  and  something  thousand 
francs?  My  father  is  not  the  man  to  stay  abroad  four 
years  simply  to  double  his  capital.  Now  a  ship  is  coming 
in  that  is  all  his  own,  and  the  share  he  offers  Dumay  amounts 
to  nearly  six  hundred  thousand  francs." 

"  We  need  not  question  Dumay,"  said  Butscha.  "  Your 
father  had  lost,  as  you  know,  four  millions  of  francs  be- 
fore his  departure,  these  he  has  no  doubt  recovered;  he 
would  certainly  have  given  Dumay  ten  per  cent,  of  his 
profits;  so,  from  the  fortune  the  worthy  Breton  confesses  to, 
my  chief  and  I  calculate  that  the  Colonel's  must  amount  to 
six  or  seven  millions " 

"  Oh,  father ! "  cried  Modeste,  crossing  her  arms,  and  rais- 
ing her  eyes  to  heaven,  "  you  have  given  me  a  second  life !  " 

"  Oh,  Mademoiselle,  you  love  a  poet !  A  man  of  that  stamp 
is  more  or  less  of  a  Narcissus.  Will  he  love  you  as  he  ought.? 
A  craftsman  in  words,  always  absorbed  in  fitting  sentences 
together,  is  very  fatiguing.  A  poet,  Mademoiselle,  is  not 
poetry — no  more  than  the  seed  is  the  flower." 

"  Butscha,  I  never  saw  such  a  handsome  man !  " 

"  Beauty,  Mademoiselle,  is  a  veil  which  often  serves  to 
hide  many  imperfections." 

"  He  has  the  most  angelic  heart  that  heaven " 

*'  God  grant  you  may  be  right,"  said  the  dwarf,  clasping 
his  hands.  "  May  you  be  happy !  That  man,  like  yourself, 
will  have  a  slave  in  Jean  Butscha.  I  shall  then  no  longer  be 
a  notary ;  I  shall  give  myself  up  to  study — to  science " 

"And  why.?" 

"  Well,  Mademoiselle,  to  bring  up  your  children,  if  you 
will  condescend  to  allow  me  to  be  their  tutor.  .  .  .  Oh! 
if  you  would  accept  a  piece  of  advice!     Look  here,  let  me 
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go  to  work  my  own  way.  I  could  ferret  out  this  man's  life 
and  habits,  could  discover  if  he  is  kind,  if  he  is  violent  or 
gentle,  if  he  will  show  you  the  respect  you  deserve,  if  he  is 
capable  of  loving  you  perfectly,  preferring  you  to  all  else, 
even  to  his  own  talent " 

"  What  can  it  matter  if  I  love  him?  "  said  she  simply. 

"  To  be  sure,  that  is  true,"  cried  the  hunchback. 

At  this  moment  Madame  Mignon  was  saying  to  her 
friends — 

"  My  daughter  has  this  day  seen  the  man  she  loves." 

"  Can  it  be  that  sulphur-colored  waistcoat  that  puzzled  you 
so  much,  Latournelle  ?  "  cried  the  notary's  wife.  "  That  young 
man  had  a  pretty  white  rosebud  in  his  buttonhole " 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  mother,  "  a  token  to  be  known  by !  " 

*'  He  wore  the  rosette  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,"  Madame 
Latournelle  went  on.  "  He  is  a  charming  youth !  But  we 
are  all  wrong;  Modeste  never  raised  her  veil,  she  was  hud- 
dled up  like  a  pauper,  and " 

"  And  she  said  she  was  ill,"  added  the  notary.  "  But  she 
has  thrown  off  her  mufflers,  and  is  perfectly  well  now ! " 

"  It  is  incomprehensible !  "  said  Dumay. 

"  Alas !  it  is  as  clear  as  day,"  said  the  notary. 

"  My  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  Modeste,  who  came 
in,  followed  by  Butscha,  *'  did  you  happen  to  see  in  church 
this  morning  a  well-dressed  little  man  with  a  white  rose  in 
his  buttonhole,  and  the  rosette " 

*'  I  saw  him,"  Butscha  hastily  put  in,  seeing  by  the  atten- 
tion of  the  whole  party  what  a  trap  Modeste  might  fall 
into.  *'  It  was  Grindot,  the  famous  architect,  with  whom  the 
town  is  treating  for  the  restoration  of  the  church.  He 
came  from  Paris,  and  I  found  him  this  morning  examining 
the  outside  as  I  set  out  for  Sainte-Adresse." 

"  Oh !  he  is  an  architect !  He  puzzled  me  greatly,"  said 
Modeste,  to  whom  Butscha  had  secured  time  to  recover  herself. 

Dumay  looked  askance  at  Butscha.  Modeste,  put  on  her 
guard,  assumed  an  impenetrable  demeanor.  Dumay's  sus- 
picions were  excited  to  the  highest  pitch,  and  he  resolved 
to  go  next  day  to  the  Mairie  and  ascertain  whether  the 
expected  architect  had  in  fact  been  at  le  Havre.     Butscha, 
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on  his  part,  very  uneasy  as  to  Modeste's  ultimate  fate,  de- 
cided on  starting  for  Paris  to  set  a  watch  over  Canalis. 

Gobenheim  arrived  in  time  to  play  a  rubber,  and  his  pres- 
ence repressed  the  ferment  of  feeling.  Modeste  awaited  her 
mother's  bedtime  almost  with  impatience;  she  wanted  to 
write,  and  this  is  the  letter  her  love  dictated  to  her  when 
she  thought  that  everyone  was  asleep. 

XIII. 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis. 

"  Oh,  my  best-beloved  friend,  what  vile  libels  are  your 
portraits  displayed  in  the  print-sellers'  windows !  And  I  who 
was  happy  with  that  detestable  lithograph !  I  am  quite  shy 
of  loving  such  a  handsome  man.  No,  I  cannot  conceive  that 
Paris  women  can  be  so  stupid  as  not  to  see,  one  and  all,  that 
you  are  the  fulfilment  of  their  dreams.  You  neglected ! 
You  loveless ! — I  do  not  believe  a  word  you  have  said  about 
your  obscure  and  laborious  life,  your  devotion  to  an  idol  till 
now  vainly  sought  for.  You  have  been  too  well  loved.  Mon- 
sieur; your  brow,  as  pale  and  smooth  as  a  magnolia  petal, 
plainly  shows  it,  and  I  shall  be  wretched. 

"  What  am  I  now  ? — Ah !  why  have  you  called  me  forth  to 
life !  In  one  instant  I  felt  that  I  had  shed  my  ponderous 
chrysalis  !  My  soul  burst  the  crystal  which  held  it  captive ; 
it  rushed  through  my  veins.  In  short,  the  cold  silence  of 
things  suddenly  ceased  to  me;  everything  in  nature  spoke 
to  me.  The  old  church  to  me  was  luminous ;  its  vaults,  glit- 
tering with  gold  and  azure,  like  that  of  an  Italian  church, 
sparkled  above  my  head.  The  melodious  strains,  sung  by 
angels  to  martyrs  to  make  them  forget  their  anguish,  sounded 
through  the  organ !  The  hideous  pavement  of  le  Havre 
seemed  like  a  flowery  path.  I  recognized  the  sea  as  an  old 
friend,  whose  language,  full  of  sympathy,  I  had  never  known 
well  enough.  I  saw  how  the  roses  in  my  garden  and  green- 
house had  long  worshiped  me,  and  whispered  to  me  to  love! 
They  all  smiled  on  me  on  my  return  from  church;  and,  to 
crown  all,  I  heard  your  name  of  Melchior  murmured  by  the 
flower-bells ;  I  saw  it  written  on  the  clouds !  Yes,  I  am  indeed 
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alive,  thanks  to  you — poet  more  beautiful  than  that  cold  and 
prim  Lord  Byron,  whose  face  is  as  dull  as  the  English 
climate.  Wedded  to  you  by  one  only  of  your  Oriental 
glances  which  pierced  my  black  veil,  you  transfused  your 
blood  into  my  veins,  and  it  fired  me  from  head  to  foot.  Ah, 
we  do  not  feel  life  like  that  when  our  mothers  bring  us  into  the 
world!  A  blow  dealt  to  you  would  fall  on  me  at  the  same 
instant,  and  my  existence  henceforth  can  only  be  accounted 
for  by  your  mind.  I  know  now  the  purpose  of  the  divine 
harmony  of  music;  it  was  invented  by  the  angels  to  express 
love. 

"  To  be  a  genius  and  handsome  too,  my  Melchior,  is  too 
much.  A  man  should  have  a  choice  at  his  birth.  But  when 
I  think  of  the  treasures  of  tenderness  and  affection  you  have 
lavished  on  me,  especially  during  this  last  month,  I  wonder 
whether  I  am  dreaming !  Nay,  you  must  be  hiding  some 
mystery.  What  woman  could  give  you  up  without  dying 
of  it.'*  Yes,  jealousy  has  entered  my  heart  with  such  love 
as  I  could  not  believe  in !  Could  I  imagine  such  a  con- 
flagration ? 

"  A  new  and  inconceivable  vagary !  I  now  wish  you  were 
ugly !  What  follies  I  committed  when  I  got  home !  Every 
yellow  dahlia  reminded  me  of  your  pretty  waistcoat,  every 
white  rose  was  a  friend,  and  I  greeted  them  with  a  look 
which  was  yours,  as  I  am  wholly !  The  color  of  the  gentle- 
man's well-fitting  gloves — everything,  to  the  sound  of  his 
step  on  the  flagstones — everything  is  so  exactly  represented 
by  my  memory  that,  sixty  years  hence,  I  shall  still  see  the 
smallest  details  of  this  high  day,  the  particular  color  of  the 
atmosphere,  and  the  gleam  of  the  sunbeam  reflected  from  a 
pillar;  I  shall  hear  the  prayer  which  your  advent  broke 
into;  I  shall  breathe  the  incense  from  the  altar;  and  I  shall 
fancy  that  I  feel  above  our  heads  the  hands  of  the  priest 
who  was  giving  us  the  final  benediction  just  as  you  went  past. 
That  good  Abbe  Marcellin  has  married  us  already.  The 
superhuman  joy  of  experiencing  this  world  of  new  and  unex- 
pected emotions  can  only  be  equaled  by  the  joy  I  feel  in 
telling  you  of  them,  in  rendering  up  all  my  happiness  to 
him  who  pours  it  into  my  soul  with  the  unstinting  bounty 
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of  the  sun.  So  no  more  veils,  my  beloved!  Come,  oh,  come 
back  soon !     I  will  unmask  with  joy. 

"  You  have,  no  doubt,  heard  of  the  firm  of  Mignon  of 
le  Havre.''  Well,  in  consequence  of  an  irreparable  loss,  I  am 
the  sole  heiress  of  the  family.  Do  not  scorn  us,  you  who 
are  descended  from  one  of  the  heroes  of  Auvergne.  The 
arms  of  Mignon  de  la  Bastie  will  not  dishonor  those  of 
Canalis.  They  are  gules,  a  bend  sable  charged  with  three 
besants,  in  each  quarter  a  patriarchal  cross  or,  surmounted 
by  a  cardinal's  hat,  and  the  cord  and  tassels  as  mantling. 
My  dear,  I  will  be  faithful  to  our  motto,  Una  fides,  unus 
DominusI     The  true  faith,  and  one  Lord. 

*'  Perhaps,  my  friend,  you  will  think  there  is  some  irony 
in  my  name  after  all  I  have  here  confessed.  It  is  Modeste. 
Thus,  I  did  not  altogether  cheat  you  in  signing  *  O. 
d'Este-M.'  Nor  did  I  deceive  you  in  speaking  of  my  for- 
tune; it  will,  I  believe,  amount  to  the  sum  which  has  made 
you  so  virtuous.  And  I  know  so  surely  that  to  you  money 
is  so  unimportant  a  consideration,  that  I  can  write  of  it  un- 
affectedly. At  the  same  time,  you  must  let  me  tell  you  how 
glad  I  am  to  be  able  to  endow  our  happiness  with  the  free- 
dom of  action  and  movement  that  wealth  gives,  the  power  of 

saying,  '  Let  us  go '  when  the  fancy  takes  us  to  see  a 

foreign  land,  of  flying  off  in  a  comfortable  carriage,  seated 
side  by  side,  without  a  care  about  money ;  and  happy,  too, 
to  give  you  the  right  of  saying  to  the  King,  '  I  have  such  a 
fortune  as  you  require  in  3'our  peers  ! ' 

"  In  this,  Modeste  Mignon  can  be  of  some  service  to  you, 
and  her  money  will  find  noble  uses.  As  to  your  humble 
servant,  you  have  seen  her  once,  at  her  window  in  a  wrapper. 
— Yes,  the  fair-haired  daughter  of  Eve  was  your  unknown 
correspondent ;  but  how  little  does  the  Modeste  of  to-day  re- 
semble her  whom  you  then  saw !  She  was  wrapped  in  a 
shroud,  and  this  other — have  I  not  told  you  so? — has  derived 
from  you  the  life  of  life.  Pure  and  permitted  love,  a  love 
that  my  father,  now  at  last  returning  from  his  travels  and 
with  riches,  will  sanction,  has  uplifted  me  with  its  childlike 
but  powerful  hand  from  the  depths  of  the  tomb  where  I  was 
sleeping.     You   awoke  me   as   the   sun   awakes   the  flowers. 
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The  glance  of  her  you  love  is  not  now  that  of  the  bold-faced 
little  Modeste!  Oh,  no;  it  is  bashful,  it  has  glimpses  of 
happiness,  and  veils  itself  under  chaste  eyelids.  My  fear  now 
is  that  I  cannot  deserve  my  lot.  The  King  has  appeared  in 
his  glory;  my  liege  has  now  a  mere  vassal,  who  implores  his 
forgiveness  for  taking  such  liberties,  as  the  thimble-rigger 
with  loaded  dice  did  after  cheating  the  Chevalier  de 
Grammont. 

"  Yes,  beloved  poet,  I  will  be  your  *  Mignon,'  but  a  hap- 
pier Mignon  than  Goethe's,  for  you  will  leave  me  to  dwell  in 
my  native  land,  won't  you? — in  your  heart. 

"  As  I  write  this  bridal  wish,  a  nightingale  in  the  Vil- 
quins'  park  has  just  answered  for  you.  Oh!  let  me  quickly 
hear  that  the  nightingale,  with  his  long-drawn  note,  so  pure, 
so  clear,  so  full,  inundating  my  heart  with  love  and  gladness, 
like  an  Annunciation,  has  not  lied. 

"  My  father  will  pass  through  Paris,  on  his  way  from 
Marseilles.  The  house  of  Mongenod,  his  correspondents,  will 
know  his  address;  go  to  see  him,  my  dearest  Melchior,  tell 
him  that  you  love  me,  and  do  not  try  to  tell  him  how  much 
I  love  you;  let  that  be  a  secret  always  between  us  and  God! 
I,  dear  adored  one,  will  tell  my  mother  everything.  She, 
a  daughter  of  Wallenrod-Tustall-Bartenstild,  will  justify 
me  by  her  caresses ;  she  will  be  made  happy  by  our  secret  and 
romantic  poem,  at  once  human  and  divine !  You  have  the 
daughter's  pledge;  now  obtain  the  consent  of  the  Comte  de 
la  Bastie,  the  father  of  your  own  Modeste. 

"  P.  S. — Above  all,  do  not  come  to  le  Havre  without  hav- 
ing obtained  my  father's  permission ;  and,  if  you  love  me, 
you  will  be  able  to  discover  him  on  his  way  through  Paris." 

"  What  are  you  doing  at  this  time  of  night,  Mademoiselle 
Modeste .''  "  asked  Dumay. 

"  I  am  writing  to  my  father,"  she  replied  to  the  old 
soldier.  "  Did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  were  starting  to- 
morrow.'' " 

Dumay  had  no  answer  to  this,  and  went  to  bed,  while 
Modeste  wrote  a  long  letter  to  her  father. 
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Next  day  Fran9oise  Cochet,  alarmed  at  seeing  the  Havre 
postmark,  came  up  to  the  Chalet  to  deliver  to  her  young 
mistress  the  following  letter,  and  carry  away  that  which 
Modesto  had  written. 

To  Mademoiselle  O.  d'Este-M. 

*'  My  heart  warns  me  that  you  were  the  woman,  so  care- 
fully veiled  and  disguised,  placed  between  Monsieur  and 
Madame  Latournelle,  who  have  but  one  child,  a  son.  Ah, 
dearly  loved  one !  if  you  are  of  humble  rank,  devoid  of  posi- 
tion, distinction,  or  even  fortune,  you  cannot  imagine  what 
my  joy  would  be.  You  must  know  me  by  this  time;  why  not 
tell  me  the  whole  truth?  I  am  no  poet  excepting  through 
love  in  my  heart,  and  for  you.  Oh,  what  immense  affection 
I  must  have  to  stay  here,  in  this  Hotel  de  Normandie,  and 
not  walk  up  to  Ingouville,  that  I  can  see  from  my  windows? 
Will  you  love  me  as  I  love  you.f*  To  have  to  leave  le  Havre 
for  Paris  in  such  uncertainty !  Is  not  that  being  punished 
for  loving  as  if  I  had  committed  a  crime? — I  have  obeyed 
you  blindly. 

"  Ah !  let  me  soon  have  a  letter ;  for,  if  you  are  mysterious, 
I  have  returned  mystery  for  mystery,  and  I  must  at  last 
throw  off  the  mask  of  my  incognito,  and  tell  you  how  little 
I  am  a  poet,  abdicating  the  glory  you  have  lent  me." 

This  letter  greatly  disturbed  Modeste;  she  could  not  with- 
draw her  own,  which  Fran9oise  had  already  posted  by  the 
time  she  read  the  last  lines  once  more,  puzzled  as  to  their 
meaning ;  but  she  went  up  to  her  room,  and  wrote  an  answer, 
asking  for  explanations. 

During  these  little  incidents,  others,  equally  small,  were 
happening  in  the  town,  and  were  destined  to  make  Modeste 
forget  her  uneasiness.  Dumay,  having  gone  early  to  le 
Havre,  at  once  knew  that  no  architect  had  arrived  there  the 
night  before  last.  Furious  at  the  lie  told  him  by  Butscha, 
which  revealed  a  complicity  which  he  would  know  the  mean- 
ing of,  he  hurried  from  the  Mairie  to  the  Latournelles. 

"  Where  is  your  Master  Butscha  ?  "  asked  he  of  his  friend 
the  notary,  on  not  finding  the  clerk  in  the  office. 
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**  Butscha,  ray  dear  fellow?  He  is  on  the  road  to  Paris, 
whisked  away  by  the  steamboat.  Early  this  morning,  on 
the  quay,  he  met  a  sailor,  who  told  him  that  his  father,  the 
Swedish  sailor,  has  come  into  some  money.  Butscha's  father 
went  to  India,  it  would  seem,  and  served  some  prince,  a 
Mahratta,  and  he  is  now  in  Paris " 

"  A  pack  of  hes  !  Shameful !  Monstrous  !  Oh,  I  will  find 
that  damned  hunchback;  I  am  going  to  Paris,  and  on  pur- 
pose for  that !  "  cried  Dumay.  "  Butscha  is  deceiving  us  ! 
He  knows  something  about  Modeste,  and  has  never  told  us. 

If  he  dares  meddle  in  the  matter He  shall  never  be  a 

notary;  I  will  cast  him  back  on  his  mother,  in  the  mire,  in 
the » 

"  Come,  my  friend,  never  hang  a  man  without  trying 
him,"  replied  Latournelle,  terrified  at  Dumay's  exasperation. 

After  explaining  on  what  his  suspicions  were  founded, 
Dumay  begged  Madame  Latournelle  to  stay  at  the  Chalet 
with  Modeste  during  his  absence. 

"  You  will  find  the  Colonel  in  Paris,"  said  the  notary. 
"  In  the  shipping  news  this  morning,  in  the  Commerce  news- 
paper, under  the  heading  of  Marseilles. — Here,  look ! "  he 
said,  handing  him  the  sheet,  "  '  The  Bettina-Mignon,  Cap- 
tain Mignon,  arrived  October  16th,'  and  to-day  is  the  17th. 
At  this  moment  all  le  Havre  knows  of  the  master's  return." 

Dumay  requested  Gobenheim  to  dispense  henceforth  with 
his  services ;  he  then  returned  at  once  to  the  Chalet,  going 
in  at  the  moment  when  Modeste  had  just  closed  her  letters  to 
her  father  and  to  Canalis.  The  two  letters  were  exactly  alike 
in  shape  and  thickness,  differing  only  in  the  address. 
Modeste  thought  she  had  laid  that  to  her  father  over  that 
to  her  Melchior,  and  had  done  just  the  reverse.  This  mis- 
take, so  common  in  the  trifles  of  life,  led  to  the  discovery  of 
her  secret  by  her  mother  and  Dumay. 

The  Lieutenant  was  talking  eagerly  to  Madame  Mignon  in 
the  drawing-room,  confiding  to  her  the  fresh  fears  to  which 
Modeste's  duplicity  and  Butscha's  connivance  had  given  rise. 

"  I  tell  you,  Madame,"  he  exclaimed,  "  he  is  a  viper  we 
have  warmed  on  our  hearth ;  there  is  not  room  for  a  soul  in 
these  fag-ends  of  humanity." 
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Modeste  had  slipped  the  letter  to  her  father  into  her 
pocket,  fancying  that  it  was  the  letter  to  her  lover,  and 
went  down  with  that  addressed  to  Canalis  in  her  hand,  hear- 
ing Dumay  speak  of  starting  immediately  for  Paris. 

*'  What  is  wrong  with  my  poor  Mysterious  Dwarf,  and 
why  are  you  talking  so  loud?  "  said  she  at  the  door  of  the 
drawing-room. 

*'  Butscha,  Mademoiselle,  set  out  for  Paris  this  morning, 
and  you,  no  doubt,  can  say  why ! — It  must  be  to  carry  on 
some  intrigue  with  the  so-called  little  architect  in  a  sulphur- 
colored  waistcoat,  who,  unluckily  for  the  hunchback's  false- 
hood, has  not  yet  been  to  le  Havre." 

Modeste  was  startled ;  she  guessed  that  the  dwarf  had 
gone  off  to  make  his  own  inquiries  as  to  the  poet's  manners 
and  customs ;  she  turned  pale,  and  sat  down. 

"  I  will  be  after  him ;  I  will  find  him !  "  said  Dumay. 
"  That,  no  doubt,  is  the  letter  for  your  father  ?  "  he  added, 
holding  out  his  hand.  "  I  will  send  it  to  Mongenod's — if 
only  my  Colonel  and  I  do  not  cross  on  the  way." 

Modeste  gave  him  the  letter.  Little  Dumay,  who  could 
read  without  spectacles,  mechanically  read  the  address — 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis,  Rue  de  Paradis-Poison- 
niere.  No.  29 !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  What  is  the  meaning  of 
this.?" 

"  Ah !  my  child,  then  he  is  the  man  you  love ! "  cried 
Madame  Mignon.  "  The  verses  you  set  to  music  are  by 
him ^" 

"  And  it  is  his  portrait  that  you  have  upstairs  in  a  frame !  " 
added  Dumay. 

"  Give  me  back  that  letter,  Monsieur  Dumay,"  said 
Modeste,  drawing  herself  up,  like  a  lioness  defending  her 
cubs. 

"  Here  it  is.  Mademoiselle,"  he  replied.  Modeste  slipped 
the  letter  into  her  bosom,  and  held  out  to  Dumay  that  ad- 
dressed to  her  father. 

"  I  know  you  to  be  capable  of  anything,  Duma}^"  said 
she ;  "  but  if  you  move  a  single  step  towards  Monsieur  de 
Canalis,  I  will  take  one  out  of  this  house,  and  never  come 
back !  " 
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"  You  will  kill  your  mother ! "  replied  Dumay,  who  went 
to  call  his  wife. 

The  poor  mother  had  fainted  away,  stricken  to  the  heart 
by  Modeste's  threatening  speech. 

"  Good-by,  wife,"  said  the  Breton,  embracing  the  little 
American.  "  Save  the  mother;  I  am  going  to  save  the 
daughter." 

He  left  Modeste  and  Madame  Dumay  with  Madame 
Mignon,  made  his  preparations  in  a  few  minutes,  and  went 
down  to  le  Havre.  An  hour  later  he  set  off  by  post  with 
the  swiftness  which  passion  or  interest  alone  can  give  to 
the  wheels. 

Madame  Mignon  soon  revived  under  her  daughter's  care, 
and  went  up  to  her  room,  leaning  on  Modeste's  arm ;  the  only 
reproach  she  uttered  when  they  were  alone  was  to  say,  "  Un- 
happy child !  what  have  you  done  ?  Why  hide  anything  from 
me  ?     Am  I  so  stern  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course,  I  was  going  to  tell  you  everything," 
replied  the  girl  in  tears. 

She  told  her  mother  the  whole  story;  she  read  her  all  the 
letters  and  replies;  she  plucked  the  rose  of  her  poem  to 
pieces,  petal  by  petal,  to  lay  in  the  heart  of  the  kind  Ger- 
man lady ;  this  took  up  half  the  day.  When  her  confession 
was  ended,  and  she  saw  something  like  a  smile  on  the  lips 
of  the  too  indulgent  blind  woman,  she  threw  herself  into  her 
arms  with  tears. 

"  Oh,  mother ! "  cried  she,  in  the  midst  of  her  sobs,  "  you 
whose  heart  is  of  gold,  and  all  poetry,  and  like  some  choice 
vessel  molded  by  God  to  contain  the  one  pure  and  heavenly 
love  that  can  fill  a  whole  life ! — you  whom  I  long  to  imitate 
by  loving  nothing  on  earth  but  my  husband — you  must  know 
how  bitter  are  these  tears  which  I  shed  at  this  moment,  which 
fall  wet  on  your  hands. — The  butterfly  with  iridescent  wings, 
that  beautiful  second  soul  which  your  daughter  has  cherished 
with  maternal  care — my  love,  my  sacred  love,  that  inspired 
and  living  mystery,  has  fallen  into  vulgar  hands  that  will 
tear  its  wings  and  its  veil  under  the  cruel  pretext  of  enlighten- 
ing me,  of  inquiring  whether  genius  is  as  correct  as  a  banker, 
if  my  Melchior  is  capable  of  amassing  dividends,  if  he  has 
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some  love  affair  to  be  unearthed,  If  he  is  not  guilty  in 
vulgar  eyes  of  some  youthful  episode,  which  to  our  love 
is  what  a  cloud  is  to  the  sun.  What  are  they  going  to 
do? — Here,  feel  my  hand;  I  am  in  a  fever!  They  will  kill 
me ! " 

Modeste,  seized  by  a  deadly  shivering  fit,  was  obliged  to 
go  to  bed,  alarming  her  mother,  Madame  Latournelle,  and 
Madame  Dumay,  who  nursed  her  while  the  Lieutenant  was 
traveling  to  Paris,  whither  the  logic  of  events  transfers  our 
tale  for  the  moment. 

Men  who  are  truly  modest,  like  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  and 
especially  those  who,  though  knowing  their  own  value,  are 
neither  loved  nor  appreciated,  will  understand  the  infinite 
rapture  in  which  the  young  secretary  reveled  as  he  read 
Modeste's  letter.  After  discovering  the  wit  and  greatness 
of  his  mind,  his  young  and  guileless  but  wily  mistress  thought 
him  handsome.  This  is  the  supremest  flattery.  Why !  Be- 
cause beauty  is  no  doubt  the  Master's  signature  on  the  work 
into  which  He  has  infused  His  soul;  it  is  the  divinity  made 
manifest;  and  to  see  it  where  it  does  not  exist,  to  create  it 
by  the  power  of  an  enchanted  eye,  is — is  it  not? — the  crown- 
ing magic  of  love. 

And  the  poor  young  fellow  could  exclaim  to  himself  with 
the  ecstasy  of  an  applauded  author — 

"  At  last  I  am  loved !  " 

When  once  a  woman,  a  courtesan,  or  an  innocent  girl  has 
let  the  words  escape  her,  "  How  handsome  you  are !  "  even  if 
it  be  untrue,  if  the  man  allows  the  subtle  poison  of  the  words 
to  enter  his  brain,  he  is  thenceforth  tied  by  eternal  bonds  to 
the  bewitching  liar,  to  the  truthful  or  deluded  woman ;  she  is 
his  world ;  he  thirsts  for  this  testimony ;  he  would  never  weary 
of  it,  not  even  if  he  were  a  prince. 

Ernest  proudly  paced  his  room;  he  stood  in  front  of  the 
mirror — three-quarter  face,  in  profile ;  he  tried  to  criticise  his 
own  features,  but  a  diabolical,  insinuating  voice  said  to  him, 
"  Modeste  is  right !  "  and  he  came  back  to  the  letter  and  read 
it  again.  He  saw  the  heavenly  fair  one,  he  talked  to  her! 
Then,  in  the  midst  of  his  rapture,  came  the  overwhelming 
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thought,  "  She  believes  me  to  be  Canalis,  and  she  is  a  mil- 
lionaire ! " 

All  his  happiness  fell  with  a  crash,  as  a  man  falls  when, 
walking  in  his  sleep,  he  has  reached  the  ridge  of  a  roof,  and 
hearing  a  voice,  steps  forward,  and  is  dashed  to  pieces  on  the 
stones. 

"  But  for  the  halo  of  glorj,  I  should  be  ugly ! "  cried  he. 
"  What  a  horrible  predicament  I  have  got  myself  into  !  " 

La  Briere  was  too  thoroughly  the  man  of  his  letters,  too 
entirely  the  pure  and  noble  soul  he  had  shown  in  them,  to 
hesitate  at  the  voice  of  honor.  He  at  once  resolved  to  go  and 
confess  everything  to  Modeste's  father  if  he  were  in  Paris, 
and  to  inform  Canalis  fully  of  the  outcome  of  their  very 
Parisian  practical  joke.  To  this  sensitive  young  fellow  the 
vastness  of  Modeste's  fortune  was  a  casting  reason.  Above 
all,  he  would  not  be  suspected  of  having  used  the  stimulation 
of  this  correspondence,  though  on  his  side  so  perfectly  sincere, 
for  filching  a  fortune.  Tears  stood  in  his  eyes  as  he 
walked  from  his  rooms  in  the  Rue  Chantereine  to  Mongenod 
the  banker's  whose  prosperity,  connections,  and  prospects 
were  partly  the  work  of  the  Minister  to  whom  he  himself  was 
indebted. 

At  the  time  when  La  Briere  was  closeted  with  the  head  of 
the  house  of  Mongenod,  and  acquiring  all  the  information  he 
needed  in  his  strange  position,  such  a  scene  was  taking  place 
in  Canalis'  house  as  Dumay's  hasty  departure  might  have  led 
us  to  expect. 

Dumay,  like  a  true  soldier  of  the  Imperial  School,  whose 
blood  had  been  boiling  all  through  his  journey,  conceived  of  a 
poet  as  an  irresponsible  fellow,  a  man  who  fooled  in  rhyme, 
living  in  a  garret,  dressed  in  black  cloth  white  at  all  the 
seams,  whose  boots  sometimes  had  soles,  whose  linen  was 
anonymous,  who  always  looked  as  if  he  had  just  dropped  from 
the  clouds,  when  he  was  not  scribbling  as  intently  as  Butscha. 
But  the  ferment  that  muttered  in  his  brain  and  heart  received 
a  sort  of  cold  shower-bath  when  he  reached  the  poet's  hand- 
some residence,  saw  a  man  cleaning  a  carriage  in  the  court- 
yard, found  himself  in  a  splendid  dining-room  with  another 
servant  dressed  like  a  banker,  to  whom  the  groom  had  referred 
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him,  and  who  looked  him  from  head  to  foot  as  he  said  that 
Monsieur  le  Baron  could  not  see  anyone. 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron  has  a  meeting  to-day,"  he  added,  "  at 
the  Council  of  State." 

"  I  am  right  ?  "  asked  Dumay ;  *'  this  is  the  house  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Canalis,  who  writes  poetry.?  " 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis,"  said  the  footman,  "  is  no 
doubt  the  great  poet  you  mean,  but  is  also  Master  of  Ap- 
peals to  the  State  Council,  and  attached  to  the  Foreign 
Office." 

Dumay,  who  had  come  to  box  a  rhymester's  ears,  to  use  his 
own  contemptuous  expression,  had  found  a  State  functionary. 
The  drawing-room  where  he  was  kept  waiting,  remarkable  for 
its  magnificence,  presented  to  his  contemplation  the  row  of 
crosses  that  glittered  on  Canalis'  evening  coat,  left  by  the 
servant  over  the  back  of  a  chair.  Presently  he  was  attracted 
by  the  sheen  and  workmanship  of  a  silver  gilt  cup,  and  the 
words,  "  The  gift  of  Madame,"  struck  his  eye.  Opposite 
this,  on  a  bracket,  was  a  Sevres  vase,  over  which  was  engraved, 
"  Given  by  Madame  la  Dauphine."  These  silent  warnings 
restored  Dumay  to  his  common  sense,  while  the  man-servant 
was  asking  his  master  whether  he  could  receive  a  stranger, 
who  had  come  from  le  Havre  on  purpose  to  see  him — his  name 
Dumay. 

"  What  is  he  like?  "  asked  Canalis. 

"  Has  a  good  hat,  and  the  red  ribbon." 

At  a  nod  of  assent,  the  man  went  out,  and  returned  an- 
nouncing— 

"  Monsieur  Dumay." 

When  he  heard  his  own  name,  when  he  stood  before  Canalis 
in  a  study  as  costly  as  it  was  elegant,  his  feet  on  a  carpet  quite 
as  good  as  the  best  in  the  Mignons'  old  house,  when  he  met 
the  glance  prepared  by  the  poet,  who  was  playing  with  the 
tassels  of  a  sumptuous  dressing-gown,  Dumay  was  so  abso- 
lutely dumfounded  that  he  left  the  great  man  to  speak  first. 

*'  To  what,  Monsieur,  do  I  owe  the  honor  of  this  visit.'*  " 

"  Monsieur,"  Dumay  began,  still  standing. 

*'  If  you  have  much  to  say,  pray  be  seated,"  said  Canalis, 
interrupting  him ;  and  the  poet  sank  back  into  his  large  easy- 
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chair,  and  crossed  his  legs,  raising  the  upper  one  to  rock  his 
foot  on  a  level  with  his  eye,  while  staring  hard  at  Dumay,  who, 
to  use  his  own  soldier's  phrase,  felt  like  a  dummy. 

"  I  am  listening,  Monsieur,"  said  the  poet.  "  My  time  is 
precious ;  I  am  due  at  the  office " 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Dumay,  "  I  will  be  brief.  You  have  be- 
witched— how  I  know  not — a  young  lady  at  le  Havre — hand- 
some, rich,  the  last  and  only  hope  of  two  noble  famihes,  and  I 
have  come  to  ask  you  your  intentions." 

Canalis,  who  for  the  last  three  months  had  been  absorbed 
by  serious  matters,  who  aimed  at  promotion  to  the  grade  of 
Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  to  be  Minister  to  a 
German  Court,  had  totally  forgotten  the  letter  from  le  Havre. 

"  I?  "  cried  he. 

"  You,"  replied  Dumay. 

*'  Monsieur,"  said  Canalis,  smiling,  "  I  know  no  more  what 
you  mean  than  if  you  were  talking  Hebrew.     I  bewitch  a 

young  girl? — I,  who .''  "     A  lordly  smile  curled  the  poet's 

lip.  "  Come,  Monsieur.  I  am  not  a  boy  that  I  should  amuse 
myself  by  stealing  poor  wild  fruit  when  I  have  ample  orchards 
open  to  me,  where  the  finest  peaches  in  the  world  ripen.  All 
Paris  knows  where  my  affections  are  placed.  That  there 
should  be  at  le  Havre  a  young  lady  suffering  from  some  ad- 
miration, of  which  I  am  wholly  unworthy,  for  the  verses  I 
have  written,  my  dear  sir,  would  not  astonish  me !  Nothing 
is  commoner.  Look  there !  You  see  that  handsome  ebony 
box  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl,  and  fitted  with  iron  wrought 
as  fine  as  lace.  That  coffer  belonged  to  Pope  Leo  X. ;  it  was 
given  to  me  by  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  who  had  it  from  the 
King  of  Spain. — I  have  devoted  it  to  the  preservation  of  all 
the  letters  I  receive  from  every  part  of  Europe,  written  by 
unknown  women  and  girls.  Oh !  I  have  the  greatest  respect 
for  those  posies  of  flowers  culled  from  the  very  soul,  and  sent 
to  me  in  a  moment  of  enthusiasm  that  is  indeed  worthy  of  all 
respect.  Yes,  to  me  the  impulse  of  a  heart  is  a  noble  and 
beautiful  thing! — Others,  mocking  spirits,  screw  up  such 
notes  to  light  their  cigars,  or  give  them  to  their  wives  for  curl- 
papers ;  I — who  am  a  bachelor.  Monsieur — have  too  mucH 
delicate  feeling  not  to  treasure  these  artless  and  disinterested 
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offerings  in  a  kind  of  tabernacle ;  indeed,  I  hoard  them  with 
no  little  reverence,  and  when  I  am  dying  I  will  see  them  burnt 
under  my  eyes.  So  much  the  worse  for  those  who  think  me 
ridiculous!  What  is  to  be  said?  I  am  grateful  by  nature, 
and  these  testimonials  help  me  to  endure  the  criticisms  and 
annoyances  of  a  literary  life.  When  I  receive  in  my  spine 
the  broadside  of  an  enemy  in  ambush  behind  a  newspaper,  I 
look  at  tliat  chest  and  say  to  myself,  "  There  are,  here  and 
there,  a  few  souls  whose  wounds  have  been  healed,  or  beguiled 
or  stanched  by  me " 

This  rhodomontade,  pronounced  with  the  cleverness  of  a 
great  actor,  petrified  the  little  cashier,  whose  eyes  dilated  while 
his  astonishment  amused  the  great  poet. 

*'  To  you,"  the  peacock  went  on,  still  spreading  his  tail, 
*'  out  of  respect  for  a  position  I  can  sympathize  with,  I  can 
but  propose  that  you  should  open  that  treasury,  and  look 
there  for  your  young  lady ;  but  I  never  forget  names.  I  know 
what  I  am  saying,  and  you  are  mistaken    ..." 

"  And  this  is  what  happens  to  a  poor  girl  in  this  gulf  called 
Paris !  "  cried  Dumay.  "  The  idol  of  her  parents,  the  delight 
of  her  friends,  the  hope,  the  darling  of  them  all ;  the  pride  of 
her  family,  for  whom  six  persons  have  made  a  rampart 
against  disaster  of  their  hearts  and  their  fortunes ! " 

Dumay  paused,  and  then  went  on — 

"  Well,  Monsieur,  you  are  a  great  poet,  and  I  am  but  a 
poor  soldier.  For  fifteen  years,  while  I  served  my  country  in 
the  ranks,  I  felt  the  wind  of  many  a  bullet  in  my  face,  I 
crossed  Siberia,  where  I  was  kept  a  prisoner,  the  Russians 
flung  me  on  a  truck  like  a  bale  of  goods,  I  have  endured  every- 
thing ;  I  have  seen  no  end  of  my  comrades  die And  you, 

Monsieur,  have  sent  such  a  chill  through  my  bones  as  I  never 
felt  before !  " 

Dumay  believed  that  he  had  touched  the  poet ;  he  had  flat- 
tered him — an  almost  impossible  achievement,  for  the  am- 
bitious man  had  by  this  time  forgotten  the  first  phial  of 
precious  balm  that  Praise  had  broken  on  his  head. 

*'  You  see,  my  brave  friend,"  said  the  poet  solemnly,  as  he 
laid  his  hand  on  Dumay's  shoulder,  feeling  it  a  strange  thing 
that  he  should  be  able  to  make  a  soldier  of  the  Empire  shiver, 
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**  this  girl  is  everything  to  you But  to  society,  what  is 

she?  Nothing.  If  at  this  moment  the  most  important  man- 
darin in  China  is  closing  his  eyes  and  putting  the  Empire  into 
mourning,  does  that  grieve  you  deeply  ?  In  India  the  English 
are  killing  thousands  of  men  as  good  as  we  are ;  and  at  this 
moment,  as  I  speak,  the  most  charming  woman  is  there  being 
burnt — but  you  have  had  coffee  for  breakfast  all  the  same? 
Indeed,  at  this  minute,  here  in  Paris,  you  may  find  several 
mothers  of  families  lying  on  straw  and  bringing  a  child  into 
the  world  without  a  rag  to  wrap  it  in ! — ^And  here  is  some 
delicious  tea  in  a  cup  that  cost  five  louis,  and  I  am  writing 
verses  to  make  the  ladies  of  Paris  exclaim,  *  Charming,  charm- 
ing! divine,  exquisite!  it  goes  to  the  heart!  ' 

"  Social  nature,  like  Mother  Nature  herself,  is  great  at 
forgetting.  Ten  years  hence  you  will  be  amazed  at  the  step 
you  have  taken.  You  are  in  a  city  where  we  die,  and  marry, 
and  worship  each  other  at  an  assignation;  where  a  girl  suf- 
focates herself,  while  a  man  of  genius  and  his  cargo  of  ideas 
full  of  humanitarian  benefits  go  to  the  bottom,  side  by  side, 
often  under  the  same  roof,  and  knowing  nothing  of  each 
other. — And  you  come  and  expect  us  to  swoon  with  anguish 
at  this  commonplace  question, '  Is  a  certain  young  person  at  le 
Havre  this  or  that,  or  is  she  not?  ' — Oh,  you  really  are " 

''  And  you  call  yourself  a  poet !  "  cried  Dumay.  "  But  do 
you  really  feel  nothing  of  what  you  depict?  " 

"  If  we  felt  all  the  misery  or  joy  that  we  describe,  we  should 
be  worn  out  in  a  few  months,  like  old  shoes,"  said  the  poet, 
smiling.  *'  Listen,  you  shall  not  have  come  from  le  Havre  to 
Paris,  and  to  me,  Canalis,  without  having  anything  to  take 
back  with  you.  Soldier !  " — and  Canalis  had  the  figure  and 
gesture  of  an  Homeric  hero — "  learn  this  from  the  poet, 
*  Every  noble  feeling  in  each  of  us  is  a  poem  so  essentially 
individual  that  our  best  friend,  our  self,  takes  no  interest  in  it. 
It  is  a  treasure  belonging  to  each  alone '  " 

"  Forgive  me  for  interrupting  you,"  said  Dumay,  who 
gazed  at  Canalis  with  horror,  "  but  have  you  been  to  le 
Havre?" 

"  I  spent  a  night  and  day  there  in  the  spring  of  1824* 
on  my  way  to  London." 
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"  You  are  a  man  of  honor,"  Dumay  went  on.  "  Can  you 
give  me  your  word  of  honor  that  you  do  not  know  Made- 
moiselle Modeste  Mignon  ?  " 

"  This  it  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  her  name,"  replied 
Canalis. 

"  Oh,  Monsieur,"  cried  Dumay,  "  into  what  dark  intrigue 
am  I  about  to  plunge?  May  I  count  on  you  to  help  me  in  my 
inquiries?  For  someone,  I  am  certain,  has  been  making  use 
of  your  name.  You  ought  to  have  received  a  letter  yesterday 
from  le  Havre." 

"  I  have  received  nothing !  You  may  be  sure.  Monsieur, 
that  I  will  do  all  that  lies  in  my  power  to  be  of  service  to  you." 

Dumay  took  leave,  his  heart  full  of  anxiety,  believing  that 
hideous  little  Butscha  had  hidden  himself  in  the  semblance  of 
the  great  poet  to  captivate  Modeste;  while  Butscha,  on  the 
contrary,  as  keen  and  clever  as  a  prince  who  avenges  himself, 
sharper  than  a  spy,  was  making  inquisition  into  the  poet's 
life  and  actions,  escaping  detection  by  his  insignificance  like 
an  insect  working  its  way  into  the  young  wood  of  a  tree. 

The  Breton  had  but  just  left  when  La  Briere  came  into  his 
friend's  room.  Canalis  naturally  mentioned  the  visit  of  this 
man  from  le  Havre. 

"  Hah  !  "  said  Ernest,  "  Modeste  Mignon  !  I  have  come  on 
pupose  about  that  affair." 

"  Bless  me !  "  cried  Canalis,  "  do  you  mean  to  say  I  have 
made  a  conquest  by  proxy  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  that  is  the  turning-point  of  the  drama.  My 
friend,  I  am  loved  by  the  sweetest  girl  in  the  world,  beautiful 
enough  to  shine  among  the  beauties  of  Paris,  with  a  heart  and 
education  worthy  of  Clarissa  Harlowe;  she  has  seen  me,  she 
likes  my  looks — and  she  believes  me  to  be  the  great  poet 
Canalis. 

"  Nor  is  this  all :  Modeste  Mignon  is  of  good  birth,  and 
Mongenod  has  just  told  me  that  her  father,  the  Comte  de  la 
Bastie,  must  have  a  fortune  of  something  like  six  millions  of 
francs.  This  father  has  come  home  within  three  days,  and  I 
have  just  begged  him  to  arrange  an  interview  with  me,  at  two 
o'clock — through  Mongenod,  who  in  his  note  mentioned  that 
it  concerned  his  daughter's  happiness. — You  will  understand 
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that  before  meeting  the  father  I  was  bound  to  tell  you  every- 
thing." 

"  Among  all  the  blossoms  that  open  to  the  sunshine  of 
fame,"  said  Canalis  with  emphasis,  "  there  is  one  glorious 
plant  which,  like  the  orange,  bears  its  golden  fruit  amid  the 
thousand  united  perfumes  of  wit  and  beauty !  one  elegant 
shrub,  one  true  passion,  one  perfect  happiness — and  it  has 
evaded  me !  "  Canalis  kept  his  eyes  on  the  carpet  that  Ernest 
might  not  read  them.  "  How,"  he  went  on  after  a  pause,  to 
recover  his  presence  of  mind,  "  how  is  it  possible,  among  the 
intoxicating  scents  of  these  fancy-paper  notes,  and  these 
phrases  that  mount  to  the  brain,  to  detect  the  genuine  heart — 
the  girl,  the  woman,  in  whom  true  love  is  hidden  under  the 
livery  of  flattery,  who  loves  us  for  ourselves,  and  who  offers  us 
happiness  ?  No  one  could  do  it  but  an  angel  or  a  demon,  and 
I  am  only  an  ambitious  Master  of  Appeals ! 

"  Ah,  my  dear  fellow,  fame  transforms  us  into  a  butt,  a 
target  for  a  thousand  arrows.  One  of  us  owed  his  marriage 
to  a  copy  of  hydraulic  verses ;  and  I,  even  more  ingratiating, 
more  the  ladies'  man  than  he,  shall  have  missed  my  chance — 
for  you  love  this  poor  girl.''  "  said  he,  looking  at  La  Briere. 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  La  Briere. 

*'  Well,  then,  be  happy,  Ernest,"  said  the  poet,  taking  his 
friend's  arm  and  leaning  on  it.  "  As  it  turns  out,  I  shall  not 
have  been  ungrateful  to  3^ou !  You  are  handsomely  rewarded 
for  your  devotion,  for  I  will  be  generously  helpful  to  your 
happiness." 

Canalis  was  furious,  but  he  could  not  behave  otherwise,  so 
he  took  the  benefit  of  his  ill-luck  by  using  it  as  a  pedestal.  A 
tear  rose  to  the  young  secretary's  eye ;  he  threw  his  arms 
round  Canalis  and  embraced  him. 

"  Oh,  Canalis,  I  did  not  half  know  j^ou !  " 

"  What  did  you  expect?  It  takes  time  to  travel  round  the 
world,"  replied  the  poet  with  emphatic  irony. 

"  Consider,"  said  La  Briere,  "  that  immense  fortune? " 

*'  Well,  my  friend,  will  it  not  be  in  good  hands  ?  "  cried 
Canalis,  pointing  his  effusiveness  by  a  charming  gesture. 

"  Melchior,"  said  La  Briere,  "  I  am  yours  in  life  and 
death." 
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He  wrung  the  poet's  hands,  and  went  away  hastily ;  he  was 
eager  to  see  Monsieur  Mignon. 

At  this  hour  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  suffering  all  the 
sorrows  that  had  been  lurking  for  him  as  their  prey.  He  had 
learnt  from  his  daughter's  letter  the  facts  of  Bettina-Caro- 
line's  death  and  her  mother's  blindness;  and  Dumay  had  just 
told  him  the  story  of  the  terrible  imbroglio  of  Modeste's  love 
affair. 

"  Leave  me  to  myself,"  he  said  to  his  faithful  friend. 

When  the  Lieutenant  had  closed  the  door,  the  unhappy 
father  threw  himself  on  a  couch  and  lay  there,  his  head  in  his 
hands,  shedding  the  few  thin  tears  that  lie  under  the  eyelids 
of  a  man  of  fifty-six  without  falling,  wetting  them,  but  dry- 
ing quickly  and  rising  again,  the  last  dews  of  the  autumn  of 
human  life. 

"  To  have  children  you  love  and  a  wife  you  adore,  is  to  have 
many  hearts  and  offer  them  all  to  the  dagger !  "  cried  he, 
starting  to  his  feet  with  a  furious  bound,  and  pacing  the 
room.  "  To  be  a  father  is  to  give  one's  self  over  to  mis- 
fortune, bound  hand  and  foot.  If  I  meet  that  fellow 
d'Estoumy  I  will  kill  him.  Daughters !  Who  would  have 
daughters.?  One  gets  hold  of  a  scoundrel;  and  the  other, 
my  Modeste,  of  what.?  A  coward,  who  deludes  her  under 
the  gilt-paper  armor  of  a  poet.  If  only  it  were  Canalis ! 
There  would  be  no  great  harm  done.  But  this  Scapin  of 
a  lover ! — I  will  throttle  him  with  my  own  hands !  "  said  he 
to  himself,  with  an  involuntary  gesture  of  energetic  atrocity. 
"  And  what  then,"  he  thought,  "  if  my  child  should  die 
of  grief.?  " 

Mechanically  he  looked  out  of  the  window  of  the  Hotel  des 
Princes,  and  came  back  to  sit  down  on  the  divan,  where  he 
remained  motionless.  The  fatigue  of  six  voyages  to  the 
Indies,  the  anxieties  of  investments,  the  dangers  he  had  met 
and  escaped,  care  and  sorrow  had  silvered  Charles  Mignon's 
hair.  His  fine  military  face,  clean  in  outline,  was  bronzed  by 
the  sun  of  Malaysia,  China,  and  Asia  Minor,  and  had  as- 
sumed an  imposing  expression,  which  grief  at  this  moment 
made  sublime. 
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"  And  Mongenod  tells  me  I  can  perfectly  trust  the  young 
man  who  is  to  come  to  speak  to  me  about  my  daughter ! " 

Ernest  de  la  Briere  was  just  then  announced  by  one  of 
the  servants  whom  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  had  attached  to 
him  in  the  course  of  these  four  years,  and  had  picked  out  from 
the  crowd  of  men  under  him. 

"  You  come,  Monsieur,  with  an  introduction  from  my 
friend  Mongenod?  "  said  he. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Ernest,  gazing  timidly  at  a  face  as  gloomy 
as  Othello's.  "  My  name  is  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  connected. 
Monsieur,  with  the  family  of  the  late  Prime  Minister;  I  was 
his  private  secretary  when  he  was  in  office.  At  his  fall.  His 
Excellency  was  good  enough  to  place  me  in  the  Court  of  Ex- 
chequer, where  I  am  now  first-class  Referendary,  and  where  I 
may  rise  to  be  a  Master " 

"  And  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Bastie.''  "  asked  Charles  Mignon. 

"  Monsieur,  I  love  her,  and  it  is  my  unhoped-for  happiness 
to  be  loved  by  her.  .  .  .  Listen,  Monsieur,"  said  Ernest, 
interrupting  a  terrible  movement  on  the  part  of  the  angry 
father,  "  I  have  the  strar  :5est  confession  to  make  to  you,  the 
most  ignominious  for  a  man  of  honor.  And  the  worst  pun- 
ishment of  my  conduct,  which  perhaps  was  natural,  is  not  this 
revelation  to  you — I  dread  the  daughter  even  more  than  the 
father." 

Ernest  then  told  the  prologue  of  this  domestic  drama,  quite 
simply,  and  with  the  dignity  of  sincerity ;  he  did  not  omit  the 
twenty  and  odd  letters  they  had  exchanged — he  had  brought 
them  with  him — nor  the  interview  he  had  just  had  with 
Canalis.  When  the  father  had  read  all  these  letters,  the  poor 
lover,  pale  and  suppliant,  quaked  before  the  fiery  looks  of  the 
Provencal. 

"  Well,  Monsieur,"  said  Mignon,  "  in  all  this  there  is  only 
one  mistake,  but  it  is  all-important.  My  daughter  has  not 
six  millions  of  francs;  her  fortune  at  most  is  two  hundred 
thousand  francs  in  settlement,  and  very  doubtful  expecta- 
tions." 

"  Oh,  Monsieur !  "  cried  Ernest,  throwing  his  arms  round 
Charles  Mignon,  and  hugging  him,  *'  you  relieve  me  of  a  load 
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that  oppressed  me.  Now,  perhaps,  nothing  will  come  in  the 
way  of  my  happiness ! — I  have  interest ;  I  shall  soon  be  Mas- 
ter of  the  Exchequer.  If  she  had  but  ten  thousand  francs,  if  I 
had  to  accept  nominal  settlements.  Mademoiselle  Mignon  would 
still  be  the  wife  of  my  choice ;  and  to  make  her  happy,  as 
happy  as  you  have  made  yours,  to  be  a  true  son  to  you — yes, 
Monsieur,  for  my  father  is  dead — this  is  the  deepest  wish  of 
my  heart." 

Charles  Mignon  drew  back  three  steps,  and  fixed  on  La 
Briere  a  look  that  sank  into  the  young  man's  eyes,  as  a 
poniard  goes  into  its  sheath;  then  he  stood  silent,  reading  in 
those  fascinated  eyes  and  on  that  eager  countenance  the  most 
perfect  candor  and  the  purest  truthfulness. 

"  Is  fate  at  last  wearied  out  ?  "  said  he  to  himself  in  an  un- 
dertone. "  Can  I  have  found  a  paragon  son-in-law  in  this 
youth.''  "  He  walked  up  and  down  the  room  in  great  excite- 
ment. 

"  Well,  Monsieur,"  he  said  at  length,  "  you  owe  implicit 
obedience  to  the  sentence  you  have  come  to  ask,  for  otherwise 
you  would  at  this  moment  be  acting  a  mere  farce." 

"  Indeed,  Monsieur " 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  the  father,  nailing  La  Briere  to  the 
spot  by  a  look.  "  I  will  be  neither  severe,  nor  hard,  nor  un- 
just. You  must  take  the  disadvantages  with  the  advantages 
of  the  false  position  in  which  you  have  placed  yourself.  My 
daughter  imagines  that  she  is  in  love  with  one  of  the  great 
poets  of  our  day,  whose  fame  chiefly  has  fascinated  her. 
Well,  then,  ought  not  I,  as  her  father,  to  enable  her  to  choose 
between  the  celebrity  which  has  seemed  a  lighthouse  to  her, 
and  the  humble  reality  thrown  to  her  by  chance  in  the  irony 
it  so  often  allows  itself.''  Must  she  not  be  free  to  choose 
between  you  and  Canalis?  I  trust  to  your  honor  to  be  silent 
as  to  what  I  have  just  told  you  concerning  the  state  of  my 
affairs.  You  and  your  friend,  the  Baron  de  Canalis,  must 
come  to  spend  the  last  fortnight  of  this  month  of  October  at 
le  Havre.  My  house  will  be  open  to  you  both ;  my  daughter 
will  have  the  opportunity  of  knowing  you.  Remember,  you 
yourself  are  to  bring  your  rival,  and  to  allow  him  to  believe  all 
the  fables  that  may  be  current  as  to  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie's 
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millions.  I  shall  be  at  le  Havre  by  to-morrow,  and  shall  ex- 
pect you  three  days  later.     Good-morning,  Monsieur." 

Poor  La  Briere  very  slowly  made  his  way  back  to  Canalis. 
At  that  moment  the  poet,  face  to  face  with  himself,  could  give 
himself  up  to  the  torrent  of  reflections  that  flow  from  that 
"  second  thought  "  which  Talleyrand  so  highly  praised.  The 
first  thought  is  the  impulse  of  nature,  the  second  that  of 
society. 

"  A  girl  with  six  millions  of  francs !  And  my  eyes  failed 
to  discern  the  glitter  of  that  gold  through  the  darkness ! 
With  such  a  fortune  as  that,  I  can  be  a  peer  of  France,  count, 
ambassador ! — I  have  answered  the  most  ordinary  women, 
simpletons,  intriguing  girls  who  only  wanted  an  autograph  1 
And  I  rebelled  against  these  bal  masque  wiles  on  the  very  day 
when  heaven  sent  me  a  chosen  soul,  an  angel  with  wings  of 
gold ! — Pooh !  I  will  write  a  sublime  poem,  and  the  chance 
will  come  again !  What  luck  for  that  little  La  Briere,  who 
spread  his  tail  in  my  sunbeams ! — And  what  plagiary.  I  am 
the  model,  and  he  is  to  be  the  statue !  This  is  playing  the 
fable  of  '  Bertrand  and  Raton.' — Six  millions,  and  an  angel, 
a  Mignon  de  la  Bastie !  An  aristocratic  angel,  who  loves 
poetry  and  the  poet ! — And  I  meanwhile  display  my  muscles  as 
a  strong  man,  perform  athletics,  like  Alcides,  to  astonish  this 
champion  of  physical  strength  by  moral  force — this  brave 
soldier  full  of  fine  feeling,  this  young  girl's  friend,  who  will 
tell  her  I  have  a  soul  of  iron.  I  am  playing  Napoleon,  when 
I  ought  to  show  myself  as  a  seraph ! — I  shall  have  won  a 
friend  perhaps,  and  have  paid  dear  for  him ;  but  friendship  is 
a  fine  thing.  Six  millions — that  is  the  price  of  a  friend;  a 
men  cannot  have  many  at  that  figure  !  " 

At  this  last  point  of  exclamation  La  Briere  came  into  his 
friend's  room ;  he  was  depressed. 

"  Well,  what  is  the  matter?  "  said  Canalis. 

"  The  father  insists  that  his  daughter  shall  be  enabled  to 
choose  between  the  two  Canalis " 

"  Poor  boy !  "  said  the  poet,  laughing.  "  A  clever  man  is 
that  father ! " 

"  I  have  pledged  my  honor  to  take  you  to  le  Havre,"  said 
La  Briere  dolefully. 
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"  My  dear  boy,"  said  Canalis,  "  if  your  honor  is  at  stake, 
you  may  depend  upon  me.  I  will  ask  for  a  month's  leave  of 
absence." 

"  Oh,  Modcstc  is  lovely !  "  cried  La  Briere  in  despair,  "  and 
you  will  easily  extinguish  me !  Still,  I  was  amazed  to  find 
good  fortune  coming  my  way;  I  said  to  myself,  it  is  all  a 
mistake !  " 

"  Pooh !  We  shall  see,"  said  Canalis  with  ruthless  cheer- 
fulness. 

That  evening,  after  dinner,  Charles  Mignon  and  his  cashier 
were  flying,  at  the  cost  of  three  francs  a  stage  to  the  postil- 
ion, from  Paris  to  le  Havre.  The  father  had  completely 
allayed  his  watch-dog's  alarm  as  to  Modeste's  love  affairs,  had 
released  him  from  his  responsibilities,  and  reassured  him  as  to 
Butscha's  proceedings. 

"  Everything  is  for  the  best,  my  good  old  friend,"  said 
Charles,  who  had  made  inquiries  of  Mongenod  as  to  Canalis 
and  La  Briere.  "  We  have  two  players  for  one  part,"  he 
added,  laughing. 

At  the  same  time,  he  enjoined  absolute  silence  on  his  old 
comrade  as  to  the  comedy  about  to  be  played  at  the  Chalet, 
and  his  gentle  revenge,  or,  if  you  will,  the  lesson  to  be  given 
by  a  father  to  his  child.  From  Paris  to  le  Havre  was  one  long 
dialogue  between  the  friends,  by  which  the  Colonel  learnt  the 
smallest  events  that  had  happened  in  his  family  during  the 
past  four  years ;  and  Charles  told  Dumay  that  Desplein,  the 
great  surgeon,  was  to  come  before  the  end  of  the  month 
to  examine  the  Countess's  eyes,  and  decide  whether  it 
would  be  possible  to  remove  the  cataract  and  restore  her 
sight. 

A  few  minutes  before  the  breakfast  hour  at  the  Chalet,  the 
cracking  of  a  whip,  by  a  postilion  counting  on  a  large  gratu- 
ity, announced  the  return  of  the  two  soldiers.  Only  the  joy 
of  a  father  coming  home  to  his  family  after  a  long  absence 
would  give  rise  to  such  a  detonation,  and  all  the  women  were 
standing  at  the  little  gate. 

There  are  so  many  fathers,  and  so  many  children — more 
fathers  perhaps  than  children — who  can  enter  into  the  excite- 
ment of  such  a  meeting,  that  literature  is  never  required  to 
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ileplct  it ;  happily !  for  the  finest  words,  and  poetry  itself,  are 
inadequate  to  such  emotions.  Perhaps,  indeed,  the  sweeter 
emotions  have  no  literary  side. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  that  day  that  could  disturb  the 
happiness  of  the  Mignon  family.  There  was  a  truce  between 
the  father,  the  mother,  and  the  daughter  as  to  the  mysterious 
love  affair  which  had  paled  Modeste's  cheek.  She  was  up  to- 
day for  the  first  time.  The  Colonel,  with  the  delicate  tender- 
ness that  characterizes  a  true  soldier,  sat  all  the  time  by  his 
wife's  side,  her  hand  constantly  held  in  his,  and  he  watched 
Modeste,  never  tired  of  admiring  her  refined,  elegant,  and 
poetic  beauty.  Is  it  not  by  such  small  things  that  we  know  a 
man  of  true  feeling? 

Modeste,  fearful  of  troubling  the  melancholy  happiness  of 
her  father  and  mother,  came  from  time  to  time  to  kiss  the 
traveler's  brow,  and  by  kissing  him  so  often,  seemed  to  wish 
to  kiss  him  for  two. 

"  Ah,  darling  child !  I  understand  you,"  said  her  father, 
pressing  Modeste's  hand  at  a  moment  when  she  was  smother- 
ing him  with  affection. 

"  Hush !  "  said  Modeste  in  his  ear,  pointing  to  her  mother. 

Dumay's  rather  perfidious  silence  left  Modeste  very  uneasy 
as  to  the  results  of  his  journey  to  Paris;  she  now  and  then 
stole  a  look  at  the  Lieutenant,  but  could  not  penetrate  that 
tough  skin.  The  Colonel,  as  a  prudent  father,  wished  to 
study  his  only  daughter's  nature,  and,  above  all,  to  consult 
his  wife,  before  proceeding  to  a  discussion  on  which  the  hap- 
piness of  the  whole  family  would  depend. 

"  To-morrow,  my  dearest  child,  rise  early,"  said  he  at 
night,  "  and  if  it  is  fine,  we  will  go  for  a  walk  together  on  the 
seashore.  We  have  to  talk  over  your  poems.  Mademoiselle 
de  la  Bastie." 

These  words,  spoken  with  a  smile  that  was  reflected  on 
Dumay's  lips,  were  all  Modeste  could  know ;  still,  this  was 
enough  to  allay  her  anxiety  and  to  make  her  too  curious  to 
get  to  sleep  till  late,  so  busy  was  her  fancy. 

Next  morning  Modeste  was  dressed  and  ready  before  the 
Colonel. 
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"  You  know  everything,  my  dear  father,"  said  she,  as  soon 
as  they  had  started  on  their  way  to  the  sea, 

"  I  know  everything — and  a  good  many  things  that  you 
do  not  know,"  replied  he. 

Thereupon  tlie  father  and  daughter  walked  some  few  steps 
in  silence. 

"  Now,  tell  me,  my  child,  how  a  daughter  so  worshiped  by 
her  mother  could  take  so  decisive  a  step  as  to  write  to  a  man 
unknown  to  her  without  asking  that  mother's  advice.''  " 

*'  Well,  papa,  because  mamma  would  not  have  allowed  it." 

"  And  do  you  think,  my  child,  that  it  was  right.''  Though 
you  have  inevitably  been  left  to  bring  yourself  up,  how  is  it 
that  your  reason  or  your  insight — if  modesty  failed  you — 
did  not  tell  you  that  to  act  in  such  a  way  was  to  throw  your- 
self at  a  man's  head?  Can  it  be  that  my  daughter,  my  only 
child,  lacks  pride  and  delicacy.?  Oh  !  Modeste,  you  gave  your 
father  two  hours  of  hell's  torments  in  Paris ;  for,  in  point  of 
fact,  your  conduct  morally  has  been  the  same  as  Bettina's, 
without  having  the  excuse  of  seduction ;  you  have  been  a 
coquette  in  cold  blood,  and  that  is  love  without  heart,  the 
worst  vice  of  the  French  woman." 

"I — ^without  pride.''"  said  Modeste  in  tears.  "But  he 
has  never  seen  me !  " 

*'  He  knows  your  name." 

"  I  never  let  him  know  it  till  the  moment  when  our  eyes  had 
set  the  seal  to  three  months  of  correspondence,  during  which 
our  souls  had  spoken  to  each  other !  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear  mistaken  angel,  you  have  brought  a  kind 
of  reason  to  bear  on  this  madness  which  has  compromised  your 
happiness  and  your  family." 

"  Well,  after  all,  papa,  happiness  is  the  justification  of 
such  boldness,"  said  she,  with  a  touch  of  temper. 

"  Ah !     Then  it  is  merely  boldness.''  "  cried  her  father. 

"  Such  boldness  as  my  mother  allowed  herself,"  she  an- 
swered hastily. 

"  Refractory  child !  Your  mother,  after  meeting  me  at 
a  ball,  told  her  father,  who  adored  her,  that  same  evening,  that 
she  believed  she  could  be  happy  with  me. — Now,  be  candid, 
Modeste ;  is  there  any  resemblance  between  love,  at  first  sight 
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it  is  true,  but  under  a  father's  eye,  and  the  mad  act  of  writing 
to  an  unknown  man  ?  " 

"  An  unknown  man  ?  Nay,  papa,  one  of  our  greatest 
poets,  whose  character  and  life  are  under  the  hght  of  day,  ex- 
posed to  gossip  and  calumny ;  a  man  clothed  in  glory,  to 
whom,  my  dear  father,  I  was  but  a  dramatic,  literary  person- 
age— a  girl  of  Shakespeare's — till  the  moment  when  I  felt  I 
must  know  whether  the  man  were  as  attractive  as  his  soul  is 
beautiful." 

*'  Bless  me,  my  poor  child,  you  are  dreaming  of  poetry  in 
connection  with  marriage.  But  if,  in  all  ages,  girls  have  been 
cloistered  in  the  family ;  if  God  and  social  law  have  placed 
them  under  the  stern  yoke  of  paternal  sanction,  it  is  precisely 
and  on  purpose  to  spare  them  the  misfortunes  to  which  the 
poetry  that  fascinates  you  must  lead  while  it  dazzles  you,  and 
which  you  therefore  cannot  estimate  at  its  true  worth. 
Poetry  is  one  of  the  graces  of  life ;  it  is  not  the  whole  of  life." 

"  Papa,  it  is  an  action  for  ever  undecided  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  facts,  for  there  is  a  constant  struggle  between  our 
hearts  and  the  family  authority." 

"  Woe  to  the  girl  who  should  find  happiness  by  means  of 
such  resistance  !  "  said  the  Colonel  gravely.  "  In  1813  one  of 
my  fellow-officers,  the  Marquis  d'Aiglemont,  married  his  cousin 
against  her  father's  warnings,  and  the  household  paid  dearly 
for  the  obstinacy  that  a  girl  could  mistake  for  love. — In  these 
matters  the  family  is  supreme." 

"  My  iiance  has  told  me  all  that,"  said  she.  "  He  assumed 
the  part  of  Orgon  for  some  time,  and  had  the  courage  to  run 
down  the  personal  character  of  poets." 

"  I  have  read  the  correspondence,"  said  her  father,  with  a 
meaning  smile  that  made  Modeste  uneasy.  "  And  I  may,  on 
that  point,  remark  that  your  last  letter  would  hardly  be 
allowable  in  a  girl  who  had  been  seduced — in  a  Julie 
d'Etanges.     Good  God !  what  mischief  comes  of  romances  !  " 

"  If  they  were  never  written,  my  dear  father,  we  should  still 
enact  them.  It  is  better  to  read  them.  There  are  fewer 
romantic  adventures  now  than  in  the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  and 
Louis  XV.,  when  fewer  novels  were  published. — Besides,  if 
you  have  read  our  letters,  you  must  have  perceived  that  I 
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have  found  you  for  a  son-in-law  the  most  respectful  son,  the 
most  angelic  nature,  the  strictest  honesty,  and  that  we  love 
each  other  at  least  as  much  as  you  and  mamma  did.  .  .  . 
Well,  I  will  admit  that  the  affair  has  not  been  conducted 
exactly  as  etiquette  requires.  I  made  a  mistake,  if  you 
like » 

"  I  have  read  your  letters,"  repeated  her  father,  inter- 
rupting her,  "  so  I  know  how  he  justified  you  in  your  own 
eyes  for  a  step  which  might  perhaps  be  excusable  in  a  woman 
who  knows  life,  who  is  carried  away  by  passion,  but  which  in 
a  girl  of  twenty  is  a  monstrous  fault " 

"  A  fault  in  common  people's  eyes,  in  those  of  narrow- 
minded  Gobenheims,  who  measure  out  life  with  a  T  square! 
But  do  not  let  us  go  beyond  the  artistic  and  poetic  world, 
papa. — We  young  girls  live  between  two  alternatives :  we  may 
show  a  man  that  we  love  him  by  mincing  graces,  or  we  may  go 
to  meet  him  frankly.  And  is  not  this  last  method  really  great 
and  noble?  We  French  girls  are  disposed  of  by  our  family 
like  merchandise,  at  three  months'  date,  sometimes  much 
sooner,  like  Mademoiselle  Vilquin ;  but  in  England,  Switzer- 
land, and  Germany  they  are  married  more  nearly  on  the  sys- 
tem I  have  adopted.  What  can  you  say  to  that?  Am  I  not 
half  German?" 

"  Child,"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  looking  at  his  daughter, 
"  the  superiority  of  France  lies  precisely  in  the  common-sense, 
the  strict  logic  to  which  our  splendid  language  compels  the 
mind.  France  is  the  Reason  of  the  world !  England  and 
Germany  are  romantic  in  this  point ;  but  even  there  the  great 
families  follow  our  customs. — You  girls  would  rather  not  be- 
lieve, then,  that  your  parents,  who  know  life,  have  the  charge 
of  your  souls  and  your  happiness,  and  that  it  is  their  duty  to 
steer  you  clear  of  the  rocks !  .  .  .  Good  God ! "  he  went 
on,  "is  this  their  fault  or  ours?  Ought  we  to  bend  our 
children  under  a  yoke  of  iron?  Must  we  always  be  punished 
for  the  tenderness  which  prompts  us  to  make  them  happy, 
which,  unfortunately,  makes  them  heart  of  our  heart !  " 

As  she  heard  this  ejaculation,  spoken  almost  with  tears, 
Modeste  cast  a  side  glance  at  her  father. 

"  Is  it  wrong  in  a  girl  whose  heart  is  free,"  said  she,  "  to 
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choose  for  her  husband  a  man  who  is  not  only  charming  in 
himself,  but  who  is  also  a  man  of  genius,  of  good  birth,  and  in 
a  fine  position — a  gentleman  as  gentle  as  myself?  " 

"  Then  you  love  him?  "  said  the  Colonel. 

"  I  tell  you,  father,"  said  she,  laying  her  head  on  his 
breast,  "  if  you  do  not  want  to  see  me  die " 

"  That  is  enough,"  said  the  Colonel ;  "  your  passion  is,  I 
see,  unchangeable." 

"  Unchangeable." 

"  Nothing  could  move  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing  in  the  world." 

"  You  can  conceive  of  no  alteration,  no  betrayal,"  her 
father  went  on.  *'  You  love  him  for  better,  for  worse,  for  the 
sake  of  his  personal  charm ;  and  if  he  should  be  a 
d'Estourny,  you  still  would  love  him?" 

"  Oh,  papa,  you  do  not  know  your  child !  Could  I  love  a 
coward,  a  man  devoid  of  truth  and  honor — a  gallows-bird !  " 

"  Then  supposing  you  have  been  deceived?  " 

"  By  that  charming  young  fellow,  so  candid — almost 
melancholy? — You  are  laughing  at  me,  or  you  have  not  seen 
him." 

"  I  see ;  happily  your  love  is  not  so  imperative  as  you  say. 
I  have  suggested  conditions  which  might  modify  your  poem. — 
Well,  then  you  will  admit  that  fathers  are  of  some  use?  " 

"  You  wanted  to  give  me  a  lesson,  papa — a  sort  of  object- 
lesson,  it  would  seem." 

"  Poor  misled  girl !  "  said  her  father  severely ;  "  the  lesson 
is  not  of  my  giving ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it  beyond  try- 
ing to  soften  the  blow." 

**  Say  no  more,  papa ;  do  not  trifle  with  my  very  life,"  said 
Modeste,  turning  pale. 

"  Nay,  my  child,  summon  up  your  courage.  It  is  you  who 
have  trifled  with  life,  and  life  now  laughs  you  to  scorn." 

Modeste  looked  at  her  father  in  bewilderment. 

"  Listen ;  if  the  young  man  you  love,  whom  you  saw  in 
church  at  le  Havre  four  days  ago,  were  a  contemptible 
wretch " 

"  It  is  not  true !  "  said  she.  "  That  pale,  dark  face,  so 
noble  and  full  of  poetry " 
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"  Is  a  lie !  "  said  the  Colonel,  interrupting  her.  "  He  is  no 
more  Monsieur  de  Canalis  than  I  am  that  fisherman  hauling 
up  his  sail  to  go  out " 

*'  Do  you  know  what  you  are  killing  in  me?  "  said  Modeste. 

"  Be  comforted,  my  child ;  though  fate  has  made  your  fault 
its  own  punishment,  the  mischief  is  not  irreparable.  The 
youth  you  saw,  with  whom  you  have  exchanged  hearts  by  cor- 
respondence, is  an  honest  fellow ;  he  came  to  me  to  confess  his 
dilemma.  He  loves  you,  and  I  should  not  object  to  him  as  a 
son-in-law." 

"  And  if  he  is  not  Canalis,  who  is  he.^^  "  asked  Modeste,  In  a 
broken  voice. 

"  His  secretary.  His  name  is  Ernest  de  la  Briere.  He  is 
not  of  superior  birth,  but  he  is  one  of  those  average  men,  with 
solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,  whom  parents  like.  And  what 
does  it  matter  to  us,  after  all?  You  have  seen  him;  nothing 
can  change  your  feelings ;  you  have  chosen  him,  you  know  his 
soul — it  is  as  noble  as  he  is  good-looking." 

The  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  checked  by  a  si^  from 
Modeste.  The  poor  child,  perfectly  white,  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  sea,  and  as  rigid  as  the  dead,  had  been  struck  as  by  a 
pistol-shot  by  the  words,  "  One  of  those  average  men,  with 
solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,  whom  parents  like.^^ 

"  Deceived !  "  she  said  at  last. 

"  As  your  poor  sister  Avas,  but  less  seriously." 

"  Let  us  go  home,  papa,"  she  said,  rising  from  the  knoll 
on  which  they  had  been  sitting.  "  Listen,  father ;  I  swear 
before  God  to  obey  your  wishes,  whatever  they  may  be,  in  the 
business  of  marriage." 

"  Then  you  have  already  ceased  to  love  ?  "  asked  her  father 
sarcastically. 

"  I  loved  a  true  man  without  a  falsehood  on  his  face, 
as  honest  as  you  yourself,  incapable  of  disguising  him- 
self like  an  actor,  of  dressing  himself  up  in  another  man's 
glory." 

"  You  said  that  nothing  could  move  you !  "  said  the  Colonel 
ironically. 

"  Oh,  do  not  make  game  of  me ! "  cried  she,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  looking  at  her  father  in  an  agony  of  entreaty. 
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"  You  do  not  know  how  you  are  torturing  my  heart  and  my 
dearest  behefs  by  your  satire " 

"  God  forbid !     I  have  said  the  exact  truth." 

"  You  are  very  good,  father,"  she  repHed,  after  a  pause, 
with  a  certain  solemnity. 

"And  he  has  your  letters!  Heh.?  "  said  Charles  Mignon. 
"  If  those  crazy  effusions  of  your  soul  had  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  one  of  those  poets  who,  according  to  Dumay,  use 
them  for  pipe-lights " 

"  Oh,  that  is  going  too  far." 

"  So  Canahs  told  him." 

"  He  saw  Canalis?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

They  walked  on  a  little  way  in  silence. 

"  That,  then,"  said  Modeste,  when  they  had  gone  a  few 
steps,  "  was  why  that  gentleman  spoke  so  ill  of  poets  and 

poetry !     Why  did  that  little  secretary  talk  of But, 

however,"  she  added,  interrupting  herself,  "  were  not  his 
virtues,  his  qualities,  his  fine  sentiments,  a  mere  epistolary 
make-up .''  The  man  who  steals  another's  fame  and  name  may 
very  well " 

"  Pick  locks,  rob  the  Treasury,  murder  on  the  highway," 
said  Charles  Mignon,  smiling.  "  That  is  just  like  you — you 
girls,  with  your  uncompromising  feelings  and  your  ignorance 
of  life.  A  man  who  can  deceive  a  woman  has  either  escaped 
the  scaffold  or  must  end  there." 

This  raillery  checked  Modeste's  effervescence,  and  again 
they  were  both  silent. 

"  My  child,"  the  Colonel  added,  "  men  in  the  world — as  in 
nature,  for  that  matter — are  bound  to  try  to  win  your  hearts, 
and  you  to  defend  them.  You  have  reversed  the  position.  Is 
that  well?  In  a  false  position  everything  is  false.  Yours, 
then,  was  the  first  wrong  step. — No,  a  man  is  not  a  monster 
because  he  tries  to  attract  a  woman ;  our  rights  allow  us  to  be 
the  aggressors,  with  all  the  consequences,  short  of  crime  and 
baseness.  A  man  may  still  have  virtues  even  after  throwing 
over  a  woman,  for  this  simply  means  that  he  has  failed  to  find 
the  treasure  he  sought  in  her ;  while  no  woman  but  a  queen,  an 
actress,  or  a  woman  so  far  above  the  man  in  rank  that  to  him 
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she  is  like  a  queen,  can  take  the  initiative  without  incurring 
much  blame. — But  a  girl !  She  is  false  to  everything  that 
God  has  given  her,  every  flower  of  saintliness,  dignity,  and 
sweetness,  whatever  grace,  poetry,  or  precaution  she  may  in- 
fuse into  the  act." 

"  To  seek  the  master  and  find  the  servant !  To  play  the 
old  farce  of  Love  and  Chance  on  one  side  only ! "  she  ex- 
claimed, with  bitter  feeling.  "  Oh,  I  shall  never  hold  up  my 
head  again !  " 

"Foolish  child!  Monsieur  Ernest  de  la  Briere  is,  in  my 
eyes,  at  least  the  equal  of  Monsieur  de  Canalis ;  he  has  been 
private  secretary  to  a  Prime  Minister,  he  is  Referendary  to 
the  Court  of  Exchequer,  he  is  a  man  of  heart,  he  adores  you, 
— but  he  does  not  write  verses. — No,  I  confess  it,  he  is  not  a 
poet;  but  he  may  have  a  heart  full  of  poetry.  However,  my 
poor  child,"  he  added,  in  reply  to  Modeste's  face  of  disgust, 
"  you  will  see  them  both — the  false  and  the  real  Canalis '* 

"  Oh,  papa  !  " 

*'  Did  you  not  swear  to  obey  me  in  everything  that  concerns 
the  business  of  your  marriage.?  Well,  you  may  choose  be- 
tween them  the  man  you  prefer  for  your  husband.  You  be- 
gan with  a  poem,  you  may  end  with  a  page  of  bucolics  by  try- 
ing to  detect  the  true  nature  of  these  gentlemen  in  some  rustic 
excursions,  a  shooting  or  fishing  party." 

Modeste  bent  her  head  and  returned  to  the  Chalet  with  her 
father,  listening  to  what  he  said,  and  answering  in  monosyl- 
lables. She  had  fallen  humiliated  into  the  depths  of  a  bog, 
from  the  Alp  where  she  fancied  she  had  flown  up  to  an  eagle's 
nest.  To  adopt  the  poetical  phraseology  of  an  author  of 
that  period,  "  After  feeling  the  soles  of  her  feet  too  tender  to 
tread  on  the  glass  sherds  of  reality.  Fancy,  which  had  united 
every  characteristic  of  woman  in  that  fragile  form,  from  the 
day-dreams  of  a  modest  girl,  all  strewn  with  violets,  to  the 
unbridled  desires  of  a  courtesan,  had  now  led  her  to  the  midst 
of  her  enchanted  gardens,  where,  hideous  surprise !  instead  of 
an  exquisite  blossom,  she  found  growing  from  the  soil  the 
hairy  and  twisted  limbs  of  the  Mandragora." 

From  the  mystic  heights  of  her  love,  Modeste  had  dropped 
on  to  the  dull,  flat  road,  lying  between  ditches  and  plowed 
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lands — the  road,  in  short,  that  Is  paved  with  vulgarity. 
What  girl  with  an  ardent  spirit  but  would  be  broken  by  such 
a  fall?     At  whose  feet  had  she  cast  her  promises? 

The  Modeste  who  returned  to  the  Chalet  bore  no  more 
resemblance  to  the  girl  who  had  gone  out  two  hours  before, 
than  the  actress  in  the  street  resembles  the  heroine  on  the 
stage.  She  sank  into  a  state  of  apathy  that  was  painful  to 
behold.  The  sun  was  darkened,  nature  was  under  a  shroud, 
the  flowers  had  no  message  for  her.  Like  every  girl  of  a 
vehement  disposition,  she  drank  a  little  too  deep  of  the  cup  of 
disenchantment.  She  rebelled  against  reality,  without  choos- 
ing as  yet  to  bend  her  neck  to  the  yoke  of  the  family  and  of 
society ;  she  thought  it  too  heavy,  too  hard,  too  oppressive. 
She  would  not  even  listen  to  the  comfort  offered  by  her  father 
and  mother,  and  felt  an  indescribable  savage  delight  in  aban- 
doning herself  to  her  mental  sufferings. 

"  Then  poor  Butscha  was  right ! "  she  exclaimed  one 
evening. 

This  speech  shows  how  far  she  had  traveled  In  so  short  a 
time  on  the  barren  plains  of  Reality,  guided  by  her  deep  de- 
jection. Grief,  when  it  comes  of  the  upheaval  of  all  our 
hopes,  is  an  illness;  It  often  ends  in  death.  It  would  be  no 
mean  occupation  for  modern  physiology  to  investigate  the 
process  and  means  by  which  a  thought  can  produce  the  same 
deadly  effects  as  a  poison ;  how  despair  can  destroy  the  appe- 
tite, injure  the  pylorus,  and  change  all  the  functions  of  the 
strongest  vitality.  This  was  the  case  with  Modeste.  In 
three  days  she  presented  an  image  of  morbid  melancholy ;  she 
sang  no  more,  it  was  impossible  to  make  her  smile ;  her  parents 
and  friends  were  alarmed.  Charles  Mignon,  uneasy  at  seeing 
nothing  of  the  two  young  men,  was  thinking  of  going  to  fetch 
them ;  but  on  the  fourth  day  Monsieur  Latournelle  had  news 
of  them,  and  this  was  how. 

Canalis,  immensely  tempted  by  such  a  rich  marriage,  would 
neglect  no  means  of  putdoing  La  Briere,  while  Ernest  could 
not  complain  of  his  having  violated  the  laws  of  friendship. 
The  poet  thought  that  nothing  put  a  lover  at  a  greater  disad- 
vantage in  a  young  lady's  eyes  than  figuring  in  an  inferior 
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position ;  so  he  proposed,  in  the  most  Innocent  manner  pos- 
sible, that  he  and  La  Briere  should  keep  house  together,  tak- 
ing a  little  country  place  at  Ingouville,  where  they  might  live 
for  a  month  under  pretext  of  recruiting  their  health. 

As  soon  as  La  Briere  had  consented  to  this  proposal,  at 
first  regarding  it  as  very  natural,  Canalis  Insisted  on  his 
being  his  guest,  and  made  all  the  arrangements  himself.  He 
sent  his  man-servant  to  le  Havre,  desiring  him  to  apply  to 
Monsieur  Latournelle  for  the  choice  of  a  country  cottage  at 
Ingouville,  thinking  that  the  notary  would  certainly  talk  over 
the  matter  with  the  Mignon  family.  Ernest  and  Canalis, 
it  may  be  supposed,  had  discussed  every  detail  of  their  ad- 
venture; and  La  Briere,  always  prolix,  had  given  his  rival  a 
thousand  valuable  hints 

The  servant,  understanding  his  master's  intentions,  carried 
them  out  to  admiration ;  he  trumpeted  the  advent  of  the  great 
poet,  to  whom  his  doctors  had  ordered  some  sea-baths  to  re- 
cruit him  after  the  double  fatigues  of  politics  and  literature. 
Tills  grand  personage  required  a  house  of  at  least  so  many 
rooms ;  for  he  was  bringing  his  secretary,  his  cook,  two  men- 
servants,  and  a  coachman,  not  to  mention  Monsieur  Germain 
Bonnet,  his  body-servant.  The  traveling  carriage  the  poet 
selected  and  hired  for  a  month  was  very  neat,  and  could  serve 
for  making  some  excursions ;  and  Germain  was  in  search  of 
two  saddle-horses  for  hire  in  the  neighborhood,  as  Monsieur 
le  Baron  and  his  secretary  were  found  of  horse-exercise.  In 
the  presence  of  little  Latournelle,  Germain,  as  he  went  over 
various  houses,  spoke  much  of  the  secretary,  and  rejected  two 
villas  on  the  ground  that  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  would  not  be 
well  accommodated. 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he,  "  regards  his  secretary  as 
his  best  friend.  Oh,  I  should  catch  It  handsomely  If  Monsieur 
de  la  Briere  were  not  as  well  served  as  Monsieur  le  Baron  him- 
self. And,  after  all.  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  Is  Referendary  to 
the  Court  of  Exchequer." 

Germain  was  never  seen  dressed  otherwise  than  In  a  suit  of 
black,  with  good  gloves  and  boots,  turned  out  like  a  gentle- 
man. Imagine  the  effect  he  produced,  and  the  notion  that 
was  formed  of  the  great  poet  from  this  specimen.     A  clever 


MODESTE  MIGNON  149 

man's  servant  becomes  clever  too;  the  master's  cleverness 
presently  "  runs  "  and  colors  the  man.  Germain  did  not 
overact  his  part ;  he  was  straightforward  and  genial,  as 
Canalis  had  instructed  him  to  be.  Poor  La  Briere  had  no 
suspicion  of  the  injury  Germain  was  doing  him,  or  of  the  de- 
preciation to  which  he  had  exposed  himself;  for  some  echoes 
of  public  report  rose  from  the  lower  depths  to  Modeste's  ears. 
Thus  Canalis  was  bringing  his  friend  in  his  retinue,  in  his 
carriage;  and  Ernest's  simple  nature  did  not  allow  him  to 
perceive  his  false  position  soon  enough  to  remedy  it. 

The  delay  which  so  provoked  Charles  Mignon  was  caused 
by  the  poet's  desire  to  have  his  arms  painted  on  the  doors  of 
the  chaise,  and  by  his  orders  to  the  tailor ;  for  Canalis  took  in 
the  wide  world  of  such  triviahties,  of  which  the  least  may  in- 
fluence a  girl. 

"  Make  yourself  easy,"  said  Latournelle  to  the  Colonel  on 
the  fifth  day.  "  Monsieur  de  Canalis'  man  came  to  a  de- 
termination this  morning.  He  has  taken  Madame  Amaury's 
cottage  at  Sanvic,  furnished,  for  seven  hundred  francs,  and 
has  written  to  his  master  that  he  can  start,  and  will  find 
everything  ready  on  his  arrival.  So  the  gentlemen  will  be 
here  by  Sunday.  I  have  also  had  this  note  from  Butscha. 
Here — it  is  not  long :  *  My  dear  Master,  I  cannot  get  back 
before  Sunday.  Between  this  and  then  I  must  get  some  im- 
portant information  which  nearly  concerns  someone  in  whom 
you  are  interested.'  " 

The  announcement  of  this  arrival  did  not  make  Modeste  at 
all  less  sad ;  the  sense  of  a  fall,  of  humiliation,  still  held  sway 
over  her,  and  she  was  not  such  a  born  coquette  as  her  father 
thought  her.  There  is  a  charming  and  permissible  kind  of 
flirtation,  the  coquetry  of  the  soul,  which  might  be  called  the 
good  breeding  of  love;  and  Charles  Mignon,  when  reproving 
his  daughter,  had  failed  to  distinguish  between  the  desire  to 
please  and  the  factitious  love  of  the  mind,  between  the  craving 
to  love  and  self-interest.  Just  like  a  soldier  of  the  Empire, 
he  saw  in  the  letters  he  had  so  hastily  read  a  girl  throwing 
herself  at  a  poet's  head ;  but  in  many  letters — omitted  here  for 
the  sake  of  brevity — a  connoisseur  would  have  admired 
the    maidenly    and    graceful    reserve    which    Modeste    had 
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immediately  substituted  for  the  aggressive  and  frivolous 
pertness  of  her  first  effusions — a  transition  very  natural  in 
a  woman. 

On  one  point  her  father  had  been  cruelly  right.  It  was  her 
last  letter — in  which  Modeste,  carried  away  by  threefold  love, 
had  spoken  as  though  their  marriage  were  a  decided  thing, 
which  really  brought  her  to  shame.  Still,  she  thought  her 
father  very  hard,  very  cruel,  to  compel  her  to  receive  a  man 
so  unworthy  of  her,  towards  whom  her  soul  had  flown  almost 
unveiled.  She  had  questioned  Dumay  as  to  his  interview  with 
the  poet;  she  had  ingeniously  extracted  from  him  every  de- 
tail, and  she  could  not  think  Canalis  such  a  barbarian  as  the 
Lieutenant  thought  him.  She  could  smile  at  the  fine  papal 
chest  containing  the  letters  of  the  mille  et  trois  ladies  of  this 
literary  Don  Giovanni.  Again  and  again  she  was  on  the 
point  of  saying  to  her  father,  "  I  am  not  the  only  girl  who 
writes  to  him;  the  cream  of  womankind  send  leaves  for  the 
poet's  crown  of  bay." 

In  the  course  of  this  week  Modeste's  character  underwent 
a  transformation.  This  catastrophe — and  it  was  a  great 
one  to  so  poetical  a  nature — aroused  her  latent  acumen  and 
spirit  of  mischief,  and  her  suitors  were  to  find  her  a  formi- 
dable adversary-  For,  in  fact,  in  any  girl,  if  her  heart 
is  chilled,  her  head  grows  clear ;  she  then  observes  everything 
with  a  certain  swiftness  of  judgment  and  a  spirit  of  mockery, 
such  as  Shakespeare  has  admirably  painted  in  the  person  of 
Beatrice  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  Modeste  was  seized 
by  intense  disgust  of  mankind,  since  the  most  distinguished  of 
them  had  deceived  her  hopes.  In  love,  what  a  woman  mistakes 
for  disgust  is  simply  seeing  clearly ;  but  in  matters  of  feeling 
no  woman,  especially  no  young  girl,  ever  sees  truly.  When 
she  ceases  to  admire,  she  contemns.  So  Modeste,  after  going 
through  fearful  tortures  of  mind,  inevitably  put  on  the  armor 
on  which,  as  she  declared,  she  had  stamped  the  word  Contempt ; 
thenceforward  she  could  look  on  as  a  disinterested  spectator 
at  what  she  called  the  Farce  of  Suitors,  although  she  filled  the 
part  of  leading  lady.  More  especially  was  she  bent  on  per- 
tinaciously humiliating  Monsieur  de  la  Briere. 

"  Modeste  is  saved,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  her  husband 
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with  a  smile.  "  She  means  to  be  revenged  on  the  false  Canalis 
by  trying  to  fall  in  love  with  the  true  one." 

This  was,  indeed,  Modeste's  plan.  It  was  so  obvious  that 
her  mother,  to  whom  she  confided  her  vexation,  advised  her  to 
treat  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  with  oppressive  civility. 

*'  These  two  young  fellows,"  said  Madame  Latoumelle  on 
the  Saturday,  "  have  no  suspicion  of  the  troops  of  spies 
at  their  heels,  for  here  are  eight  of  us  to  keep  an  eye  on 
them." 

"  What,  my  dear — two?  "  cried  little  Latoumelle;  "  there 
are  three  of  them! — Gobenheim  is  not  here,  yet,  so  I  may 
speak." 

Modeste  had  looked  up,  and  all  the  others,  following  her 
example,  gazed  at  the  notary. 

"  A  third  lover,  and  he  is  a  lover,  has  put  himself  on  the 
list " 

"  Bless  me ! "  said  Charles  Mignon. 

"  But  he  is  no  less  a  person,"  the  notary  went  on  pompously, 
"  than  His  Lordship  Monsieur  le  Due  d'Herouville,  Marquis 
de  Saint-Sever,  Due  de  Nivron,  Comte  de  Bayeux,  Vicomte 
d'Essigny,  High  Equerry  of  France,  and  Peer  of  the  Realm, 
Knight  of  the  Orders  of  the  Spur  and  of  the  Golden  Fleece, 
Grandee  of  Spain,  and  son  of  the  last  Governor  of  Normandy. 
— He  saw  Mademoiselle  Modeste  when  he  was  staying  with  the 
Vilquins,  and  he  then  only  regretted — as  his  notary  told  me, 
who  arrived  yesterday  from  Bayeux — that  she  was  not  rich 
enough  for  him,  since  his  father,  on  his  return  from  exile,  had 
found  nothing  left  but  his  Chateau  of  Herouville,  graced  by 
his  sister's  presence. — The  young  Duke  is  three-and-thirty. 
I  am  definitely  charged  to  make  overtures.  Monsieur  le 
Comte,"  added  Latoumelle,  turning  respectfully  to  the 
Colonel. 

"  Ask  Modeste,"  said  her  father,  "  whether  she  wishes  to 
have  another  bird  in  her  aviary ;  for,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned, 
I  am  quite  willing  that  this  fine  gentleman  equerry  should  pay 
his  addresses  to  her." 

Notwithstanding  the  care  with  which  Charles  Mignoa 
avoided  seeing  anybody,  stayed  in  the  Chalet,  and  never  went 
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out  but  with  Modeste,  Gobenheim,  whom  they  could  hardly 
cease  to  receive  at  the  Chalet,  had  gossiped  about  Dumay's 
wealth ;  for  Dumay,  a  second  father  to  Modeste,  had  said  to 
Gobenheim  when  he  left  his  service,  "  I  shall  be  my  Colonel's 
steward,  and  all  my  money,  excepting  what  my  wife  may  keep, 
will  go  to  my  little  Modcste's  children." 

So  everyone  at  le  Havre  had  echoed  the  plain  question  that 
Latoumellc  had  asked  himself — 

"  Must  not  Monsieur  Charles  Mignon  have  made  an 
enormous  fortune  if  Dumay's  share  amounts  to  six  hundred 
thousand  francs,  and  if  Dumay  is  to  be  his  steward?  " 

"  Monsieur  Mignon  came  home  in  a  ship  of  his  own,"  said 
the  gossips  on  'Change,  "  loaded  with  indigo.  The  freight 
alone,  not  to  mention  the  vessel,  is  worth  more  than  he  gives 
out  to  be  his  fortune." 

The  Colonel  would  not  discharge  the  servants  he  had  so 
carefully  chosen  during  his  travels,  so  he  was  obliged  to  hire 
a  house  for  six  months  in  the  lower  part  of  Ingouville ;  he  had 
a  body-servant,  a  cook,  and  a  coachman — both  negroes — and 
a  mulatto  woman  and  two  mulatto  men  on  whose  faithfulness 
he  could  rely.  The  coachman  was  inquiring  for  riding  horses 
for  Mademoiselle  and  his  master,  and  for  carriage  horses  for 
the  chaise  in  which  the  Colonel  and  the  Lieutenant  had  come 
home.  This  traveling  carriage,  purchased  in  Paris,  was  in 
the  latest  fashion,  and  bore  the  arms  of  la  Bastie  with  a 
Count's  coronet.  All  these  things,  mere  trifles  in  the  eyes 
of  a  man  who  had  been  living,  for  four  years,  in  the  midst  of 
the  unbounded  luxury  of  the  Indies,  of  the  Hongkong  mer- 
chants, and  the  English  at  Canton,  were  the  subject  of  com- 
ment to  the  traders  of  le  Havre  and  the  good  folks  of  Graville 
and  Ingouville.  Within  five  days  there  was  a  hubbub  of  talk 
which  flashed  across  Normandy  like  a  fired  train  of  gun- 
powder. 

"  Monsieur  Mignon  has  come  home  from  China  with  mil- 
lions," was  said  at  Rouen,  "  and  it  would  seem  that  he  has  be- 
come a  Count  in  the  course  of  his  travels." 

"  But  he  was  Comte  de  la  Bastie  before  the  Revolution," 
somebody  remarked. 

"  So  a  Liberal,  who  for  five-and-twenty  years  was  known  as 
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Charles  Mignon,  is  now  called  Monsieur  le  Comte !  What  are 
we  coming  to?  " 

Thus,  in  spite  of  the  reserve  of  her  parents  and  intimates, 
Modeste  was  regarded  as  the  richest  heiress  in  Normandy, 
and  all  eyes  could  now  see  her  merits.  The  Due  d'Herouville's 
aunt  and  sister,  in  full  drawing-room  assembly  at  Bayeux, 
confirmed  Monsieur  Charles  Mignon's  right  to  the  arms  and 
title  of  Count  conferred  on  Cardinal  Mignon,  whose  Cardinal's 
hat  and  cords  were,  out  of  gratitude,  assumed  in  place  of  a 
crest  and  supporters.  These  ladies  had  caught  sight  of 
Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  from  the  Vilquins',  and  their  solici- 
tude for  the  impoverished  head  of  the  house  at  once  scented 
an  opportunity. 

"  If  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  is  as  rich  as  she  is  hand- 
some," said  the  young  Duke's  aunt,  "  she  will  be  the  best 
match  in  the  province.  And  she,  at  any  rate,  is  of  noble 
birth!" 

The  last  words  were  a  shot  at  the  Vilquins,  with  whom  she 
could  not  come  to  terms  after  enduring  the  humiliation  of 
paying  them  a  visit. 

Such  were  the  little  events  which  led  to  the  introduction 
of  another  actor  in  this  domestic  drama,  contrary  to  all  the 
laws  of  Aristotle  and  Horace.  But  the  portrait  and  biog- 
raphy of  this  personage,  so  tardy  in  his  appearance,  will 
not  detain  us  long,  since  he  is  of  the  smallest  importance. 
Monsieur  le  Due  will  not  fill  more  space  here  than  he  will  in 
history. 

His  Lordship  Monsieur  le  Due  d'Herouville,  the  fruit  of 
the  matrimonial  autumn  of  the  last  Governor  of  Normandy, 
was  born  at  Vienna  in  1796,  during  the  Emigration.  The 
old  Marshal,  who  returned  with  the  King  in  1814,  died  in 
1819  without  seeing  his  son  married,  though  he  was  Due  de 
Nivron ;  he  had  nothing  to  leave  him  but  the  immense  Chateau 
of  Herouville,  with  the  park,  some  outlying  ground  and  a 
farm,  all  painfully  repurchased,  and  worth  about  fifteen 
thousand  francs  a  year.  Louis  XVIII.  gave  the  young  Duke 
the  post  of  Master  of  the  Horse;  and  under  Charles  X.  he 
received  the  allowance  of  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year 
granted  to  impecunious  peers. 
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But  what  were  twenty-seven  thousand  francs  a  year  for 
such  a  family?  In  Paris,  indeed,  the  young  Duke  had  the 
use  of  the  Royal  carriages,  and  his  official  residence  at  the 
King's  stables  in  the  Rue  Saint-Thomas  du  Louvre;  his 
salary  paid  the  expenses  of  the  winter,  and  the  twenty-seven 
thousand  francs  paid  those  of  the  summer  in  Normandy. 

Though  this  great  man  was  still  a  bachelor,  the  fault  was 
less  his  own  than  that  of  his  aunt,  who  was  not  familiar 
with  La  Fontaine's  fables.  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville's  pre- 
tensions were  stupendous,  quite  out  of  harmony  with  the 
spirit  of  the  age ;  for  great  names  without  money  can  hardly 
meet  with  any  wealthy  heiresses  among  the  high  French  no- 
bility, which  finds  it  difficult  enough  to  enrich  its  sons,  ruined 
by  the  equal  division  of  property.  To  find  an  advantageous 
match  for  the  young  Due  d'Herouville  she  should  have  cul- 
tivated the  great  financial  houses,  and  this  haughty  daugh- 
ter of  the  noble  house  offended  them  all  by  her  cutting 
speeches.  During  the  early  years  of  the  Restoration,  be- 
tween 1817  and  1825,  while  looking  out  for  millions.  Made- 
moiselle d'Herouville  refused  Mademoiselle  Mongenod,  the 
banker's  daughter,  with  whom  Monsieur  de  Fontaine  was  con- 
tent. And  now,  after  various  good  matches  had  been  marred 
by  her  pride,  she  had  just  decided  that  the  fortune  of  the 
Nucingens  had  been  amassed  by  too  vile  means  to  allow  of 
her  lending  herself  to  Madame  de  Nucingen's  ambitious  de- 
sire to  see  her  daughter  a  duchess.  The  King,  anxious  to 
restore  the  splendor  of  the  Herouvilles,  had  almost  made  the 
match  himself,  and  he  publicly  taxed  Mademoiselle  d'Herou- 
ville with  folly.  Thus  the  aunt  made  her  nephew  ridiculous, 
and  the  Duke  laid  himself  open  to  ridicule. 

It  is  a  fact  that  when  the  great  things  of  humanity  vanish 
they  leave  some  fragments  (frusteaux,  Rabelais  would  call 
them)  ;  and  the  French  nobility  in  our  day  shows  too  many 
fag-ends.  In  this  long  study  of  manners  neither  the  clergy 
nor  the  nobility  have  anything  to  complain  of.  Those  two 
great  and  magnificent  social  necessaries  are  well  represented ; 
but  would  it  not  be  false  to  the  proud  title  of  Historian  to 
be  other  than  impartial,  to  fail  to  show  here  the  degeneracy 
of  the  race — just  as  you  will  elsewhere  find  the  study  of  an 
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emigre,  the  Comte  de  Mortsauf  (Le  Lys  dans  la  Vallee)^  and 
every  noblest  feature  of  the  noble,  in  the  Marquis  d'Espard 
i^U Interdiction)  ? 

How  was  it  that  a  race  of  brave  and  strong  men,  that  the 
house  of  d'Herouville,  which  gave  the  famous  Marshal  to  the 
Royal  cause,  cardinals  to  the  Church,  captains  to  the  Valois, 
and  brave  men  to  Louis  XIV.,  ended  in  a  frail  creature  smaller 
than  Butscha?  It  is  a  question  we  may  ask  ourselves  in 
many  a  Paris  drawing-room,  as  we  hear  one  of  the  great 
names  of  France  announced,  and  see  a  little  slender  slip  of 
a  man  come  in  who  seems  only  to  breathe,  or  a  prematurely 
old  fellow,  or  some  eccentric  being,  in  whom  the  observer 
seeks,  but  scarcely  finds,  a  feature  in  which  imagination  can 
see  a  trace  of  original  greatness.  The  dissipations  of  the 
reign  of  Louis  XV.,  the  orgies  of  that  selfish  time,  have  pro- 
duced the  etiolated  generation  in  which  fine  manners  are  the 
sole  survivors  of  extinct  great  qualities.  Style  is  the  only 
inheritance  preserved  by  the  nobility.  Thus,  apart  from  cer- 
tain exceptions,  the  defection  which  left  Louis  XVI.  to  perish 
may  be  to  some  extent  explained  by  the  miserable  heritage 
of  the  reign  of  Madame  de  Pompadour. 

The  Master  of  the  Horse,  a  young  man  with  blue  eyes,  fair, 
pale,  and  slight,  had  a  certain  dignity  of  mind;  but  his 
small  size,  and  his  aunt's  mistake  in  having  led  him  to  be 
uselessly  civil  to  the  Vilquins,  made  him  excessively  shy. 
The  d'Herouvilles  had  had  a  narrow  escape  of  dying  out  in 
the  person  of  a  cripple  {V Enfant  maudit).  But  the  Grand 
Marshal — as  the  family  always  called  the  d'Herouville  whom 
Louis  XIII.  had  created  Duke — had  married  at  the  age  of 
eighty-two,  and,  of  course,  the  family  had  been  continued. 
The  young  Duke  liked  women ;  but  he  placed  them  too  high, 
he  respected  them  too  much,  he  adored  them,  and  was  not 
at  his  ease  but  with  those  whom  no  one  respects.  This  char- 
acter had  led  to  his  living  a  twofold  life.  He  avenged  him- 
self on  women  of  easy  life  for  the  worship  he  paid  in  the 
drawing-rooms,  or,  if  you  like,  the  boudoirs  of  Saint-Germain. 
His  ways  and  his  tiny  figure,  his  weary  face,  his  blue  eyes, 
with  their  somewhat  ecstatic  expression,  had  added  to  the 
ridicule  poured  on  him,  most  unjustly,  for  he  was  full  of 
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apprehensiveness  and  wit ;  but  his  wit  had  no  sparkle,  and 
was  never  seen  excepting  when  he  was  quite  at  his  ease. 
Fanny  Beaupre,  the  actress,  who  was  supposed  to  be  his 
highly  paid  and  most  intimate  friend,  used  to  say  of  him, 
"  It  is  good  wine,  but  so  tightly  corked  up  that  you  break 
your  corkscrews." 

The  handsome  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  whom  the  Mas- 
ter of  the  Horse  could  only  adore,  crushed  him  by  a  speech 
which,  unluckily,  was  repeated,  as  all  clever  but  ill-natured 
speeches  are. 

"  He  reminds  me,"  said  she,  "  of  a  trinket,  beautifully 
wrought,  but  which  we  show  more  than  we  use,  and  always 
keep  in  cotton  wool." 

Even  his  title  of  Master  of  the  Horse  would,  by  force  of 
contrast,  make  good  King  Charles  X.  laugh,  though  the 
Due  d'Herouville  was  a  capital  horseman.  Men,  like  books, 
are  sometimes  valued  too  late.  Modeste  had  had  a  glimpse 
of  the  Duke  during  his  fruitless  visit  to  the  Vilquins,  and  as 
he  went  by,  all  these  remarks  involuntarily  recurred  to  her 
mind;  but  in  the  position  in  which  she  now  stood,  she  per- 
ceived how  valuable  the  Due  d'HerouviUe's  suit  would  be 
to  save  her  from  being  at  the  mercy  of  a  Canalis. 

*'  I  do  not  see,"  said  she  to  Latournelle,  "  why  the  Due 
d'Herouville  should  not  be  allowed  to  call.  In  spite  of  our 
indigence,"  she  added,  with  a  mischievous  glance  at  her 
father,  "  I  am  supposed  to  be  an  heiress.  I  shall  have  at  last 
to  publish  a  card  of  the  field. — Have  you  not  noticed  how 
Gobenheim's  looks  have  changed  in  the  course  of  this  week.'' 
He  is  in  despair  because  he  cannot  set  down  his  faithful  at- 
tendance for  whist  to  the  score  of  mute  admiration  of  me !  " 

"  Hush,  my  darling !  here  he  is,"  said  Madame  Latournelle. 

"  Old  Althor  is  in  despair,"  said  Gobenheim  to  Monsieur 
Mignon  as  he  came  in. 

"  What  about  ?  "  asked  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie. 

*'  Vilquin  is  going  to  fail,  they  say,  and  on  'Change  here 
you  are  said  to  have  several  millions " 

"  No  one  knows,"  said  Charles  Mignon  very  dryly,  "  what 
my  obligations  in  India  may  amount  to,  and  I  do  not  care  to 
admit   the  public  to  my   confidence  in  business  matters. — 
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Dumay,"  he  added  in  his  friend's  ear,  "  if  Vilquin  is  in  dif- 
ficulties, we  may  be  able  to  get  the  place  back  for  what  he 
gave  for  it  in  ready  money." 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  brought  about  by  chance 
when,  on  Sunday  morning,  Canalis  and  La  Briere,  preceded 
by  a  courier,  arrived  at  Madame  Amaury's  villa.  They  were 
told  that  the  Due  d'Herouville  and  his  sister  had  arrived  on 
the  previous  Tuesday  at  a  hired  house  in  Graville,  for  the 
benefit  of  their  health.  This  competition  led  to  a  jest  in  the 
town  that  rents  would  rise  at  Ingouville. 

*'  She  will  make  the  place  a  perfect  hospital  if  this  goes 
on  !  "  remarked  Mademoiselle  Vilquin,  disgusted  at  not  becom- 
ing a  duchess. 

The  perennial  comedy  of  The  Heiress,  now  to  be  performed 
at  the  Chalet,  might  certainly,  from  the  frame  of  mind  in 
which  it  found  Modeste,  have  been,  as  she  had  said  in  jest,  a 
competition,  for  she  was  firmly  resolved,  after  the  overthrow 
of  her  illusions,  to  give  her  hand  only  to  the  man  whose 
character  should  prove  perfectly  satisfactory. 

On  the  morrow  of  their  arrival,  the  rivals — still  bosom 
friends — prepared  to  make  their  first  visit  to  the  Chalet  that 
evening.  They  devoted  the  whole  of  Sunday  and  all  Monday 
morning  to  unpacking,  to  taking  possession  of  Madame 
Amaury's  house,  and  to  settling  themselves  in  it  for  a  month. 
Besides,  the  poet,  justified  by  his  position  as  Minister's  ap- 
prentice in  allowing  himself  some  craft,  had  thought  of  every- 
thing; he  wished  to  get  the  benefit  of  the  excitement  that 
might  be  caused  by  his  arrival,  of  which  some  echoes  might 
reach  the  Chalet.  Canalis,  supposed  to  be  much  fatigued, 
did  not  go  out ;  La  Briere  went  twice  to  walk  past  the  Chalet, 
for  he  loved  with  a  sort  of  desperation,  he  had  the  greatest 
dread  of  having  repelled  Modeste,  his  future  seemed  wrapped 
in  thick  clouds. 

The  two  friends  came  down  to  dinner  on  that  Monday  in 
array  for  their  first  visit,  the  most  important  of  all.  La 
Briere  was  dressed  as  he  had  been  in  church  on  that  famous 
Sunday ;  but  he  regarded  himself  as  the  satellite  to  a  planet, 
and  trusted  wholly  to  the  chance  of  circumstances.  Canalis, 
on  his  part,  had  not  forgotten  his  black  coat,  nor  his  orders, 
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nor  the  drawing-room  grace  perfected  by  his  intimacy  with 
the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  his  patroness,  and  with  the  finest 
company  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain.  Canalis  had  at- 
tended to  every  detail  of  dandyism,  while  poor  Ernest  was 
prepared  to  appear  in  the  comparative  carelessness  of  a  hope- 
less man. 

As  he  waited  on  the  two  gentlemen  at  table,  Germain  could 
not  help  smiling  at  the  contrast.  At  the  second  course  he 
came  in  with  a  diplomatic,  or,  to  be  exact,  a  disturbed  air. 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he  to  Canalis  in  a  low  voice, 
"  did  you  know  that  Monsieur  the  Master  of  the  Horse  is 
coming  to  Graville  to  be  cured  of  the  same  complaint  as  you 
and  Monsieur  de  la  Briere.''  " 

"  The  little  Due  d'Herouville  ?  "  cried  Canalis. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Can  he  have  come  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie?  "  asked 
La  Briere,  coloring. 

"  For  Mademoiselle  Mignon,"  replied  Germain. 

**  We  are  done  !  "  cried  Canalis,  looking  at  La  Briere. 

"  Ah !  "  Ernest  eagerly  replied,  "  that  is  the  first  time  you 
have  said  we  since  we  left  Paris.  Till  this  moment  you  have 
said  /." 

"  You  know  me ! "  cried  Melchior  with  a  burst  of  laugh- 
ter. "  Well,  we  are  not  in  a  position  to  hold  our  own  against 
an  officer  of  the  Household,  against  the  titles  of  Duke  and 
Peer,  nor  against  the  marsh-lands  which  the  Privy  Council 
has  just  conferred,  on  the  strength  of  my  report,  on  the 
House  of  Herouville." 

"  His  Highness,"  said  La  Briere  with  mischievous  gravity, 
*'  offers  you  a  plum  of  consolation  in  the  person  of  his  sister." 

Just  at  this  moment  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  announced. 
The  two  young  men  rose  to  receive  him,  and  La  Briere 
hastened  to  meet  him  and  introduce  Canalis. 

"  I  had  to  return  the  visit  you  paid  me  in  Paris,"  said 
Charles  Mignon  to  the  young  Referendary,  "  and  I  knew 
that  by  coming  here  I  should  have  the  added  pleasure  of  see- 
ing one  of  our  great  living  poets." 

"  Great  ? — Monsieur,"  the  poet  replied  with  a  smile,  "  there 
can  be  nothing  great  henceforth  in  an  age  to  which  the  reign 
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of  Napoleon  was  the  preface.  To  begin  with,  we  are  a  per- 
fect tribe  of  so-called  great  poets.  And  besides,  second-rate 
talent  apes  genius  so  well  that  it  has  made  any  great  dis- 
tinction impossible." 

"  And  is  that  what  has  driven  you  into  politics  ?  "  asked 
the  Comte  de  la  Bastie. 

"  It  is  the  same  in  that  field  too,"  said  Canalis.  "  There 
will  be  no  more  great  statesmen ;  there  will  be  only  men  who 
are  more  or  less  in  touch  with  events.  Under  the  system 
produced  by  the  Charter,  Monsieur,  which  regards  the  sched- 
ule of  the  rates  you  pay  as  a  patent  of  nobility,  there  is 
nothing  substantial  but  what  you  went  to  find  in  China — a 
fortune." 

Melchior,  well  pleased  with  himself,  and  satisfied  with  the 
impression  he  was  making  on  his  future  father-in-law,  now 
turned  to  Germain. 

*'  Give  us  coffee  in  the  drawing-room,"  said  he,  bowing  to 
the  merchant  to  leave  the  dining-room. 

"  I  must  thank  you,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  La  Briere, 
*'  for  having  spared  me  the  embarrassment  of  not  knowing 
how  I  might  introduce  my  friend  at  your  house.  To  your 
kind  heart  you  add  a  happy  wit " 

"  Oh,  such  wit  as  is  common  to  the  natives  of  Provence," 
said  Mignon. 

"Ah,  you  come  from  Provence?"  cried  Canalis. 

*'  Forgive  my  friend,"  said  La  Briere ;  "  he  has  not  studied 
the  history  of  the  la  Basties,  as  I  have." 

At  the  word  friend,  Canalis  shot  a  deep  look  at  Ernest. 

"  If  your  health  permits,"  said  the  Provencal  to  the  great 
poet,  "  I  claim  the  honor  of  receiving  you  this  evening  under 
my  roof.  It  will  be  a  day  to  mark,  as  the  ancients  have  it, 
albo  notanda  lapillo.  Though  we  are  somewhat  shy  of  re- 
ceiving so  great  a  glory  in  so  small  a  house,  you  will  gratify 
my  daughter's  impatience,  for  her  admiration  has  led  her 
even  to  set  your  verses  to  music." 

"  You  possess  what  is  better  than  glory,"  said  Canalis. 
"  You  have  beauty  in  your  home,  if  I  may  believe  Ernest." 

*'  Oh,  she  is  a  good  girl,  whom  you  will  find  quite  provin- 
cial," said  the  father. 
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"  Provincial  as  she  is,  she  has  a  suitor  in  the  Due  d'Herou- 
ville,"  cried  Canalis  in  a  hard  tone. 

"  Oh,"  said  Monsieur  Mignon,  with  the  deceptive  frank- 
ness of  a  southerner,  "  I  leave  my  daughter  free  to  choose. 
Dukes,  princes,  private  gentlemen,  they  are  all  the  same  to 
me,  even  men  of  genius.  I  will  pledge  myself  to  nothing; 
the  man  my  Modeste  may  prefer  will  be  my  son-in-law,  or 
rather  my  son,"  and  he  looked  at  La  Briere.  "  Madame  de 
la  Bastie  is  a  German ;  she  cannot  tolerate  French  etiquette, 
and  I  allow  myself  to  be  guided  by  my  two  women.  I  would 
always  rather  ride  inside  a  carriage  than  on  the  box.  We 
can  discuss  such  serious  matters  in  jest,  for  we  have  not  yet 
seen  the  Due  d'Herouville,  and  I  do  not  believe  in  marriages 
arranged  by  proxy  any  more  than  in  suitors  forced  on  girls 
by  their  parents."  . 

"  That  is  a  declaration  equally  disheartening  and  en- 
couraging to  two  young  men  who  seek  in  marriage  the  phi- 
losopher's stone  of  happiness,"  said  Canalis. 

"  Do  not  you  think  it  desirable,  necessary,  and  indeed 
good  policy,  to  stipulate  for  perfect  liberty  for  the  parents, 
the  daughter,  and  the  suitors.?  "  said  Charles  Mignon. 

Canalis,  at  a  glance  from  La  Briere,  made  no  reply,  and 
the  conversation  continued  on  indifferent  subjects.  After 
walking  two  or  three  times  round  the  garden,  the  father 
withdrew,  begging  the  two  friends  to  pay  their  visit. 

"  That  is  our  dismissal,"  cried  Canalis.  *'  You  understood 
it  as  I  did.  After  all,  in  his  place  I  should  not  hesitate  be- 
tween the  Master  of  the  Horse  and  either  of  us,  charming 
fellows  as  we  may  be." 

"  I  do  not  think  so,"  said  La  Briere.  "  I  believe  that  the 
worthy  officer  came  simply  to  gratify  his  own  impatience 
to  see  you,  and  to  declare  his  neutrality  while  opening  his 
house  to  us.  Modeste,  bewitched  by  your  fame,  and  misled 
as  to  my  identity,  finds  herself  between  Poetry  and  hard 
Pact.      It  is  my  misfortune  to  be  the  hard  Fact." 

"  Germain,"  said  Canalis  to  the  servant  who  came  in  to 
clear  away  the  coffee,  "  order  the  carriage  round.  We  will 
go  out  in  half  an  hour,  and  take  a  drive  before  going  to 
the  Chalet." 
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The  two  young  men  were  equally  impatient  to  see  Modeste, 
but  La  Briere  dreaded  the  meeting,  while  Canalis  looked  for- 
ward to  it  with  a  confidence  inspired  by  conceit.  Ernest's 
impulsive  advances  to  her  father,  and  the  flattery  by  which 
he  had  soothed  the  merchant's  aristocratic  pride  while  show- 
ing up  the  poet's  awkwardness,  made  Canalis  determine  that 
he  would  play  a  part.  He  resolved  that  he  would  display 
all  his  powers  of  attraction,  but  at  the  same  time  affect  in- 
difi'erence,  seem  to  disdain  Modeste,  and  so  goad  the  girl's 
vanity.  A  disciple  of  the  beautiful  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu, 
he  here  showed  himself  worthy  of  his  reputation  as  a  man 
who  knew  women  well;  though  he  did  not  really  know  them, 
since  no  man  does  who  is  the  happy  victim  of  an  exclusive 
passion.  While  the  luckless  Ernest,  sunk  in  a  corner  of  the 
carriage,  was  crushed  by  the  terrors  of  true  love  and  the 
anticipated  wrath,  scorn,  contempt — all  the  lightnings  of  an 
offended  and  disappointed  girl — and  kept  gloomy  silence, 
Canalis,  not  less  silent,  was  preparing  himself,  like  an  actor 
studying  an  important  part  in  a  new  play. 

Neither  of  them  certainly  looked  like  a  happy  man. 

For  Canalis,  indeed,  the  matter  was  serious.  To  him  the 
mere  fancy  for  marrying  involved  the  breach  of  the  serious 
friendship  which  had  bound  him  for  nearly  ten  years  to  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu.  Though  he  had  screened  his  journey 
under  the  common  excuse  of  overwork — in  which  no  woman 
ever  believes,  even  if  it  is  true — his  conscience  troubled  him 
somewhat;  but  to  La  Briere  the  word  Conscience  seemed  so 
Jesuitical  that  he  only  shrugged  his  shoulders  when  the  poet 
spoke  of  his  scruples. 

"  Your  conscience,  my  boy,  seems  to  me  to  mean  simply 
your  fear  of  losing  the  gratifications  of  vanity,  some  solid 
advantages,  and  a  pleasant  habit  in  sacrificing  Madame  de 
Chaulieu's  affection ;  for,  if  you  are  successful  with  Modeste, 
you  will  certainly  have  nothing  to  regret  in  the  after- 
math of  a  passion  so  constantly  reaped  during  these  eight 
years  past.  If  you  tell  me  that  you  are  afraid  of  offend- 
ing your  protectress,  should  she  learn  the  real  reason 
of  your  visit  here,  I  can  easily  believe  you.  To  throw 
over  the  Duchess   and  fail   at  the   Chalet  is   staking  too 
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much !     And  you  mistake  the  distress  of  this  alternative  for 


remorse 


I  »> 


"  You  know  nothing  about  sentiment ! "  cried  Canalis,  net- 
tled, as  a  man  always  is  when  he  asks  for  a  compliment  and 
hears  the  trutli. 

"  That  is  just  what  a  bigamist  would  say  to  a  dozen  jury- 
men," said  La  Briere,  laughing. 

This  epigram  made  a  yet  more  disagreeable  impression  on 
Canalis;  he  thought  La  Briere  much  too  clever  and  too  free 
for  a  secretary. 

The  arrival  of  a  handsome  carriage,  with  a  coachman  in 
Canalis'  livery,  made  all  the  greater  sensation  at  the  Chalet, 
because  the  two  gentlemen  were  expected,  and  all  the  persons 
of  this  tale,  excepting  only  the  Duke  and  Butscha,  were  as- 
sembled there. 

"  Which  is  the  poet.?  "  asked  Madame  Latournelle  of  Du- 
may,  as  they  stood  in  the  window-bay,  where  she  had  posted 
herself  on  hearing  the  carriage-wheels. 

"  The  one  who  marches  like  a  drum-major,"  replied  the 
cashier. 

"  Ah,  ha !  "  said  the  lady,  studying  Melchior,  who  strutted 
like  a  man  on  whom  the  world  has  its  eye. 

Though  rather  severe,  Dumay's  judgment — a  simple  soul, 
if  ever  man  was — had  hit  the  mark.  Canalis  was,  morally 
speaking,  a  sort  of  Narcissus ;  this  was  the  fault  of  the  great 
lady  who  flattered  him  immensely,  and  spoilt  him  as  women 
older  than  their  adorers  always  will  flatter  and  spoil  men. 
A  woman  past  her  first  youth,  who  means  to  attach  a  man 
permanently,  begins  by  glorifying  his  faults,  so  as  to  make 
all  rivalry  impossible ;  for  her  rival  cannot  at  once  be  in 
the  secret  of  that  subtle  flattery  to  which  a  man  so  easily 
becomes  accustomed.  Coxcombs  are  the  product  of  this  fem- 
inine industry,  when  they  are  not  coxcombs  by  nature. 

Hence  Canalis,  caught  young  by  the  beautiful  Duchess, 
justified  himself  for  his  airs  and  graces  by  telling  himself 
that  they  pleased  a  woman  whose  taste  was  law.  Subtle  as 
these  shades  of  feeling  are,  it  is  not  impossible  to  render  them. 
Thus  Melchior  had  a  real  talent  for  reading  aloud,  which 
Jiad  been  much  admired,  and  too  flattering  praise  had  led  him 
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into  an  exaggerated  manner,  which  neither  poet  nor  actor  can 
set  bounds  to,  and  which  made  de  Marsay  say — always  de 
Marsay — that  he  did  not  declaim,  but  brayed  out  his  verses, 
so  fully  would  he  mouth  the  vowels  as  he  listened  to  himself. 
To  use  the  slang  of  the  stage,  he  pumped  himself  out,  and 
made  too  long  pauses.  He  would  examine  his  audience  with 
a  knowing  look,  and  give  himself  self-satisfied  airs,  with  the 
aids  to  emphasis  of  "  sawing  the  air  "  and  "  windmill  action  " 
— picturesque  phrases,  as  the  catchwords  of  Art  always  are. 
Canalis  indeed  had  imitators,  and  was  the  head  of  a  school 
in  this  style.  This  melodramatic  emphasis  had  slightly  in- 
fected his  conversation  and  given  it  a  declamatory  tone,  as 
will  have  been  seen  in  his  interview  with  Dumay.  When  once 
the  mind  has  become  foppish,  manners  show  the  influence. 
Canalis  had  come  at  last  to  a  sort  of  rhythmic  gait,  he  in- 
vented attitudes,  stole  looks  at  himself  in  the  glass,  and  made 
his  language  harmonize  with  the  position  he  assumed.  He 
thought  so  much  of  the  effect  to  be  produced,  that  more  than 
once  Blondet,  a  mocking  spirit,  had  bet  he  would  pull  him  up 
short — and  had  done  it — merely  by  fixing  a  set  gaze  on  the 
poet's  hair,  or  boots,  or  the  tail  of  his  coat. 

At  the  end  of  ten  years  these  antics,  which  at  first  had 
passed  under  favor  of  youthful  exuberance,  had  grown  stale, 
and  all  the  more  so  as  Melchior  himself  seemed  somewhat 
worn.  Fashionable  life  is  as  fatiguing  for  men  as  for  women, 
and  perhaps  the  Duchess's  twenty  years'  seniority  weighed 
on  Canalis  more  than  on  her;  for  the  world  saw  her  still 
handsome,  without  a  wrinkle,  without  rouge,  and  without 
heart.  Alas !  neither  men  nor  women  have  a  friend  to  warn 
them  at  the  moment  when  the  fragrance  of  modesty  turns 
rancid,  when  a  caressing  look  is  like  a  theatrical  trick,  when 
the  expressiveness  of  a  face  becomes  a  grimace,  when  the 
mechanism  of  their  liveliness  shows  its  rusty  skeleton.  Genius 
alone  can  renew  its  youth  like  the  serpent,  and  in  grace,  as 
in  all  else,  only  the  heart  never  grows  stale.  Persons  of 
genuine  feeling  are  single-hearted.  Now  in  Canalis,  as  we 
know,  the  heart  was  dry.  He  wasted  the  beauty  of  his  gaze 
by  assuming  at  inappropriate  moments  the  intensity  that 
deep  thought  gives  to  the  eyes. 
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And,  then,  praise  to  him  was  an  article  of  exchange,  in 
which  he  wanted  to  have  all  the  advantage.  His  way  of  pay- 
ing compliments,  which  charmed  superficial  persons,  to  those 
of  more  refined  taste  might  seem  insultingly  commonplace, 
and  the  readiness  of  his  flattery  betrayed  a  set  purpose.  In 
fact,  Melchior  lied  like  a  courtier.  To  the  Due  de  Chaulieu, 
who  had  proved  an  ineffective  speaker  when,  as  Minister  for 
Foreign  Affairs,  he  had  been  obliged  to  mount  the  Tribune, 
Canalis  had  unblushingly  said,  "  Your  Excellency  was 
sublime ! " 

Many  men  like  Canalis  might  have  had  their  affectations 
eradicated  by  failure  administered  in  small  doses.  Trifling, 
indeed,  as  such  faults  are  in  the  gilded  drawing-rooms  of  the 
Faubourg  Saint-Germain — where  everyone  contributes  a 
quota  of  absurdities,  and  this  kind  of  audacity,  artificiality, 
inflation  if  you  will,  has  a  background  of  excessive  luxury 
and  magnificent  dress  which  is  perhaps  an  excuse  for  it — 
they  are  monstrously  conspicuous  in  the  depths  of  the  coun- 
try, where  what  is  thought  ridiculous  is  the  very  opposite 
of  all  this.  Canalis,  indeed,  at  once  pompous  and  mannered, 
could  not  now  metamorphose  himself ;  he  had  had  time  to  set 
in  the  mold  into  which  the  Duchess  had  cast  him,  and  he 
was,  moreover,  very  Parisian,  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  very 
French.  The  Parisian  is  amazed  that  everytliing,  every- 
w^here,  is  not  what  it  is  in  Paris,  and  the  Frenchman  that 
it  is  not  what  it  is  in  France.  Good  taste  consists  in  ac- 
commodating one's  self  to  the  manners  of  other  places  without 
losing  too  much  of  one's  native  character,  as  Alcibiades  did 
■ — the  model  of  a  gentleman.  True  grace  is  elastic.  It 
yields  to  every  circumstance,  it  is  in  harmony  with  every 
social  atmosphere,  it  knows  how  to  walk  in  the  street  in  a 
cheap  dress,  remarkable  only  for  its  fitness,  instead  of 
parading  the  feathers  and  gaudy  hues  which  some  vulgar 
people  flaunt. 

Now,  Canalis,  influenced  by  a  woman  who  loved  him  for 
her  own  sake  rather  for  his,  wanted  to  be  himself  a  law,  and 
to  remain  what  he  was  wherever  he  might  go.  He  believed 
that  he  carried  his  private  public  with  him — a  mistake  shared 
by  some  other  great  men  in  Paris. 
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While  the  poet  made  a  studied  entrance  into  the  little 
drawing-room,  La  Briere  sneaked  in  like  a  dog  that  is  afraid 
of  being  beaten. 

"  Ah,  here  is  my  soldier ! "  said  Canalis,  on  seeing  Dumaj, 
after  paying  Madame  Mignon  his  respects,  and  bowing  to 
the  other  women.  "Your  anxieties  are  relieved,  I  hope?" 
he  went  on,  offering  him  his  hand  with  a  flourish.  "  But  the 
sight  of  Mademoiselle  sufficiently  explains  their  gravity.  I 
spoke  only  of  earthly  beings,  not  of  angels." 

The  hearers  by  their  expression  asked  for  a  clew  to  this 
riddle. 

"  Yes,  I  shall  regard  it  as  a  triumph,"  the  poet  went  on, 
understanding  that  everybody  wanted  an  explanation,  "  that 
I  succeeded  in  alarming  one  of  those  men  of  iron  whom 
Napoleon  succeeded  in  finding  to  form  the  piles  on  which  he 
tried  to  found  an  empire  too  vast  to  be  permanent.  Only 
time  can  serve  to  cement  such  a  structure ! — But  have  I  any 
right  to  boast  of  triumph?  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  it; 
it  was  the  triumph  of  fancy  over  fact.  Your  battles,  dear 
Monsieur  Dumay ;  your  heroic  cavalry  charges,  Monsieur  le 
Comte;  in  short.  War,  was  the  form  assumed  by  Napoleon's 
thoughts.  And  of  all  these  things  what  remains?  The  grass 
that  grows  over  them  knows  nothing  of  them,  nor  will  harvests 
mark  the  spot ;  but  for  history,  but  for  writing,  the  future 
might  know  nothing  of  this  heroic  age !  Thus  your  fifteen 
years  of  struggle  are  no  more  than  ideas,  and  that  is  what 
will  save  the  Empire ;  poets  will  make  a  poem  of  it.  A  land 
that  can  win  such  battles  ought  to  be  able  to  sing  them !  " 

Canalis  paused  to  collect,  by  a  sweeping  glance  at  their 
faces,  the  tribute  of  admiration  due  to  him  from  these  coun- 
try folks. 

"  You  cannot  doubt,  Monsieur,"  said  Madame  Mignon, 
"  how  much  I  regret  being  unable  to  see  you,  from  the  way 
you  indemnify  me  by  the  pleasure  I  feel  in  listening  to  you." 

Modeste,  dressed  as  she  had  been  on  the  day  when  this 
story  opens,  having  made  up  her  mind  to  think  Canalis 
sublime,  sat  speechless,  and  dropped  her  embroidery,  which 
hung  from  her  fingers  at  the  end  of  the  needleful  of  cotton. 

"  Modeste,  this  is  Monsieur  de  la  Briere. — Monsieur  Ernest 
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— my  daughter,"  said  Charles  Mignon,  thinking  that  the  sec- 
retary was  thrown  rather  too  much  into  the  background. 

The  young  lady  bowed  coldly  to  Ernest,  giving  him  a  look 
intended  to  convey  to  the  whole  party  that  she  had  never 
seen  him  before. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  she,  without  a  blush,  "  the 
fervent  admiration  I  profess  for  our  greatest  poet  is,  in 
my  friends'  eyes,  a  sufficient  excuse  for  my  having  seen  no 
one  else." 

The  clear  young  voice,  with  a  ring  in  it  like  the  famous 
tones  of  Mademoiselle  Mars,  enchanted  the  poor  Referendary, 
already  dazzled  by  Modeste's  beauty,  and  in  his  amazement 
he  spoke  a  few  words  which,  had  they  been  true,  would  have 
been  sublime — 

"  But  he  is  my  friend,"  said  he. 

"  Then  you  will  have  forgiven  me,"  she  replied. 

"  He  is  more  than  a  friend,"  cried  Canalis,  taking  Ernest 
by  the  shoulder,  and  leaning  on  him  as  Alexander  leaned  on 
Hephaestion.      "  We  love  each  other  like  two  brothers " 

Madame  Latournelle  cut  the  poet  short  in  the  middle  of  his 
speech  by  saying  to  her  husband — 

"  Surely  Monsieur  is  the  gentleman  we  saw  in  church.''  " 

"Why  not.P  "  said  Charles  Mignon,  seeing  Ernest  color. 

Modeste  gave  no  sign,  but  took  up  her  work  again. 

"  You  may  be  right ;  I  have  been  twice  to  le  Havre,"  said 
La  Briere,  sitting  down  by  the  side  of  Dumay. 

Canalis,  bewildered  by  Modeste's  beauty,  misunderstood  the 
admiration  she  expressed,  and  flattered  himself  that  his  ef- 
forts had  been  perfectly  successful. 

"  I  should  think  a  man  of  genius  devoid  of  heart  if  he  had 
not  about  him  some  attached  friend,"  said  Modeste,  to  revive 
the  subject  interrupted  by  Madame  Latournelle's  awk- 
.wardness. 

"  Mademoiselle,  Ernest's  devotion  is  enough  to  make  me  be- 
lieve that  I  am  good  for  something,"  said  Canalis.  "  For  my 
dear  Pylades  is  full  of  talent ;  he  was  quite  half  of  the  great- 
est Minister  we  have  had  since  the  Peace.  Though  he  fills 
a  distinguished  position,  he  consents  to  be  my  tutor  in  politics. 
He  teaches  me  business,  he  feeds  me  with  his  experience,  while 
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he  might  aspire  to  the  highest  office.  Oh !  he  is  much  superior 
to  me " 

At  a  gesture  from  Modeste,  Melchior  added  gracefully — 

"  The  poetry  I  write  he  bears  in  his  heart ;  and  if  I  dare 
speak  so  to  his  face,  it  is  because  he  is  as  diffident  as  a 
nun." 

"  Come,  come,  that  will  do,"  said  La  Briere,  who  did  not 
know  how  to  look.  "  My  dear  fellow,  you  might  be  a  mother 
wanting  to  get  her  daughter  married." 

"  How  can  you  think,  Monsieur,  of  becoming  a  politician  ?  " 
said  Charles  Mignon  to  Canalis. 

"  For  a  poet  it  is  abdication !  "  said  Modeste.  "  Politics 
are  the  stand-by  of  men  without  imagination." 

"  Nay,  Mademoiselle,  in  these  days  the  Tribune  is  the 
grandest  stage  in  the  world ;  it  has  taken  the  place  of  the 
lists  of  chivalry ;  it  will  be  the  meeting-place  of  every  kind 
of  intellect,  as  of  old  the  army  was  of  every  form  of  courage." 

Canalis  had  mounted  his  war-horse;  for  ten  minutes  he 
declaimed  on  the  subject  of  political  life: — Poetry  was  the 
preface  to  a  statesman.  In  these  days  the  orator's  province 
was  lofty  generalization ;  he  was  the  pastor  of  ideas.  If  a 
poet  could  show  his  countrymen  the  road  of  the  future,  did 
he  cease  to  be  himself.'*  He  quoted  Chateaubriand,  asserting 
that  he  would  some  day  be  more  important  on  his  poUtical 
than  on  his  literary  side.  The  French  Chambers  would  be 
the  guiding  light  of  humanity.  Contests  by  words  hence- 
forth had  taken  the  place  of  fighting  on  the  battlefield.  Such 
or  such  a  sitting  had  been  a  second  Austerlitz,  and  the  speak- 
ers had  risen  to  the  dignity  of  generals;  they  spent  as  much 
of  their  life,  courage,  and  strength,  they  wore  themselves  out 
as  much  as  generals  in  war.  Was  not  speech  almost  the 
most  exhausting  expenditure  of  vital  power  that  man  could 
indulge  in,  etc.,  etc. 

This  long  harangue,  made  up  of  modern  commonplace,  but 
clothed  in  high-sounding  phrases,  newly-coined  words,  and 
intended  to  prove  that  the  Baron  de  Canalis  must  some  day 
be  one  of  the  glories  of  the  Tribune,  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  notary,  on  Grobenheim,  on  Madame  Latoumelle,  and 
Madame  Mignon.     Modeste  felt  as  if  she  were  at  the  play 
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and  fired  with  enthusiasm  for  the  actor,  exactly  as  Ernest 
was  in  her  presence;  for  though  the  secretary  knew  all  these 
fine  phrases  by  heart,  ho  was  listening  to  them  by  the  light 
of  the  girl's  eyes,  and  falling  in  love  to  the  verge  of  madness. 
To  this  genuine  lover  Modeste  had  eclipsed  all  the  different 
Modcstes  he  had  pictured  to  himself  when  reading  or  answer- 
ing her  letters. 

This  visit,  of  which  Canalis  had  fixed  the  limits  before- 
hand, for  he  would  not  give  his  admirers  time  to  get  tired 
of  him,  ended  by  an  invitation  to  dinner  on  the  following 
Monday. 

"  We  shall  no  longer  be  at  the  Chalet,"  said  the  Comte  de 
la  Bastic ;  "  it  is  Dumay's  home  once  more.  I  am  going 
back  to  my  old  house  by  an  agreement  for  six  months,  with 
the  right  of  redemption,  which  I  have  just  signed  with  Mon- 
sieur Vilquin  in  my  friend  Latournelle's  office." 

"  I  only  hope,"  said  Dumay,  "  that  Vilquin  may  not  be  in 
a  position  to  repay  the  sum  you  have  lent  him  on  it." 

"  You  will  be  in  a  home  suitable  to  your  fortune,"  said 
Canalis. 

"  To  the  fortune  I  am  supposed  to  have,"  Charles  Mignon 
put  in. 

"  It  would  be  a  pity,"  said  the  poet,  with  a  charming  bow 
to  Modeste,  "  that  this  Madonna  should  lack  a  frame  worthy 
of  her  divine  perfections." 

This  was  all  that  Canalis  said  about  Modeste,  for  he  had 
affected  not  to  look  at  her,  and  to  behave  like  a  man  who 
is  not  at  liberty  to  think  of  marriage. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Madame  Mignon,  he  is  immensely  clever ! " 
exclaimed  the  notary's  wife,  when  the  gravel  was  heard 
crunching  under  the  Parisian's  feet. 

*'  Is  he  rich.?  that  is  the  question,"  said  Gobenheim. 

Modeste  stood  at  the  window,  not  missing  a  single  gesture 
of  the  great  poet's,  and  never  casting  a  glance  on  Ernest  de 
la  Briere.  When  Monsieur  Mignon  came  into  the  room 
again,  and  Modeste,  after  receiving  a  parting  bow  from  the 
two  young  men  as  the  carriage  turned,  had  resumed  her  seat, 
a  deep  discussion  ensued,  such  as  country  people  indulge  in 
on  Paris  visitors  after  a  first  meeting.     Gobenheim  reiterated 
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his  remark,  "  Is  he  rich  ?  "  in  reply  to  the  trio  of  praise 
sung  by  Madame  Latournclle,  Modeste,  and  her  mother. 

"  Rich?  "  retorted  Modeste.  "  What  can  it  matter.?  Can- 
not you  see  that  Monsieur  de  Canalis  is  a  man  destined  to  fill 
the  highest  posts  in  the  Government?  He  has  more  than 
wealth ;  he  has  the  means  of  acquiring  wealth !  " 

"  He  will  be  an  Ambassador  or  a  Minister,"  said  Monsieur 
Mignon. 

"  The  taxpayers  may  have  to  pay  for  his  funeral  neverthe- 
less," said  little  Latournelle. 

"  Why?  "  asked  Charles  Mignon. 

"  He  strikes  me  as  being  a  man  to  squander  all  the  fortunes 
which  Mademoiselle  Modeste  so  liberally  credits  him  with  the 
power  of  earning." 

"  How  can  Modeste  help  being  liberal  to  a  man  who  regards 
her  as  a  Madonna?"  said  Dumay,  faithful  to  the  aversion 
Canalis  had  roused  in  him. 

Gobenheim  was  preparing  the  whist-table,  with  all  the  more 
eagerness  because  since  Monsieur  Mignon's  return  Latournelle 
and  Dumay  had  allowed  themselves  to  play  for  ten  sous  a 
point. 

"  Now,  my  little  darling,"  said  the  father  to  his  daughter 
in  the  window  recess,  "  you  must  own  that  papa  thinks  of 
everything.  In  a  week,  if  you  send  orders  this  evening  to 
the  dressmaker  you  used  to  employ  in  Paris  and  to  your  other 
tradesmen,  you  may  display  yourself  in  all  the  magnificence 
of  an  heiress,  while  I  take  time  to  settle  into  our  old  house. 
You  shall  have  a  nice  pony,  so  take  care  to  have  a  habit 
made — the  Master  of  the  Horse  deserves  that  little  attention.'* 

"  All  the  more  so  as  we  must  show  our  friends  the  coun- 
try," said  Modeste,  whose  cheeks  were  recovering  the  hues  of 
health. 

"  The  secretary,"  observed  Madame  Mignon,  "  is  not  mucli 
to  speak  of." 

*'  He  is  a  little  simpleton,"  said  Madame  Latournelle. 
"  The  poet  was  attentive  to  everybody.  He  remembered  to 
thank  Latournelle  for  finding  him  a  house,  by  saying  to  me 
that  he  seemed  to  have  consulted  a  lady's  taste.  And  the 
other  stood  there  as  gloomy  as  a  Spaniard,  staring  hard, 
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looking  as  if  he  could  swallow  Modeste.  If  he  had  looked 
at  me  so,  I  should  have  been  frightened." 

"  He  has  a  very  pleasant  voice,"  Madame  Mignon  observed. 

"  He  must  have  come  to  le  Havre  to  make  inquiries  about 
the  house  of  Mignon  for  the  poet's  benefit,"  said  Modeste, 
with  a  slj  look  at  her  father.  "  He  is  certainly  the  man  we 
saw  in  church." 

Madame  Dumay  and  the  Latournelles  accepted  this  ex- 
planation of  Ernest's  former  journey. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Ernest,"  said  Canalis  when  they  had 
gone  twenty  yards,  "  I  see  no  one  in  the  Paris  world,  not  a 
single  girl  to  marry,  that  can  compare  with  this  adorable 
creature ! " 

"  Oh !  it  is  all  settled,"  replied  La  Briere,  with  concentrated 
bitterness ;  "  she  loves  you — or,  if  you  choose,  she  will  love 
you.  Your  fame  half  won  the  battle.  In  short,  you  have 
only  to  command.  You  can  go  there  alone  next  time;  Mo- 
deste has  the  deepest  contempt  for  me,  and  she  is  right,  but 
I  do  not  see  why  I  should  condemn  myself  to  the  torture  of 
going  to  admire,  desire,  and  adore  what  I  never  can  possess." 

After  a  few  condohng  speeches,  in  which  Canalis  betrayed 
his  satisfaction  at  having  produced  a  new  edition  of  Caesar's 
famous  motto,  he  hinted  at  his  wish  to  be  "  off "  with  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu.  La  Briere,  who  could  not  endure  the 
conversation,  made  an  excuse  of  the  loveliness  of  a  rather 
doubtful  night  to  get  out  and  walk;  he  flew  like  a  madman 
to  the  cliffs,  where  he  stayed  till  half-past  ten,  given  up  to 
a  sort  of  frenzy,  sometimes  walking  at  a  great  pace  and 
spouting  soliloquies,  sometimes  standing  still  or  sitting  down 
without  observing  the  uneasiness  he  was  giving  to  two  coast- 
guards on  the  look-out.  After  falling  in  love  with  Modeste's 
mental  culture  and  aggressive  candor,  he  now  added  his 
adoration  of  her  beauty,  that  is  to  say,  an  unreasoning  and 
inexplicable  passion,  to  all  the  other  causes  that  had  brought 
him  ten  days  ago  to  church  at  le  Havre. 

Then  he  wandered  back  to  the  Chalet,  where  the  Pyrenean 
dogs  barked  at  him  so  furiously  that  he  could  not  allow  him- 
self the  happiness  of  gazing  at  Modeste's  windows.     In  love. 


MODESTE  MIGNON  171 

all  these  things  are  of  no  more  account  than  the  under- 
painting  covered  by  the  final  touches  is  to  the  painter;  but 
they  are  nevertheless  the  whole  of  love,  as  concealed  painstak- 
ing is  the  whole  of  art:  the  outcome  is  a  great  painter  and  a 
perfect  lover,  which  the  public  and  the  woman  worship  at 
last — often  too  late. 

"  Well !  "  cried  he  aloud,  "  I  will  stay,  I  will  endure.  I 
shall  see  her  and  love  her  selfishly,  for  my  own  joy !  Modeste 
will  be  my  sun,  my  life,  I  shall  breathe  by  her  breath,  I  shall 
rejoice  in  her  joys,  I  shall  pine  over  her  sorrows,  even  if  she 
should  be  the  wife  of  that  egoist  Canalis " 


"  That  is  something  like  love.  Monsieur ! "  said  a  voice 
proceeding  from  a  bush  by  the  wayside.  *'  Bless  me !  is 
everybody  in  love  with  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie.''  " 

Butscha  started  forth  and  gazed  at  La  Briere.  Ernest 
sheathed  his  wrath  as  he  looked  at  the  dwarf  in  the  moon- 
light, and  walked  on  a  few  steps  without  replying. 

"  Two  soldiers  serving  in  the  same  company  should  be  on 
better  terms  than  that,"  said  Butscha.  "  If  you  are  not  in 
love  with  Canalis,  I  am  not  very  sweet  on  him  myself." 

"  He  is  my  friend,"  said  Ernest. 

"  Oh !  then  you  are  the  little  secretary  ?  "  replied  the 
hunchback. 

"  I  would  have  you  to  know.  Monsieur,"  said  La  Briere, 
"  that  I  am  no  man's  secretary.  I  have  the  honor  to  call 
myself  councilor  to  one  of  the  High  Courts  of  Justice  of 
this  realm." 

"  I  have  the  honor,  then,  of  making  my  bow  to  Monsieur 
de  la  Briere,"  said  Butscha.  "  I  have  the  honor  to  call  my- 
self head  clerk  to  Maitre  Latournelle,  the  first  notary  in  le 
Havre,  and  I  certainly  am  better  off  than  you  are. — Yes — ; 
for  I  have  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  Mademoiselle  Modeste 
de  la  Bastie  almost  every  afternoon  for  the  last  four  years, 
and  I  propose  to  live  within  her  ken  as  one  of  the  King's 
household  lives  at  the  Tuileries.  If  I  were  offered  the  throne 
of  Russia,  I  should  reply,  '  I  like  the  sun  too  well ! ' — Is  not 
that  as  much  as  to  say.  Monsieur,  that  I  care  more  for  her 
than  for  myself — with  all  respect  and  honor?  And  do  you 
suppose  that  the  high  and  mighty  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  will 
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look  with  a  friendly  eye  on  the  happiness  of  Madame  de 
Canalls,  when  her  maid,  who  is  in  love  with  Monsieur  Ger- 
main, and  is  already  uneasy  at  that  fascinating  valet's  long 
absence  at  le  Havre,  as  she  dresses  her  mistress's  hair 
complains     .     .      ." 

"  How  do  you  know  all  this?  "  said  La  Briere,  interrupting 
him. 

"  In  the  first  place,  I  am  a  notary's  clerk,"  replied  Butscha. 
"  And  have  you  not  observed  that  I  have  a  hump  ?  It  is  full 
of  ingenuity.  Monsieur.  I  made  myself  cousin  to  Made^ 
moiselle  Philoxene  Jacmin,  of  Honfleur,  where  my  mother  was 
born,  also  a  Jacmin — there  are  eleven  branches  of  Jacmins 
at  Honfleur. — And  so  my  fair  cousin,  tempted  by  the  hope 
of  a  highly  improbable  legacy,  told  me  a  good  many  things." 

"  And  the  Duchess  is  vindictive.''  "  said  La  Briere. 

"  As  vengeful  as  a  queen,  said  Philoxene.  She  has  nob 
yet  forgiven  the  Duke  for  being  only  her  husband,"  replied 
Butscha.  "  She  hates  as  she  loves.  I  am  thoroughly  in- 
formed as  to  her  temper,  her  dress,  her  tastes,  her  religion, 
and  her  meannesses,  for  Philoxene  stripped  her  soul  and 
body.  I  went  to  the  Opera  to  see  Madame  de  Chaulieu,  and 
I  do  not  regret  my  ten  francs — I  am  not  thinking  of  the 
piece.  If  my  hypothetical  cousin  had  not  told  me  that  her 
mistress  had  seen  fifty  springs,  I  should  have  thought  it  lavish 
to  give  her  thirty;  she  has  known  no  winter,  my  lady  the 
Duchess ! " 

"  True,"  said  La  Briere,  "  she  is  a  cameo  preserved  by  the 
onyx. — Canalis  would  be  in  great  difficulties  if  the  Duchess 
knew  of  his  plans;  and  I  hope,  Monsieur,  that  you  will  go 
no  further  in  an  espionage  so  unworthy  of  an  honest  man." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Butscha  proudly,  "  to  me  Modeste  Is 
the  State.  I  do  not  spy,  I  forestall.  The  Duchesse  de 
Chaulieu  will  come  here  if  necessary,  or  will  remain  quietly 
where  she  is  if  I  think  It  advisable." 

"You?" 

li  T  » 

"  And  by  what  means?  "  asked  La  Briere. 
"  Ah,   that   is   the   question,"    said   the   little  hunchback. 
He  plucked  a  blade  of  grass.     "  This  little  plant  Imagines 
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that  man  builds  palaces  for  its  accommodation,  and  one  day 
it  dislodges  the  most  firmly  cemented  marble,  just  as  the 
populace,  having  found  a  foothold  in  the  structure  of  the 
feudal  system,  overthrew  it.  The  p6wer  of  tl)e  weakest  that 
can  creep  in  everywhere  is  greater  than  that  of  the  strong 
man  who  relies  on  his  cannon.  There  are  three  of  us,  a 
Swiss  league,  who  have  sworn  that  Modeste  shall  be  happy, 
and  who  would  sell  our  honor  for  her  sake. — Good-night, 
Monsieur.  If  you  love  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  forget  this 
conversation,  and  give  me  your  hand  to  shake,  for  you  seem 
to  me  to  have  a  heart ! — I  was  pining  to  see  the  Chalet ;  I 
got  here  just  as  she  put  out  her  candle.  I  saw  you  when 
the  dogs  gave  tongue,  I  heard  you  raging ;  and  so  I  took  the 
liberty  of  telling  you  that  we  serve  under  the  same  colors,  in 
the  regiment  of  loyal  devotion  !  " 

"  Good,"  replied  Briere,  pressing  the  hunchback's  hand. 
*'  Then  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  whether  Mademoiselle  Mo- 
deste ever  fell  in  love  with  a  man  before  her  secret  correspond- 
ence with  Canalis?  " 

"  Oh !  "  cried  Butscha,  "  the  mere  question  is  an  insult ! — 
'And  even  now  who  knows  whether  she  is  in  love.?  Does  she 
herself  know.''  She  has  rushed  into  enthusiasm  for  the  mind, 
the  genius,  the  spirit  of  this  verse-monger,  this  vendor  of 
literary  pinchbeck ;  but  she  will  study  him — we  shall  all  study 
him ;  I  will  find  some  means  of  making  his  true  character  peep 
out  from  beneath  the  carapace  of  the  well-mannered  man, 
and  we  shall  see  the  significant  head  of  his  ambition,  and  his 
vanity,"  said  Butscha,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  Now  unless 
Mademoiselle  is  mad  enough  to  die  of  it " 

"  Oh,  she  sat  entranced  before  him  as  if  he  were  a  miracle!  " 
cried  La  Briere,  revealing  the  secret  of  his  jealousy. 

"  If  he  is  really  a  good  fellow,  and  loyal,  and  loves  her, 
if  he  is  worthy  of  her,"  Butscha  went  on,  "  if  he  gives  up  his 
Duchess,  it  is  the  Duchess  I  will  spread  a  net  for ! — There, 
my  dear  sir,  follow  that  path,  and  you  will  be  at  home  in  ten 
minutes." 

But  Butscha  presently  turned  back  and  called  to  the  hap- 
less Ernest,  who,  as  an  ardent  lover,  would  have  stayed  all 
night  to  talk  of  Modeste. 
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"  Monsieur,"  said  Butscha,  "  I  have  not  yet  had  the  honor 
of  seeing  our  great  poet ;  I  am  anxious  to  study  that  splen- 
did phenomenon  in  the  exercise  of  his  functions ;  do  me  the 
kindness  to  come  and  spend  the  evening  at  the  Chalet  the 
day  after  to-morrow ;  and  stay  some  time,  for  a  man  does  not 
completely  betray  himself  in  an  hour.  I  shall  know,  before 
anyone,  if  he  loves,  or  ever  will  love,  or  ever  could  love  Made- 
moiselle Modeste." 

"  You  are  very  young  to " 

"  To  be  a  professor ! "  said  Butscha,  interrupting  La 
Briere.  "  Ah,  Monsieur,  the  deformed  come  into  the  world 
a  hundred  years  old.  Besides,  a  sick  man,  you  see,  when  he 
has  been  ill  a  long  time,  becomes  more  knowing  than  his  doc- 
tor; he  understands  the  ways  of  the  disease,  which  is  more 
than  a  conscientious  doctor  always  does.  Well,  in  the  same 
way,  a  man  who  loves  a  woman  while  the  woman  cannot  help 
scorning  him  for  his  ugliness  or  his  misshapen  person,  is  at 
last  so  qualified  in  love  that  he  could  pass  as  a  seducer,  as 
the  sick  man  at  last  recovers  his  health.  Folly  alone  is  in- 
curable.— Since  the  age  of  six,  and  I  am  now  five-and-twenty, 
I  have  had  neither  father  nor  mother ;  public  charity  has  been 
my  mother,  and  the  King's  commissioner  my  father. — Nay,  do 
not  be  distressed,"  he  said,  in  reply  to  Ernest's  expression, 

"  I  am  less  miserable  than  my  position Well,  since  I 

was  six  years  old,  when  the  insolent  eyes  of  a  servant  of 
Madame  Latournelle's  told  me  that  I  had  no  right  to  wish  to 
love,  I  have  loved  and  have  studied  women.  I  began  with 
ugly  ones — it  is  well  to  take  the  bull  by  the  horns.  So  I 
took  for  the  first  subject  of  my  studies  Madame  Latournelle 
herself,  who  has  been  really  angelic  to  me.  I  was  perhaps 
wrong;  however,  so  it  was.  I  distilled  her  in  my  alembic, 
and  I  at  last  discovered  hidden  in  a  corner  of  her  soul  this 
idea,  '  I  am  not  as  ugly  as  people  think ! ' — And  in  spite  of 
her  deep  piety,  by  working  on  that  idea,  I  could  have  led  her 
to  the  brink  of  the  abyss — to  leave  her  there," 

"And  have  you  studied  Modeste?  " 

"  I  thought  I  had  told  you,"  replied  the  hunchback,  "  that 
my  life  is  hers,  as  France  is  the  King's !  Now  do  you  under- 
stand my  playing  the  spy  in  Paris.''     I  alone  know  all  the 
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nobleness  and  pride,  the  unselfishness,  and  unexpected  sweet- 
ness that  lie  in  the  heart  and  soul  of  that  adorable  creature 
— the  indefatigable  kindness,  the  true  piety,  the  light-heart- 
edness,  information,  refinement,  affability " 

Butscha  drew  out  his  handkerchief  to  stop  two  tears  from 
falling,  and  La  Briere  held  his  hand  for  some  time. 

"  I  shall  live  in  her  radiance !  It  comes  from  her,  and  it 
ends  in  me,  that  is  how  we  are  united,  somewhat  as  nature  is 
to  God  by  light  and  the  word. — Good-night,  Monsieur, 
I  never  chattered  so  much  in  my  life;  but  seeing  you 
below  her  windows,  I  guessed  that  you  loved  her  in  my 
way." 

Butscha,  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  left  the  unhappy 
lover,  on  whose  heart  this  conversation  had  shed  a  mysterious 
balm.  Ernest  determined  to  make  Butscha  his  friend,  never 
suspecting  that  the  clerk's  loquacity  was  chiefly  intended  to 
open  communications  with  Canalis'  house.  In  what  a  flow 
and  ebb  of  thoughts,  resolutions,  and  schemes  was  Ernest 
lapped  before  falling  asleep ;  and  his  friend  Canalis  was 
sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  triumphant,  the  sweetest  slumber 
there  is  next  to  that  of  the  just. 

At  breakfast  the  friends  agreed  to  go  together  to  spend  the 
evening  of  the  following  day  at  the  Chalet,  and  be  initiated 
into  the  mild  joys  of  provincial  whist.  To  get  rid  of  this 
day  they  ordered  out  the  horses,  both  warranted  to  ride  and 
drive,  and  ventured  forth  into  a  country  certainly  as  unknown 
to  them  as  China ;  for  the  least  known  thing  in  France  to  a 
Frenchman,  is  France. 

As  he  reflected  on  his  position  as  a  lover  rejected  and 
scorned,  the  secretary  made  somewhat  such  a  study  of  himself 
as  he  had  been  led  to  make  by  the  question  Modeste  had  put 
to  him  at  the  beginning  of  their  correspondence.  Though 
misfortune  is  supposed  to  develop  virtues,  it  only  does  so  in 
virtuous  people ;  for  this  sort  of  cleaning  up  of  the  conscience 
takes  place  only  in  naturally  cleanly  persons.  La  Briere  de- 
termined to  swallow  his  griefs  with  Spartan  philosophy,  to 
preserve  his  dignity,  and  never  allow  himself  to  be  betrayed 
into  a  mean  action;  while  Canalis,  fascinated  by  such  an 
enormous  fortune,  vowed  to  himself  that  he  would  neglect 
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nothing  that  might  captivate  Modeste.  Egoism  and  un- 
selfishness, the  watchwords  of  these  two  natures,  brought  them 
by  a  moral  law,  which  sometimes  has  whimsical  results,  to 
behave  in  opposition  to  their  characters.  The  selfish  man 
meant  to  act  self-sacrifice,  the  man  who  was  all  kindliness 
would  take  refuge  on  the  Aventine  Hill  of  pride.  This 
phenomenon  may  also  be  seen  in  politics.  Men  often  turn 
their  natures  inside  out,  and  not  unfrequently  the  public  do 
not  know  the  right  side  from  the  wrong. 

After  dinner  they  heard  from  Germain  that  the  Master 
of  the  Horse  had  arrived ;  he  was  introduced  at  the  Chalet 
that  evening  by  Monsieur  Latournelle.  Mademoiselle 
d'Herouville  managed  to  offend  the  worthy  lawyer  at  once, 
by  sending  a  message  through  a  footman,  desiring  him  to 
call  at  her  house,  instead  of  simply  sending  her  nephew  to 
take  up  the  lawyer,  who  would  certainly  have  talked  till  his 
dying  day  of  the  visit  paid  by  the  Master  of  the  Horse. 
So  when  his  lordship  offered  to  take  him  to  Ingouville  in  his 
carriage,  the  little  notary  merely  said  that  he  must  return 
home  to  accompany  his  wife.  Seeing  by  his  sullen  manner 
that  there  was  something  wrong,  the  Duke  graciously  re- 
plied, "  If  you  will  allow  me,  I  shall  have  the  honor  of  going 
round  to  fetch  Madame  Latournelle." 

In  spite  of  an  emphatic  shrug  of  his  despotic  aunt's  shoul- 
ders, the  Duke  set  out  with  the  little  notary.  Intoxicated 
with  the  delight  of  seeing  a  magnificent  carriage  at  her 
door,  and  men  in  the  royal  livery  to  let  down  the  steps,  the 
lawyer's  wife  did  not  know  which  way  to  turn  for  her  gloves, 
her  parasol,  her  bag,  and  her  dignity,  when  it  was  announced 
to  her  that  the  Master  of  the  Horse  had  come  to  fetch  her. 
As  soon  as  she  was  in  the  carriage,  while  pouring  out  civilities 
to  the  little  Duke,  she  suddenly  exclaimed  with  kindly 
impulse — 

"Oh,  andButscha.?" 

*'  Bring  Butscha  too,"  said  the  Duke,  smiling. 

As  the  harbor-men,  who  had  collected  round  the  dazzling 
vehicle,  saw  these  three  little  men  with  that  tall  meager 
woman,  they  looked  at  each  other  and  laughed. 

"  If  you  stuck  them  together  end  to  end,  perhaps  you 
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might  make  a  man  tall  enough  for  that  long  May-pole,"  said 
a  sailor  from  Bordeaux, 

"Have  you  anything  else  to  take  with  you,  Madame?" 
the  Duke  asked  jestingly,  as  the  footman  stood  waiting  for 
his  orders. 

"  No,  Monseigncur,"  replied  she,  turning  scarlet,  and  look- 
ing at  her  husband  as  much  as  to  say,  "  What  have  I  done 
wrong?  " 

"  His  Lordship,"  said  Butscha,  "  does  me  too  much  honor 
in  speaking  of  me  as  a  thing ;  a  poor  clerk  like  me  is  a  name- 
less object." 

Though  he  spoke  lightly,  the  Duke  colored  and  made  no 
reply.  Grand  folks  are  always  in  the  wrong  to  bandy  jests 
with  those  below  them.  Banter  is  a  game,  and  a  game  im- 
plies equality.  And,  indeed,  it  is  to  obviate  the  unpleasant 
results  of  such  a  transient  familiarity  that,  when  the  game 
is  over,  the  players  have  a  right  not  to  recognize  each  other. 

The  Duke's  visit  to  le  Havre  was  ostensibly  for  the  settle- 
ment of  an  immense  undertaking,  namely,  the  reclaiming  of 
a  vast  tract  of  land,  left  dry  by  the  sea  between  two  streams, 
of  which  the  ownership  had  just  been  confirmed  to  the  Herou- 
ville  family  by  the  High  Court  of  Appeal.  The  proposed 
scheme  was  no  less  a  matter  than  the  adjustment  of  sluice 
gates  to  two  bridges,  to  drain  a  tract  of  mud  flats  extending 
for  about  a  kilometer,  with  a  breadth  of  three  or  four  hun- 
dred acres,  to  embank  roads  and  dig  dykes.  When  the  Due 
d'Herou\dlle  had  explained  the  nature  and  position  of  the 
land,  Charles  Mignon  observed  that  he  would  have  to  wait 
till  nature  had  enabled  the  soil  to  settle  by  the  consolidation 
of  its  still  shifting  natural  constituents. 

"  Time,  which  has  providentially  enriched  3'our  estate. 
Monsieur  le  Due,  must  be  left  to  complete  its  work,"  said  he, 
in  conclusion.  "  You  will  do  well  to  wait  another  fifty  years 
before  setting  to  work." 

*'  Do  not  let  that  be  your  final  opinion.  Monsieur  le  Comte," 
said  the  Duke.  "  Come  to  Herouville,  see,  and  judge  for 
yourself." 

Charles  Mignon  replied  that  some  capitalist  would  need  to 
look  into  the  matter  with  a  cool  head;  and  this  remark  had 


178  MODESTE  MIGNON 

given  Monsieur  d'Herouville  an  excuse  for  calling  at  the 
Chalet. 

Modeste  made  a  deep  impression  on  him;  he  begged  the 
favor  of  a  visit  from  her,  saying  that  his  aunt  and  sister 
had  heard  of  her,  and  would  be  happy  to  make  her  acquaint- 
ance. On  this,  Charles  Mignon  proposed  to  introduce  his 
daughter  to  the  two  ladies,  and  invited  them  to  dine  with  him 
on  the  day  when  he  should  be  re-established  in  his  former 
home;  this  the  Duke  accepted.  The  nobleman's  blue  rib- 
bon, his  title,  and,  above  all,  his  rapturous  glances,  had  their 
effect  on  Modeste;  still,  she  was  admirably  calm  in  speech, 
manner,  and  dignity.  The  Duke  when  he  left  seemed  loath 
to  depart,  but  he  had  received  an  invitation  to  go  to  the 
Chalet  every  evening,  on  the  pretext  that,  of  course,  no 
courtier  of  Charles  X.  could  possibly  endure  an  evening  with- 
out a  game  of  whist. 

So,  on  the  following  evening,  Modeste  was  to  see  her  three 
admirers  all  on  the  stage  at  once. 

Say  what  she  will,  it  is  certainly  flattering  to  a  girl  to 
see  several  rivals  fluttering  around  her,  men  of  talent,  fame, 
or  high  birth,  all  trying  to  shine  and  please  her,  though  the 
logic  of  the  heart  will  lead  her  to  sacrifice  everything  to  per- 
sonal predilection.  Even  if  Modeste  should  lose  credit  by 
the  admission,  she  owned,  at  a  later  day,  that  the  feelings 
expressed  in  her  letters  had  paled  before  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing three  men,  so  different,  vying  with  each  other — three 
men,  each  of  whom  would  have  done  honor  to  the  most  exact- 
ing family  pride.  At  the  same  time,  this  luxury  of  vanity 
gave  way  before  the  misanthropical  spirit  of  mischief  en- 
gendered by  the  bitter  affront  which  she  already  thought  of 
merely  as  a  disappointment.  So  when  her  father  said  to  her 
with  a  smile — 

"  Well,  Modeste,  would  you  like  to  be  a  duchess  ?  " 

"  111  fortune  has  made  me  philosophical,"  she  replied,  with 
a  mocking  courtesy. 

"  You  are  content  to  be  Baroness  ?  "  said  Butscha. 

*'  Or  Viscountess  ?  "  replied  her  father. 

"How  could  that  be.'*"  said  Modeste  quickly. 

"  Why,  if  you  were  to  accept  Monsieur  de  la  Briere,  he 
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would  certainly  have  Influence  enough  with  the  King  to  get 
leave  to  take  ray  title  and  bear  my  arms." 

"  Oh,  if  it  is  a  matter  of  borrowing  a  disguise,  he  will 
make  no  difficulties !  "  replied  Modeste  bitterly. 

Butscha  did  not  understand  this  sarcasm,  of  which  only 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Mignon  and  Dumay  knew  the  meaning. 

"  As  soon  as  marriage  is  in  question,  every  man  assumes 
a  disguise,"  said  Madame  Latournelle,  "  and  women  set  them 
the  example.  Ever  since  I  can  remember  I  have  heard  it 
said,  '  Monsieur  this  or  Mademoiselle  that  is  making  a  very 
good  match ' — so  the  other  party  must  be  making  a  bad 
one,  I  suppose.?  " 

"  Marriage,"  said  Butscha,  *'  is  like  an  action  at  law ;  one 
side  is  always  left  dissatisfied;  and  if  one  party  deceives  the 
other,  half  the  married  couples  one  sees  certainly  play  the 
farce  at  the  cost  of  the  other." 

"  Whence  you  conclude.  Sire  Butscha.''  "  asked  Modeste. 

"  That  we  must  keep  our  eyes  sternly  open  to  the  enemy's 
movements,"  replied  the  clerk. 

"  What  did  I  tell  you,  my  pet.'*  "  said  Charles  Mignon, 
alluding  to  his  conversation  with  his  daughter  on  the  sea-shore. 

"  Men,  to  get  married,"  said  Latournelle,  "  play  as  many 
parts  as  mothers  make  their  daughters  play  in  order  to  get 
them  off  their  hands." 

"Then  you  think  stratagem  allowable.-'"  said  Modeste. 

"  On  both  sides,"  cried  Gobenheim.  "  Then  the  game  is 
even." 

This  conversation  was  carried  on  in  a  fragmentary  man- 
ner, between  the  deals,  and  mixed  up  with  the  opinions  each 
one  allowed  himself  to  express  about  Monsieur  d'Herouville, 
who  was  thought  quite  good-looking  by  the  little  notary,  by 
little  Dumay,  and  by  little  Butscha. 

"  I  see,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  with  a  smile,  "  that  Madame 
Latournelle  and  my  husband  are  quite  monsters  here !  " 

"  Happily  for  him  the  Colonel  is  not  excessively  tall,"  re- 
plied Butscha,  while  the  lawyer  was  dealing,  "  for  a  tall  man 
who  is  also  intelligent  is  always  a  rare  exception." 

But  for  this  little  discussion  on  the  legitimate  use  of  matri- 
monial wiles,  the  account  of  the  evening  so  anxiously  expected 
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by  Butscha  might  seem  lengthy;  but  wealth,  for  which  so 
much  secret  meanness  was  committed,  may  perhaps  lend  to 
the  minutijE  of  private  life  the  interest  which  is  always  aroused 
by  the  social  feeling  so  frankly  set  forth  by  Ernest  in  his 
reply  to  Modeste. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  morning  Desplein  arrived.  He 
stayed  only  so  long  as  was  needful  for  sending  to  le  Havre 
for  a  relay  of  post-horses,  which  were  at  once  put  in — about 
an  hour.  After  examining  Madame  Mignon,  he  said  she 
would  certainly  recover  her  sight,  and  fixed  the  date  for  the 
operation  a  month  later.  This  important  consultation  was 
held,  of  course,  in  the  presence  of  the  family  party  at  the 
Chalet,  all  anxiously  eager  to  hear  the  decision  of  the  Prince 
of  Science.  The  illustrious  member  of  the  Academy  of 
Science  asked  the  blind  woman  ten  short  questions,  while 
examining  her  eyes  in  the  bright  light  by  the  window.  Mo- 
deste, amazed  at  the  value  of  time  to  this  famous  man, 
noticed  that  his  traveling  chaise  was  full  of  books,  which  he 
intended  to  read  on  the  way  back  to  Paris,  for  he  had  come 
away  on  the  previous  evening,  spending  the  night  in  sleep- 
ing and  traveling. 

The  swiftness  and  clearness  of  Desplein's  decisions  on  every 
answer  of  Madame  Mignon's,  his  curt  speech,  his  manner,  all 
gave  Modeste,  for  the  first  time,  any  clear  idea  of  a  man 
of  genius.  She  felt  the  enormous  gulf  between  Canalis,  a 
man  of  second-rate  talents,  and  Desplein,  a  more  than  su- 
perior mind. 

A  man  of  genius  has  in  the  consciousness  of  his  talent, 
and  the  assurance  of  his  fame,  a  domain,  as  it  were,  where 
his  legitimate  pride  can  move  and  breathe  freely  without 
incommoding  other  people.  Then  the  incessant  conflict  with 
men  and  things  gives  him  no  time  to  indulge  the  coquettish 
conceits  in  which  the  heroes  of  fashion  indulge,  as  they 
hastily  reap  the  harvest  of  a  passing  season,  while  their  vanity 
and  self-love  are  exacting  and  irritable,  like  a  sort  of  custom- 
house alert  to  seize  a  toll  on  everything  that  passes  within 
its  ken. 

Modeste  was  all  the  more  delighted  with  the  great  surgeon 


MODESTE  MIGNON  181 

because  he  seemed  struck  by  her  extreme  beauty — he,  under 
whose  hands  so  many  women  had  passed,  and  who  for 
years  had  been  scrutinizing  them  with  the  lancet  and  micro- 
scope. 

"  It  would  really  be  too  bad,"  said  he,  with  the  gallantry 
which  he  could  so  well  assume,  in  contrast  to  his  habitual 
abruptness,  "  that  a  mother  should  be  deprived  of  seeing  such 
a  lovely  daughter." 

Modeste  herself  waited  on  the  great  surgeon  at  the  simple 
luncheon  he  would  accept.  She,  with  her  father  and  Dumay, 
escorted  the  learned  man,  for  whom  so  many  sick  were  long- 
ing, as  far  as  the  chaise  which  waited  for  him  at  the  side 
gate,  and  there,  her  eyes  beaming  with  hope,  she  said  once 
more  to  Desplein — 

"  Then  dear  mamma  will  really  see  me."^  " 

"  Yes,  my  pretty  Will-o'-the-Wisp,  I  promise  you  she 
shall,"  he  replied,  with  a  smile ;  "  and  I  am  incapable  of  de- 
ceiving you,  for  I  too  have  a  daughter." 

The  horses  whirled  him  off  as  he  spoke  the  words,  which 
had  an  unexpected  touch  of  feeling.  Nothing  is  more  be- 
witching than  the  unforeseen  peculiar  to  very  clever  men. 

This  visit  was  the  event  of  the  day,  and  it  left  a  track  of 
light  in  Modeste's  soul.  The  enthusiastic  child  admired  with- 
out guile  this  man  whose  life  was  at  everybody's  command, 
and  in  whom  the  habit  of  contemplating  physical  suffering 
had  overcome  every  appearance  of  egoism. 

In  the  evening,  when  Gobenheim,  the  Latoumelles,  Canalis, 
Ernest,  and  the  Due  d'Herouville  had  assembled,  they  con- 
gratulated the  Mignon  family  on  the  good  news  given  them 
by  Desplein.  Then,  of  course,  the  conversation,  led  by  Mo- 
deste, as  we  know  her  from  her  letters,  turned  on  this  man 
whose  genius,  unfortunately  for  his  glory,  could  only  be 
appreciated  by  the  most  learned  men  and  the  Medical  Fac- 
ulty. And  Grobenheim  uttered  this  speech,  which  is  in  our 
days  the  sanctifying  anointing  of  genius  in  the  ears  of  econ- 
omists and  bankers — 

**  He  makes  enormous  sums." 

**  He  is  said  to  be  very  greedy ! "  replied  Canalis. 

The  praise  lavished  on  Desplein  by  Modeste  annoyed  the 
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poet.  Vanity  behaves  like  Woman.  They  both  believe  that 
they  lose  something  by  praise  or  affection  bestowed  on  an- 
other. Voltaire  was  jealous  of  the  wit  of  a  man  whom  Paris 
admired  for  two  days,  just  as  a  duchess  takes  offense  at  a 
glance  bestowed  on  her  waiting  maid.  So  great  is  the  avarice 
of  these  two  feelings,  that  they  feel  robbed  of  a  pittance 
bestowed  on  the  poor. 

"  And  do  you  think.  Monsieur,"  asked  Modeste,  with  a 
smile,  "  that  a  genius  should  be  measured  by  the  ordinary 
standard.''  " 

"  It  would  first  be  necessary,  perhaps,"  said  Canalis,  "  to 
define  a  man  of  genius.  One  of  his  prime  characteristics  is 
inventiveness — the  invention  of  a  type,  of  a  system,  of  a 
power.  Napoleon  was  an  inventor,  apart  from  his  other 
characteristics  of  genius.  He  invented  his  method  of  war- 
fare. Walter  Scott  was  an  inventor,  Linnaeus  was  an  in- 
ventor, so  are  GeofFroy  Saint-Hilaire  and  Cuvier.  Such  men 
are  geniuses  above  all  else.  They  renew,  or  expand,  or  modify 
science  or  art.  But  Desplein  is  a  man  whose  immense  talent 
consists  of  applying  laws  that  were  previously  discovered; 
in  detecting,  by  natural  intuition,  the  final  tendency  of  every 
temperament,  and  the  hour  marked  out  by  nature  for  the  per- 
formance of  an  operation.  He  did  not,  like  Hippocrates, 
lay  the  foundations  of  Science  itself.  He  has  not  discovered 
a  system,  like  Galen,  Broussais,  or  Rasori.  His  is  the  genius 
of  the  executant,  like  Moscheles  on  the  piano,  Paganini  on 
the  violin,  or  Farinelli  on  his  own  larynx — men  who  display 
immense  powers,  but  who  do  not  create  music.  Between 
Beethoven  and  Madame  Catalani  you  will  allow  that  to  him 
should  be  awarded  the  crown  of  genius  and  suffering;  to  her 
a  vast  heap  of  five-franc  pieces.  We  can  pay  our  debt  to  one, 
while  the  world  must  forever  remain  in  debt  to  the  other !  We 
owe  more  and  more  to  Moliere  every  day,  and  we  have  already 
overpaid  Baron." 

*'  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  giving  too  large  a  share  to 
ideas,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  La  Briere,  in  a  sweet  and  gentle 
voice  that  was  in  startling  contrast  to  the  poet's  peremptory 
style,  for  his  flexible  voice  had  lost  its  insinuating  tone  and 
assumed  the  dominant  ring  of  rhetoric.     "  Genius  ought  to 
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be  estimated  chiefly  for  its  utility.  Parraentier,  Jacquard, 
and  Papin,  to  whom  statues  will  one  day  be  erected,  were  also 
men  of  genius.  They  have  in  a  certain  direction  altered,  or 
will  alter,  the  face  of  nations.  From  this  point  of  view  Des- 
plein  will  always  appear  in  the  eyes  of  thinking  men  accom- 
panied by  a  whole  generation  whose  tears  and  sufferings 
have  been  alleviated  by  his  mighty  hand." 

That  Ernest  should  have  expressed  this  opinion  was  enough 
to  prompt  Modeste  to  contest  it. 

*'  In  that  case.  Monsieur,"  said  she,  "  the  man  who  should 
find  means  to  reap  corn  without  spoiling  the  straw,  by  a 
machine  that  should  do  the  work  of  ten  laborers,  would  be  a 
man  of  genius.''  " 

"  Oh  yes,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  "  he  would 
be  blessed  by  the  poor,  whose  bread  would  then  be  cheaper; 
and  he  whom  the  poor  bless  is  blessed  by  God." 

"  That  is  to  give  utility  the  preference  over  art,"  said 
Modeste,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 

"  But  for  utility,"  said  her  father,  "  on  what  would  art  be 
founded.''  On  what  basis  would  it  rest,  on  what  would  the 
poet  live,  and  who  would  give  him  shelter,  who  would  pay 
him.?" 

*'  Oh,  my  dear  father,  that  is  quite  the  view  of  a  merchant 
captain,  a  Philistine,  a  counter-jumper.  That  Gobenheim  or 
Monsieur  de  la  Briere  should  hold  it  I  can  understand ;  they 
are  interested  in  the  solution  of  such  social  problems ;  but 
you,  whose  life  has  been  so  romantically  useless  to  your  age, 
since  your  blood  spilt  on  the  soil  of  Europe,  and  the  terrible 
sufferings  required  of  you  by  a  Colossus,  have  not  hindered 
France  from  losing  ten  departments  which  the  Republic  had 
conquered, — how  can  you  subscribe  to  a  view  so  excessively 
out  of  date,  as  the  Romantics  have  it.? — It  is  easy  to  see 
that  you  have  dropped  from  China." 

The  disrespect  of  Modeste's  speech  was  aggravated  by  the 
scornful  and  contemptuous  flippancy  of  the  tone  in  which  she 
intentionally  spoke,  and  which  astonished  Madame  Latour- 
nelle,  Madame  Mignon,  and  Dumay.  Madame  Latoumelle, 
though  she  opened  her  eyes  wide  enough,  could  not  see  what 
Modeste  was  driving  at;  Butscha,  who  was  as  alert  as  a 
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spy,  looked  significantly  at  Monsieur  Mignon  on  seeing  his 
face  flush  with  deep  and  sudden  indignation. 

"  A  little  more,  Mademoiselle,  and  you  would  have  failed 
in  respect  to  your  father,"  said  the  Colonel  with  a  smile,  en- 
lightened by  Butscha's  glance.  "  That  is  what  comes  of 
spoiling  a  child." 

"  I  am  an  only  daughter !  "  she  retorted  insolently. 

"  Unique !  "  said  the  notary,  with  emphasis. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Modeste  to  Latournellc,  "  my  father  is 
very  willing  that  I  should  educate  him.  He  gave  me  life,  I 
give  him  wisdom — he  will  still  be  my  debtor." 

"  But  there  is  a  way  of  doing  it — and,  above  all,  a  time 
for  it,"  said  Madame  Mignon. 

"  But  Mademoiselle  is  very  right,"  said  Canalis,  rising,  and 
placing  himself  by  the  chimney-piece  in  one  of  the  finest 
postures  of  his  collection  of  attitudes.  "  God  in  His  fore- 
sight has  given  man  food  and  clothing,  and  has  not  directly 
endowed  him  with  Art !  He  has  said  to  man,  '  To  eat,  you 
must  stoop  to  the  earth ;  to  think,  you  must  uplift  yourself 
to  Me ! ' — We  need  the  life  of  the  soul  as  much  as  the  life 
of  the  body.  Hence  there  are  two  forms  of  utility — ob- 
viously we  do  not  wear  books  on  our  feet.  From  the  util- 
itarian point  of  view,  a  canto  of  an  epic  is  not  to  compare 
with  a  bowl  of  cheap  soup  from  a  charity  kitchen.  The 
finest  idea  in  the  world  cannot  take  the  place  of  the  sail  of 
a  ship.  An  automatic  boiler,  no  doubt,  by  lifting  itself  two 
inches,  supplies  us  with  calico  thirty  sous  a  yard  cheaper; 
but  this  machine  and  the  inventions  of  industry  do  not  breathe 
the  life  of  the  people,  and  will  never  tell  the  future  that  it 
has  existed ;  whereas  Egyptian  art,  Mexican  art,  Greek  or 
Roman  art,  with  their  masterpieces,  stigmatized  as  useless, 
have  borne  witness  to  the  existence  of  these  nations  through 
a  vast  space  of  time  in  places  where  great  intermediate  na- 
tions have  vanished  without  leaving  even  a  name-card,  for 
lack  of  men  of  genius !  Works  of  genius  form  the  summum 
of  a  civilization,  and  presuppose  a  great  use.  You,  no 
doubt,  would  not  think  a  pair  of  boots  better  in  itself  than 
a  drama,  nor  prefer  a  windmill  to  the  Church  of  Saint-Ouen .'' 
Well,  a  nation  is  moved  by  the  same  spirit  as  an  individual, 
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and  man's  favorite  dream  is  to  survive  himself  morally,  as  he 
reproduces  himself  physically.  What  survives  of  a  nation 
is  the  work  of  its  men  of  genius. 

"  At  this  moment  France  is  a  vigorous  proof  of  the  truth 
of  this  proposition.  She  is  assuredly  outdone  by  England 
in  industry,  commerce,  and  navigation ;  nevertheless,  she  leads 
the  world,  I  believe,  by  her  artists,  her  gifted  men,  and  the 
taste  of  her  products.  There  is  not  an  artist,  not  a  man  of 
mark  anywhere,  who  does  not  come  to  Paris  to  win  his  patent 
of  mastery.  There  is  at  this  day  no  school  of  painting  but 
in  France;  and  we  shall  rule  by  the  Book  more  surely  per- 
haps, and  for  longer,  than  by  the  Sword. 

"  Under  Ernest's  system  the  flowers  of  luxury  would  be 
suppressed — the  beauty  of  woman,  music,  painting,  and 
poetry.  Society  would  not,  indeed,  be  overthrown ;  but  who 
would  accept  hfe  on  such  terms.?  All  that  is  useful  is  hor- 
rible and  ugly.  The  kitchen  is  indispensable  in  a  house,  but 
you  take  good  care  never  to  stay  in  it ;  you  live  in  a  drawing- 
room,  ornamented,  as  this  is,  with  perfectly  superfluous 
things.  Of  what  use  are  those  beautiful  pictures  and  all 
this  carved  woodwork  .'*  Nothing  is  beautiful  but  what  we 
feel  to  be  useless.  We  have  called  the  sixteenth  century  the 
age  of  the  Renaissance  with  admirable  accuracy  of  expres- 
sion. That  century  was  the  dawn  of  a  new  world;  men  will 
still  talk  of  it  when  some  preceding  ages  are  forgotten,  whose 
sole  merit  will  be  that  they  have  existed — like  the  millions  of 
beings  that  are  of  no  account  in  a  generation." 

"  Guenille,  soit!  ma  guenille  m'est  cJiere  " — "  A  poor  thing, 
but  mine  own,"  said  the  Due  d'Herouville  playfully,  dur- 
ing the  silence  that  followed  this  pompous  declamation  of 
prose. 

"  But,"  said  Butscha,  taking  up  the  cudgels  against 
Canalis,  "  does  the  art  exist  which,  according  to  you,  is  the 
sphere  in  which  genius  should  disport  itself.?  Is  it  not  rather 
a  magnificent  fiction  which  social  man  is  madly  bent  on  be- 
lieving.? What  need  have  I  for  a  landscape  in  Normandy 
hanging  in  my  room,  when  I  can  go  and  see  it  so  well  done 
by  God.?  We  have  in  our  dreams  finer  poems  than  the  Iliad. 
For  a  very  moderate  sum  I  can  find  at  Valognes,  at  Carentan, 
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as  in  Provence,  at  Aries,  Vcnuscs  quite  as  lovely  as  Titian's. 
The  Police  News  publishes  romances,  different  indeed  from 
Walter  Scott's,  but  with  terrible  endings,  in  real  blood,  and 
not  in  ink.  Happiness  and  virtue  are  far  above  art  and 
genius !  " 

"  Bravo,  Butscha !  "  cried  Madame  Latournelle, 

"  What  did  he  say?  "  asked  Canalis  of  La  Briere,  ceasing 
to  watch  Modcstc,  in  whose  eyes  and  attitude  he  read  the  de- 
lightful evidence  of  her  artless  admiration. 

The  scorn  with  which  he  had  been  treated,  and,  above  all, 
the  girl's  disrespectful  speech  to  her  father,  had  so  depressed 
the  unhappy  La  Briere  that  he  made  no  reply;  his  gaze, 
sadly  fixed  on  Modeste,  betrayed  absorbed  meditation.  The 
little  clerk's  argument  was,  however,  repeated  with  some  wit 
by  the  Due  d'Herouville,  who  ended  by  saying  that  the  rap- 
tures of  Saint  Theresa  were  far  superior  to  the  inventions  of 
Lord  Byron. 

*'  Oh,  Monsieur  le  Due,"  remarked  Modeste,  "  that  is  wholly 
personal  poetry,  while  Lord  Byron's  or  Moliere's  is  for  the 
benefit  of  the  world " 

"  Then  you  must  make  your  peace  with  the  Baron,"  in- 
terrupted her  father  quickly.  "  Now  you  are  insisting  that 
genius  is  to  be  useful,  as  much  so  as  cotton ;  but  you  will, 
perhaps,  think  logic  as  stale  and  out  of  date  as  your  poor  old 
father." 

Butscha,  La  Briere,  and  Madame  Latournelle  exchanged 
half-laughing  glances,  which  spurred  Modeste  on  in  her  career 
of  provocation,  all  the  more  because  for  a  moment  she  was 
checked. 

"  Nay,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Canalis  with  a  smile,  "  we  have 
not  fought  nor  even  contradicted  each  other.  Every  work 
of  art,  whether  in  literature,  music,  painting,  sculpture,  or 
architecture,  carries  with  it  a  positive  social  utility,  like  that 
of  any  other  form  of  commercial  produce.  Art  is  the  truest 
form  of  commerce;  it  takes  it  for  granted.  A  book  in  these 
days  helps  its  writer  to  pocket  about  ten  thousand  francs, 
and  its  production  involves  printing,  paper-making,  type- 
founding,  and  the  bookseller's  trade;  that  is  to  say,  the  oc- 
cupation  of   thousands   of  hands.     The   performance  of  a 
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symphony  by  Beethoven  or  of  an  opera  by  Rossini  demands 
quite  as  many  hands,  machines,  and  forms  of  industry. 

"  The  cost  of  a  building  is  a  still  more  tangible  answer  to 
the  objection.  It  may,  indeed,  be  said  that  works  of  genius 
rest  on  a  very  costly  basis,  and  are  necessarily  profitable  to 
the  working  man." 

Fairly  started  on  this  text,  Canalis  talked  on  for  some 
minutes  with  a  lavish  use  of  imagery,  and  reveling  in  his 
own  words ;  but  it  befell  him,  as  often  happens  with  great 
talkers,  to  find  himself  at  the  end  of  his  harangue  just  where 
he  started,  and  agreeing  with  La  Briere,  though  he  failed  to 
perceive  it. 

"  I  discern  with  pleasure,  my  dear  Baron,"  said  the  little 
Duke  slyly,  "  that  you  will  make  a  great  constitutional 
Minister." 

"  Oh,"  said  Canalis,  with  an  ostentatious  flourish,  "  what 
do  we  prove  b}'^  all  our  discussions?  The  eternal  truth  of 
this  axiom,  '  Everything  is  true  and  everything  is  false.' 
Moral  truths,  like  living  beings,  may  be  placed  in  an  at- 
mosphere where  they  change  their  appearance  to  the  point  of 
being  unrecognizable.''  " 

"  Society  lives  by  condemned  things,"  said  the  Due 
d'Herouville. 

"  What  flippancy ! "  said  Madame  Latournelle  in  a  low 
voice  to  her  husband. 

"  He  is  a  poet,"  said  Gobenheim,  who  overheard  her. 

Canalis,  who  had  soared  ten  leagues  above  his  audience,  and 
who  was,  perhaps,  right  in  his  final  philosophical  dictum, 
took  the  sort  of  chill  he  read  on  every  face  for  a  symptom  of 
ignorance ;  but  he  saw  that  Modeste  understood  him,  and  was 
content,  never  discerning  how  offensive  such  a  monologue  is 
to  country  folks,  whose  one  idea  is  to  prove  to  Parisians  the 
vitality,  intelligence,  and  good  judgment  of  the  provinces. 

"  Is  it  long  since  you  last  saw  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu?  " 
asked  the  Duke  of  Canalis,  to  change  the  subject. 

"  I  saw  her  six  days  ago,"  replied  Canalis. 

"  And  she  is  well  ?  " 

"  Perfectly  well." 

**  Remember  me  to  her,  pray,  when  you  write." 
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"  I  hear  she  is  charming,"  Modeste  remarked  to  the  Duke. 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he,  "  knows  more  about  that 
than  I  do." 

"  She  is  more  than  charming,"  said  Canahs,  accepting  the 
Duke's  perfidious  challenge.  "  But  I  am  partial,  Made- 
moiselle; she  has  been  my  friend  these  ten  years.  I  owe  to 
her  all  that  may  be  good  in  me ;  she  has  sheltered  me  from  the 
perils  of  the  world.  Besides,  the  Due  de  Chaulieu  started 
me  in  the  way  I  am  going.  But  for  their  influence  the 
King  and  Princesses  would  often  have  forgotten  a  poor 
poet  as  I  am;  my  affection,  therefore,  is  always  full  of 
gratitude." 

And  he  spoke  with  tears  in  his  voice. 

"  How  much  we  all  ought  to  love  the  woman  who  has  in- 
spired you  with  such  sublime  song  and  such  a  noble  senti- 
ment," said  Modeste  with  feeling.  "  Can  one  conceive  of  a 
poet  without  a  Muse.''  " 

"  He  would  have  no  heart,"  said  Canalis ;  "  he  would  write 
verse  as  dry  as  Voltaire's — who  never  loved  anyone  but 
yoltaire." 

*'  When  I  was  in  Paris,"  said  Dumay,  "  did  you  not  do 
me  the  honor  of  assuring  me  that  you  felt  none  of  the  feel- 
ings you  expressed .''  " 

*'  A  straight  hit,  my  worthy  soldier,"  replied  the  poet  with 
a  smile ;  "  but  you  must  understand  that  at  the  same  time  it 
is  allowable  to  have  a  great  deal  of  heart  in  the  intellectual 
life  as  well  as  in  real  life.  A  man  may  express  very  fine 
sentiments  without  feeling  them,  or  feel  them  without  being 
able  to  express  them.  La  Briere,  my  friend  there,  loves  to 
distraction,"  said  he  generously,  as  he  looked  at  Modeste. 
"  I,  who  love  at  least  as  much  as  he  does,  believe — unless  I 
am  under  an  illusion — that  I  can  give  my  passion  a  literary 
form  worthy  of  its  depth. — Still,  I  will  not  answer  for  it, 
Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  turning  to  Modeste  with  a  rather  over- 
elaborate  grace,  "  that  I  shall  not  be  bereft  of  wits  by 
to-morrow " 

And  thus  the  poet  triumphed  over  every  obstacle,  burning 
in  honor  of  his  love  the  sticks  they  tried  to  trip  him  up 
with,  while  Modeste  was  dazzled  by  this  Parisian  brilliancy, 
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which  was  unfamiliar  to  her,  and  which  lent  a  glitter  to  the 
orator's  rhetoric. 

"  What  a  mountebank !  "  said  Butscha  in  a  whisper  to 
Latournelle,  after  listening  to  a  magniloquent  tirade  on  the 
Catholic  religion,  and  the  happiness  of  having  a  pious  wife, 
poured  out  in  response  to  an  observation  from  Madame 
Mignon. 

Modeste  had  a  bandage  over  her  eyes ;  the  effect  of  his 
delivery,  and  the  attention  she  intentionally  devoted  to 
Canalis,  prevented  her  perceiving  what  Butscha  saw  and 
noted — the  declamatory  tone,  the  lack  of  simplicity,  rant  tak- 
ing the  place  of  feeling,  and  all  the  incoherence  which 
prompted  the  clerk's  rather  too  severe  epithet. 

While  Monsieur  Mignon,  Dumay,  Butscha,  and  Latournelle 
wondered  at  the  poet's  want  of  sequence,  overlooking,  indeed, 
the  inevitable  digressions  of  conversation,  which  in  France 
is  always  very  devious,  Modeste  was  admiring  the  poet's  ver- 
satility, saying  to  herself  as  she  led  him  to  follow  the  tortuous 
windings  of  her  fancy,  "  He  loves  me !  " 

Butscha,  like  all  the  other  spectators  of  this  performance, 
as  we  must  call  it,  was  struck  by  the  chief  fault  of  all  egoists, 
which  Canalis  shows  a  little  too  much,  like  all  men  who  are 
accustomed  to  speechify  in  drawing-rooms.  Whether  he 
knew  beforehand  what  the  other  speaker  meant  to  say,  or 
merely  did  not  listen,  or  had  the  power  of  listening  while 
thinking  of  something  else,  Melchior  wore  the  look  of  inat- 
tention which  is  as  disconcerting  to  another  man's  flow  of 
words  as  it  is  wounding  to  his  vanity. 

Not  to  attend  to  what  is  said  is  not  merely  a  lack  of 
politeness ;  it  is  an  expression  of  contempt.  And  Canalis 
carries  this  habit  rather  too  far,  for  he  often  neglects  to 
reply  to  a  remark  that  requires  an  answer,  and  goes  off  to  the 
subject  he  is  absorbed  in  without  any  polite  transition. 
Though  this  form  of  impertinence  may  be  accepted  without 
protest  from  a  man  of  position,  it  nevertheless  creates  a 
leaven  of  hatred  and  vengeful  feeling  at  the  bottom  of  men's 
hearts ;  in  an  equal,  it  may  even  break  up  a  friendship. 

When  by  any  chance  Melchior  compels  himself  to  listen, 
he  falls  into  another  failing — he  only  lends  himself,  he  does 
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not  give  himself  up.  Nothing  in  social  Intercourse  pays  bet- 
ter than  the  bestowal  of  attention.  "  Blessed  are  they  that 
hear ! "  is  not  only  a  precept  of  the  Gospel,  it  is  also  an  ex- 
cellent speculation ;  act  on  it,  and  you  will  be  forgiven  every- 
thing, even  vices.  Canalis  took  much  upon  him  in  the  in- 
tention of  charming  Modeste ;  but  while  he  was  sacrificing 
himself  to  her,  he  was  himself  all  the  while  with  the  others. 

Modeste,  pitiless  for  the  ten  persons  she  was  martyrizing, 
begged  Canalis  to  read  them  some  piece  of  his  verse;  she 
wanted  to  hear  a  specimen  of  that  much-praised  elocution. 

Canalis  took  the  volume  offered  him  by  INIodeste  and  cooed 
— for  that  is  the  correct  word — the  poem  that  is  supposed  to 
be  his  finest,  an  imitation  of  Moore's  "  Loves  of  the  Angels," 
entitled  "  VitaHs,"  which  was  received  with  some  yawns  by 
Mesdames  Latournelle  and  Dumay,  by  Gobenheim,  and  the 
cashier. 

"  If  you  play  whist  well,  Monsieur,"  said  Gobenheim,  of- 
fering him  five  cards  spread  cut  in  a  fan,  "  I  have  never  met 
with  so  accomplished  a  gentleman." 

The  question  made  everyone  laugh,  for  it  was  the  expres- 
sion of  the  common  wish. 

"  I  play  it  well  enough  to  be  able  to  end  my  days  in  a 
country  town,"  replied  Canalis.  "  There  has,  I  dare  say, 
been  more  of  literature  and  conversation  than  whist  players 
care  to  have,"  he  added  in  an  impertinent  tone,  flinging  the 
book  on  to  the  side  table. 

This  incident  shows  what  dangers  are  incurred  by  the  hero 
of  a  salon  when,  like  Canalis,  he  moves  outside  his  orbit ;  he 
is  then  in  the  case  of  an  actor  who  is  a  favorite  with 
one  particular  public,  but  whose  talent  is  wasted  when 
he  quits  his  own  stage  and  ventures  on  to  that  of  a  superior 
theater. 

The  Baron  and  the  Duke  were  partners ;  Gobenheim  played 
with  Latournelle.  Modeste  sat  down  at  the  great  poet's 
elbow,  to  the  despair  of  Ernest,  who  marked  on  the  capricious 
girl's  countenance  the  progress  of  Canalis'  fascination.  La 
Briere  had  not  known  the  power  of  seduction  possessed  by 
Melchior,  and  often  denied  by  nature  to  genuine  souls,  who 
are  generally  shy.     This  gift  demands  a  boldness  and  readi- 
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ness  of  spirit  whicli  might  be  called  the  acrobatic  agility  of 
the  mind ;  it  even  allows  of  a  little  part-playing ;  but  is  there 
not,  morally  speaking,  always  something  of  the  actor  in  a 
poet  ?  There  is,  indeed,  a  wide  difference  between  expressing 
feelings  we  do  not  experience  though  we  can  imagine  them  in 
all  their  variety,  and  pretending  to  have  them  when  they  seem 
necessary  to  success  on  the  stage  of  private  life;  and  yet,  if 
the  hypocrisy  needful  to  a  man  of  the  world  has  cankered  the 
poet,  he  easily  transfuses  the  powers  of  his  talent  into  the 
expression  of  the  required  sentiment,  just  as  a  great  man  who 
has  buried  himself  in  solitude  at  last  finds  his  heart  overflowing 
into  his  brain. 

"  He  is  playing  for  millions,"  thought  La  Briere  in 
anguish ;  "  and  he  will  act  passion  so  well  that  Modeste  will 
beheve  in  it !  " 

And  instead  of  showing  himself  more  delightful  and  wittier 
than  his  rival.  La  Briere,  like  the  Due  d'Herouville,  sat 
gloomy,  uneasy,  and  on  the  watch ;  but  while  the  courtier  was 
studying  the  heiress's  vagaries,  Ernest  was  a  prey  to  the 
misery  of  black  and  concentrated  jealousy,  and  had  not  yet 
won  a  single  glance  from  his  idol.  He  presently  went  into  the 
garden  for  a  few  minutes  with  Butscha. 

"  It  is  all  over,  she  is  crazy  about  him,"  said  he.  "  I  am 
worse  than  disagreeable  and,  after  all,  she  is  right !  Canalis 
is  delightful,  he  is  witty  even  in  his  silence,  he  has  passion  in 
his  eyes,  poetry  in  his  harangues " 

"  Is  he  an  honest  man?  "  asked  Butscha. 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  La  Briere.  *'  He  is  loyal,  chivalrous, 
and  under  Modeste's  influence  he  is  quite  capable  of  getting 
over  the  little  faults  he  has  acquired  under  Madame  de 
Chaulieu " 

"  You  are  a  good  fellow !  "  exclaimed  the  little  hunchback. 
**  But  is  he  capable  of  loving — will  he  love  her.?  " 

**  I  do  not  know — "  replied  Ernest.  "  Has  she  mentioned 
me?  "  he  asked  after  a  short  silence. 

"  Yes,"  said  Butscha,  and  he  repeated  what  Modeste  had 
said  about  borrowing  a  disguise. 

The  young  fellow  threw  himself  on  a  seat  and  hid  his  face 
in  his  hands.     He  could  not  restrain  his  tears,  and  would 
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not  let  Butscha  see  them ;  but  the  dwarf  was  the  man  to  guess 
them. 

"  What  is  wrong,  Monsieur?  "  said  he. 

'*  She  is  right !  "  cried  La  Briere,  suddenly  sitting  up.  *'  I 
am  a  wretch." 

He  told  the  story  of  the  trick  he  had  been  led  into  by  Cana- 
lis,  explaining  to  Butscha  that  he  had  wished  to  undeceive 
Modeste  before  she  had  unmasked ;  and  he  overflowed  in  rather 
childish  lamentations  over  the  perversity  of  his  fate.  But- 
scha's  sympathy  recognized  this  as  love  in  its  most  vigorous 
and  youthful  artlessness,  in  its  genuine  and  deep  anxiety. 

"  But  why,"  said  he,  "  do  you  not  make  tlie  best  of  yourself 
to  Mademoiselle  Modeste,  instead  of  leaving  your  rival  to 
prance  alone?  " 

**  Ah !  you  evidently  never  felt  your  throat  tighten  as  soon 
as  you  tried  to  speak  to  her,"  said  La  Briere.  "  Do  you  not 
feel  a  sensation  at  the  roots  of  your  hair,  and  all  over  your 
skin,  when  she  looks  at  you,  even  without  seeing  you?  " 

"  Still  you  had  your  wits  about  you  sufficiently  to  be  deeply 
grieved  when  she  as  good  as  told  her  father  that  he  was  an 
old  woman." 

**  Monsieur,  I  love  her  too  truly  not  to  have  felt  it  like  a 
dagger-thrust  when  I  heard  her  thus  belie  the  perfection  I 
ascribed  to  her !  " 

"  But  Canalis,  you  see,  justified  her,"  replied  Butscha. 

"  If  she  has  more  vanity  than  good  feeling,  she  would  not 
be  worth  regretting !  "  said  Ernest. 

At  this  moment  Modeste  came  out  to  breathe  the  freshness 
of  the  starlit  night  with  Canalis,  who  had  been  losing  at  cards, 
her  father,  and  Madame  Dumay.  While  his  daughter  walked 
on  with  Melchior,  Charles  Mignon  left  her  and  came  up  to  La 
Briere. 

*'  Your  friend  ought  to  have  been  an  advocate.  Monsieur," 
said  he  with  a  smile,  and  looking  narrowly  at  the  young  man. 

"  Do  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  judge  a  poet  with  the  severity 
you  might  exercise  on  an  ordinary  man,  like  me,  for  instance, 
Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  La  Briere.  "  The  poet  has  his  mis- 
sion. He  is  destined  by  nature  to  see  the  poetical  side  of 
every  question,  just  as  he  expresses  the  poetry  of  everything; 
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thus  when  you  fancy  that  he  is  arguing  against  himself,  he  is 
faithful  to  his  calling.  He  is  a  painter  ready  to  represent 
either  a  Madonna  or  a  courtesan.  Moliere  is  alike  right  in  his 
pictures  of  old  men  and  young  men,  and  Moliere  certainly  had 
a  sound  judgment.  These  sports  of  fancy  which  corrupt 
second-rate  minds  have  no  influence  over  the  character  of 
really  great  men." 

Charles  Mignon  pressed  the  young  fellow's  hand,  saying, 
"  At  the  same  time,  this  versatility  might  be  used  by  a  man 
to  justify  himself  for  actions  diametrically  antagonistic, 
especially  in  politics." 

At  this  moment  Canalis  was  saying  in  an  insinuating  voice, 
in  reply  to  some  saucy  remark  of  Modeste's :  "  Ah,  Made- 
moiselle, never  believe  that  the  multiplicity  of  emotions  can  in 
any  degree  diminish  strength  of  feeling.  Poets,  more  than 
other  men,  must  love  with  constancy  and  truth.  In  the  first 
place,  do  not  be  jealous  of  what  is  called  '  The  Muse.' 
Happy  is  the  wife  of  a  busy  man  !  If  you  could  but  hear  the 
lamentations  of  the  wives  who  are  crushed  under  the  idleness 
of  husbands  without  employment,  or  to  whom  wealth  gives 
much  leisure,  you  would  know  that  the  chief  happiness  of  a 
Parisian  woman  is  liberty,  sovereignty  in  her  home.  And  we 
poets  allow  the  wife  to  hold  the  scepter,  for  we  cannot  possibly 
condescend  to  the  tyranny  exerted  by  small  minds.  We  have 
something  better  to  do. — If  ever  I  should  marry,  which  I  vow 
is  a  very  remote  disaster  in  my  life,  I  should  wish  my  wife  to 
enjoy  the  perfect  moral  liberty  which  a  mistress  always 
preserves,  and  which  is  perhaps  the  source  of  all  her  seductive- 
ness." 

Canalis  put  forth  all  his  spirit  and  grace  in  talking  of  love, 
marriage,  the  worship  of  women,  and  arguing  with  Modeste, 
till  presently  Mignon,  who  came  to  join  them,  seized  a  mo- 
ment's silence  to  take  his  daughter  by  the  arm  and  lead  her 
back  to  Ernest,  whom  the  worthy  Colonel  had  advised  to  at- 
tempt some  explanation. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  Ernest  in  a  broken  voice,  "  I  cannot 
possibly  endure  to  remain  here  the  object  of  your  scorn.  I 
do  not  defend  myself,  I  make  no  attempt  at  justification;  I 
only  beg  to  point  out  to  you  that  before  receiving  your  flatter- 
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ing  letter  addressed  to  the  man  and  not  to  the  poet — your  last 
letter — I  desired,  and  by  a  letter  written  at  le  Havre  I  in- 
tended, to  dispel  the  mistake  under  which  you  wrote.  All  the 
feelings  I  have  had  the  honor  of  expressing  to  you  are  sincere. 
A  hope  beamed  on  me  when,  in  Paris,  your  father  told  me  that 
he  was  poor ; — but  now,  if  all  is  lost,  if  nothing  is  left  to  me 
but  eternal  regrets,  why  should  I  stay  where  there  is  nothing 
for  me  but  torture.'' — Let  me  only  take  away  with  me  one  smile 
from  you.     It  will  remain  graven  on  my  heart." 

*'  Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  who  appeared  cold  and  absent- 
minded,  "  I  am  not  the  mistress  here ;  but  I  certainly  should 
deeply  regret  keeping  anyone  here  who  should  find  neither 
pleasure  nor  happiness  in  staying !  " 

She  turned  away,  and  took  Madame  Dumay's  arm  to  go 
back  into  the  house.  A  few  minutes  later  all  the  personages 
of  this  domestic  drama,  once  more  united  in  the  drawing-room, 
were  surprised  to  see  Modeste  sitting  by  the  Due  d'Herouville, 
and  flirting  with  him  in  the  best  style  of  the  most  wily  Pari- 
sienne.  She  watched  his  play,  gave  him  advice  when  he  asked 
it,  and  took  opportunities  of  saying  flattering  things  to  him, 
placing  the  chance  advantage  of  noble  birth  on  the  same  level 
as  that  of  talent  or  of  beauty. 

Canalis  knew,  or  fancied  he  knew,  the  reason  for  this  ca- 
price :  he  had  tried  to  pique  Modeste  by  speaking  of  marriage 
as  a  disaster,  and  seeming  to  be  averse  to  it ;  but  like  all  who 
play  with  fire,  it  was  he  who  was  burnt.  Modeste's  pride  and 
disdain  alarmed  the  poet ;  he  came  up  to  her,  making  a  display 
of  jealousy  all  the  more  marked  because  it  was  assumed. 
Modeste,  as  implacable  as  the  angels,  relished  the  pleasure 
she  felt  in  the  exercise  of  her  power,  and  naturally  carried  it 
too  far.  The  Due  d'Herouville  had  never  been  so  well 
treated :  a  woman  smiled  on  him ! 

At  eleven  o'clock,  an  unheard-of  hour  at  the  Chalet,  the 
three  rivals  left,  the  Duke  thinking  Modeste  charming,  Canalis 
regarding  her  as  a  coquette,  and  La  Briere  heartbroken  by 
her  relentlessness. 

For  a  week  the  heiress  still  remained  to  her  three  admirers 
Just  what  she  had  been  on  that  evening,  so  that  the  poet 
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seemed  to  have  triumphed,  in  spite  of  the  whims  and  freaks 
which  from  time  to  time  inspired  some  hopes  in  the  Due 
d'Herouville.  Modeste's  irreverence  to  her  father,  and  the 
liberties  she  took  with  him ;  her  irritability  towards  her  blind 
mother,  as  she  half-grudgingly  did  her  the  little  services  which 
formerly  had  been  the  delight  of  her  filial  affection,  seemed  to 
be  the  outcome  of  a  wayward  temper  and  liveliness  tolerated  in 
her  childhood.  When  Modeste  went  too  far  she  would  assert 
a  code  of  her  own,  and  ascribe  her  levity  and  f  ractiousness  to 
her  spirit  of  independence.  She  owned  to  Canahs  and  the 
Duke  that  she  hated  obedience,  and  regarded  this  as  an  ob- 
stacle in  the  way  of  marriage,  thus  sounding  her  suitors' 
character  after  the  manner  of  those  who  pierce  the  soil  to 
bring  up  gold,  coal,  stone,  or  water. 

"  I  shall  never  find  a  husband,"  said  she,  the  day  before 
that  on  which  the  family  were  to  reinstate  themselves  in  the 
Villa,  "  who  will  endure  my  caprices  with  such  kindness  as 
my  father's,  which  has  never  failed  for  an  instant,  or  the  in- 
dulgence of  my  adorable  mother." 

"  They  know  that  you  love  them,  Mademoiselle,"  said  La 
Briere, 

"  Be  assured,  Mademoiselle,  that  your  husband  will  know 
the  full  value  of  his  treasure,"  added  the  Duke. 

"  You  have  more  wit  and  spirit  than  are  needed  to  break 
in  a  husband,"  said  Canalis,  laughing. 

Modeste  smiled,  as  Henri  IV.  may  have  smiled  when,  by 
extracting  three  answers  to  an  insidious  question,  he  had  re- 
vealed to  some  foreign  Ambassador  the  character  of  his  three 
leading  Ministers. 

On  the  day  of  the  dinner,  Modeste,  led  away  by  her  pref- 
erence for  Canalis,  walked  alone  with  him  for  some  time  up 
and  down  the  graveled  walk  leading  from  the  house  to  the 
lawn  with  its  flower-beds.  It  was  easy  to  perceive,  from  the 
poet's  gestures  and  the  young  heiress's  demeanor,  that  she  was 
lending  a  favorable  ear  to  Canalis,  and  the  two  Demoiselles 
d'Herouville  came  out  to  interrupt  a  tete-a-tete  that  scandal- 
ized them.  With  the  tact  natural  to  women  in  such  cases, 
they  turned  the  conversation  to  the  subject  of  the  Court,  of 
the  high  position  conferred  by  an  office  under  the  Crown,  ex- 
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plaining  the  difference  subsisting  between  an  appointment  to 
the  Household  and  one  held  under  the  Crown ;  they  tried,  in 
fact,  to  intoxicate  Modeste  by  appealing  to  her  pride,  and  dis- 
playing to  her  one  of  the  highest  positions  which  a  woman  at 
that  time  could  hope  to  attain. 

"  To  have  a  Duke  in  your  son,"  cried  the  old  lady,  "  is  a 
positive  distinction.  The  mere  title  is  a  fortune  out  of  reach 
of  reverses,  to  bequeath  to  your  children." 

"  To  what  ill-fortune,"  said  Canalis,  very  ill  pleased  at  this 
interruption  to  his  conversation,  "  must  we  attribute  the  small 
success  that  the  Master  of  the  Horse  has  hitherto  achieved  in 
the  matter  in  which  that  title  is  supposed  to  be  of  most  service 
as  supporting  a  man's  pretensions?  " 

The  two  unmarried  ladies  shot  a  look  at  Canalis  as  full  of 
venom  as  a  viper's  fangs,  but  were  so  put  out  of  countenance 
by  Modeste's  sarcastic  smile  that  they  had  not  a  word  in 
reply. 

*'  The  Master  of  the  Horse,"  said  Modeste  to  Canalis,  "  has 
never  blamed  you  for  the  diffidence  you  have  learnt  from  your 
fame ;  why  then  grudge  him  his  modesty  ?  " 

"  Also,"  said  the  Duke's  aunt,  "  we  have  not  y^t  met  with 
a  wife  worthy  of  my  nephew's  rank.  Some  we  have  seen  who 
had  merely  the  fortune  that  might  suit  the  position ;  others 
who,  without  the  fortune,  had  indeed  the  right  spirit ;  and  I 
must  confess  that  we  have  done  well  to  wait  till  God  should 
give  us  the  opportunity  of  making  acquaintance  with  a  young 
lady  in  whom  should  be  united  both  the  noble  soul  and  the 
handsome  fortune  of  a  Duchesse  d'Herouville !  " 

"  My  dear  Modeste,"  said  Helene  d'Herouville,  walking 
away  a  few  steps  with  her  new  friend,  "  there  are  a  thousand 
Barons  de  Canalis  in  the  kingdom,  and  a  hundred  poets  in 
Paris  who  are  as  good  as  he;  and  he  is  so  far  from  being  a 
great  man,  that  I,  a  poor  girl,  fated  to  take  the  veil  for  lack  of 
a  dower,  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  him ! — And  you  do  not 
know,  I  dare  say,  that  he  is  a  man  who  has,  for  the  last  ten 
years,  been  at  the  beck  and  call  of  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu. 
Really,  none  but  an  old  woman  of  sixty  could  put  up  with  the 
endless  little  ailments  with  which,  it  is  said,  the  poet  is  afflicted, 
the  least  of  which  was  unendurable  in  Louis  XVI.     Still,  the 
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Duchess,  of  course,  does  not  suffer  from  them  as  his  wife 
would ;  he  is  not  so  constantly  with  her  as  a  husband  would 
be " 

And  so  by  one  of  the  maneuvers  peculiar  to  woman  against 
woman,  Helene  d'Herouville  whispered  in  every  ear  the 
calumnies  which  women,  jealous  of  Madame  de  Chaulieu,  prop- 
agated concerning  the  poet.  Tliis  trivial  detail,  not  rare  in 
the  gossip  of  young  girls,  shows  that  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie's 
fortune  was  already  made  the  object  of  ardent  rivalry. 

Within  ten  days,  opinions  at  the  Chalet  had  varied  con- 
siderably about  the  three  men  who  aspired  to  Modeste's  hand. 
This  change,  wholly  to  the  disadvantage  of  Canalis,  was 
founded  on  considerations  calculated  to  make  the  hero  of  any 
form  of  fame  reflect  deeply.  When  we  see  the  passion  with 
which  an  autograph  is  craved,  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that 
public  curiosity  is  strongly  excited  by  celebrity.  Most  pro- 
vincials, it  is  evident,  have  no  very  exact  idea  of  the  manner 
in  which  illustrious  persons  fasten  their  cravat,  walk  on  the 
Boulevard,  gape  at  the  crows,  or  eat  a  cutlet ;  for,  as  soon  as 
they  see  a  man  wearing  the  halo  of  fashion,  or  resplendent 
with  popularity — more  or  less  transient,  no  doubt,  but  always 
the  object  of  envy — they  are  ready  to  exclaim,  "  Ah!  so  that 
is  the  thing !  "  or,  "  Well,  that  is  odd !  "  or  something  equally 
absurd.  In  a  word,  the  strange  charm  that  is  produced  by 
every  form  of  renown,  even  when  justly  acquired,  has  no  per- 
manence. To  superficial  minds,  especially  to  the  sarcastic 
and  the  envious,  it  is  an  impression  as  swift  as  a  lightning- 
flash,  and  never  repeated.  Glory,  it  would  seem,  like  the  sun, 
is  hot  and  luminous  from  afar,  but,  when  we  get  near,  it  is  as 
cold  as  the  peak  of  an  Alp.  Perhaps  a  man  is  really  great 
only  to  his  peers ;  perhaps  the  defects  inherent  in  the  con- 
ditions of  humanity  are  more  readily  lost  to  their  eyes  than  to 
those  of  vulgar  admirers.  Thus,  to  be  constantly  pleasing,  a 
poet  would  be  compelled  to  display  the  deceptive  graces  of 
those  persons  who  can  win  forgiveness  for  their  obscurity  by 
amiable  manners  and  agreeable  speeches,  since,  besides  genius, 
the  vapid  drawing-room  virtues  and  harmless  domestic 
twaddle  are  exacted  from  him. 

The  great  poet  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Grermain,  who  re- 


198  MODESTE  MIGNON 

fused  to  yield  to  this  law  of  society,  found  that  insulting  in- 
difference soon  took  the  place  of  the  fascination  at  first  caused 
by  his  conversation  at  evening  parties.  Cleverness  too  prod- 
igally displayed  produces  the  same  effect  on  the  mind  as  a 
shop  full  of  cut  glass  has  on  the  eyes ;  this  sufficiently  explains 
that  Canalis'  glitter  soon  wearied  those  people  who,  to  use 
their  own  words,  like  something  solid.  Then,  under  the  neces- 
sity of  appearing  an  ordinary  man,  the  poet  found  many 
rocks  ahead  where  La  Briere  could  win  the  good  opinion  of 
those  who,  at  first,  had  thought  him  sullen.  They  felt  the 
desire  to  be  revenged  on  Canalis  for  his  reputation  by  making 
more  of  his  friend.  The  most  kindly  people  are  so  made. 
The  amiable  and  unpretentious  Referendary  shocked  nobody's 
vanity ;  falling  back  on  him,  everyone  discerned  his  good 
heart,  his  great  modesty,  the  discretion  of  a  strong  box,  and 
delightful  manners.  On  political  questions  the  Due  d'Herou- 
ville  held  Ernest  far  above  Canahs.  The  poet,  as  erratic, 
ambitious,  and  mutable  as  Tasso,  loved  luxury  and  splendor, 
and  ran  into  debt ;  while  the  young  lawyer,  even-minded,  liv- 
ing prudently,  and  useful  without  officiousness,  hoped  for  pro- 
motion without  asking  it,  and  was  saving  money  meanwhile. 

Canalis  had  indeed  justified  the  good  people  who  were 
watching  him.  For  the  last  two  or  three  days  he  had  given 
way  to  fits  of  irritability,  of  depression,  of  melancholy,  with- 
out any  apparent  cause — the  caprices  of  temper  that  come  of 
the  nervous  poetical  temperament.  These  eccentricities — as 
they  are  called  in  a  country  town — had  their  cause  in  the 
wrong,  which  each  day  made  worse,  that  he  was  doing  to  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  to  whom  he  knew  he  ought  to  write, 
without  being  able  to  make  up  his  mind  to  do  it ;  they  were 
anxiously  noted  by  the  gentle  American  and  worthy  Madame 
Xratournelle,  and  more  than  once  came  under  discussion  be- 
tween them  and  Madame  Mignon.  Canalis,  knowing  nothing 
of  these  discussions,  felt  their  effect.  He  was  no  longer 
listened  to  with  the  same  attention,  the  faces  round  him  did 
not  express  the  rapture  of  the  first  days,  while  Ernest  was 
beginning  to  be  listened  to.  For  the  last  two  days  the  poet 
had,  therefore,  been  bent  on  captivating  Modeste,  and  seized 
every  moment  when  he  could  be  alone  with  her  to  cast  over  her 
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the  tangles  of  the  most  Impassioned  language.  Modeste*3 
heightened  color  plainly  showed  the  two  Demoiselles  d'Herou*- 
ville  with  what  pleasure  the  heiress  heard  insinuating  conceits 
charmingly  spoken ;  and,  uneasy  at  the  poet's  rapid  advances^ 
they  had  recourse  to  the  ultima  ratio  of  women  in  such  pre- 
dicaments— to  caliminy,  which  rarely  misses  its  aim  when  it 
appeals  to  vehement  physical  repulsion. 

As  he  sat  down  to  dinner,  the  poet  saw  a  cloud  on  his  idol's 
brow,  and  read  in  it  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville's  perfidy;  so 
he  decided  that  he  must  offer  himself  as  a  husband  to  Modeste 
at  the  first  opportunity  he  should  have  of  speaking  to  her. 
As  he  and  the  two  noble  damsels  exchanged  some  subacids 
though  polite  remarks,  Grobenheim  nudged  Butscha,  who  sat 
next  to  him,  to  look  at  the  poet  and  the  Master  of  the 
Horse. 

"  They  will  demolish  each  other,"  said  he  in  a  whisper. 

"  Canahs  has  genius  enough  to  demolish  himself  unaided," 
said  the  dwarf. 

In  the  course  of  the  dinner,  which  was  extremely  splendid, 
and  served  to  perfection,  the  Duke  achieved  a  great  triumph 
over  Canalis.  Modeste,  .hose  riding-habit  had  arrived  the 
evening  before,  talked  of  ;  he  various  rides  to  be  taken  in  the 
neighborhood.  In  the  cou  se  of  the  conversation  that  ensued 
she  was  led  to  express  a  strong  wish  to  see  a  hunt — a  pleasure 
she  had  never  known.  ?  he  Duke  at  once  proposed  to  arrange 
a  hunt  for  Mademoiselle  Mignon's  benefit  in  one  of  the  Crown 
forest-lands  a  few  leagues  from  le  Havre.  Thanks  to  his  con- 
nection with  the  Master  cf  the  King's  Hounds,  the  Prince  de 
Cadignan,  he  had  it  in  hio  power  to  show  Modeste  a  scene  of 
royal  magnificence,  to  charm  her  by  showing  her  the  dazzling 
world  of  a  Court,  and  making  her  wish  to  enter  it  by  marriage. 
The  glances  exchanged  by  the  Duke  and  the  two  Demoiselles 
d'Herouville,  which  Canalis  happened  to  catch,  distinctly  said, 
"  The  heiress  is  ours !  " — enough  to  urge  the  poet,  who  was 
reduced  to  mere  personal  glitter,  to  secure  some  pledge  of  her 
affection  without  loss  of  time. 

Modeste,  somewhat  scared  at  having  gone  further  than  she 
intended  with  the  d'Herouvilles,  after  dinner,  when  they  were 
walking  in  the  grounds,  went  forward  a  little  distance  in  a 
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rather  marked  manner,  accompanied  by  Melchior.  With  a 
young  girl's  not  illegitimate  curiosity,  she  allowed  him  to 
guess  the  calumnies  repeated  by  Helene,  and  on  a  remon- 
strance from  Canalis  she  pledged  him  to  secrecy,  which  he 
promised. 

"  These  lashes  of  the  tongue,"  said  he,  "  are  fair  war  in  the 
world  of  fashion ;  your  simplicity  is  scared  by  them ;  for  my 
part,  I  can  laugh  at  them — nay,  I  enjoy  them.  Those  ladies 
must  think  his  lordship's  interests  seriously  imperiled,  or  they 
would  not  have  recourse  to  them." 

Then,  profiting  by  the  opportunity  given  by  such  a  piece  of 
information,  Canalis  justified  himself  with  so  much  mocking 
wit,  and  passion  so  ingeniously  expressed,  while  thanking 
Modeste  for  her  confidence,  in  which  he  insisted  in  seeing  a 
slight  strain  of  love,  that  she  found  herself  quite  as  deeply 
compromised  towards  the  poet  as  she  was  towards  the  Duke. 
Canalis  felt  that  daring  was  necessary ;  he  declared  himself  in 
plain  terms.  He  paid  his  vows  to  Modeste  in  a  style  through 
which  his  poetic  fancy  shone  like  a  moon  ingeniously  staged, 
with  a  brilliant  picture  of  herself — beautifully  fair,  and  ar- 
rayed to  admiration  for  this  family  festival.  The  inspiration 
so  cleverly  called  up,  and  encouraged  by  the  complicity  of 
the  evening,  the  grove,  the  sky,  and  the  earth,  led  the  grasp- 
ing lover  beyond  all  reason ;  for  he  even  talked  of  his  dis- 
interestedness, and  succeeded  by  the  flowers  of  his  eloquence 
in  giving  a  new  aspect  to  Diderot's  stale  theme  of  "  Five 
hundred  francs  and  my  Sophie,''*  or  the  "  Give  me  a  cottage 
and  your  heart!  "  of  every  lover  who  knows  that  his  father- 
in-law  has  a  fortune. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  after  enjoying  the  music  of 
this  concerto  so  admirably  composed  on  "  a  familiar  theme," 
"  my  parents  leave  me  such  freedom  as  has  allowed  me  to  hear 
you ;  but  you  must  address  yourself  to  them." 

"  Well,  then,"  cried  Canalis,  "  only  tell  me  that  if  I  get 
their  consent  you  will  be  quite  satisfied  to  obey  them." 

*'  I  know  beforehand,"  said  she,  "  that  my  father  has  some 
wishes  which  might  offend  the  legitimate  pride  of  a  family  as 
old  as  yours,  for  he  is  bent  on  transmitting  his  title  and  his 
name  to  his  grandsons." 
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"  Oh,  my  dear  Modeste,  what  sacrifice  would  I  not  make  to 
place  my  life  in  the  hands  of  such  a  guardian  angel  as  you 


are 


I  " 


"  You  must  allow  me  not  to  decide  my  fate  for  life  in  one 
moment,"  said  she,  going  to  join  the  Demoiselles  d'Herou- 
ville. 

These  two  ladies  were  at  that  minute  flattering  little  La- 
tournelle's  vanity  in  the  hope  of  securing  him  to  their  in- 
terests. Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  to  whom  we  must  give 
the  family  name  to  distinguish  her  from  her  niece  Helene,  was 
conveying  to  the  notary  that  the  place  of  President  of  the 
Court  at  le  Havre,  which  Charles  X.  would  give  to  a  man 
recommended  by  them,  was  an  appointment  due  to  his  honesty 
and  talents  as  a  lawyer.  Butscha,  who  was  walking  with  La 
Briere,  in  great  alarm  at  Melchior's  audacity  and  rapid 
progress,  found  means  to  speak  to  Modeste  for  a  few  minutes 
at  the  bottom  of  the  garden  steps  as  the  party  went  indoors 
to  give  themselves  up  to  the  vexations  of  the  inevitable 
rubber. 

"  Mademoiselle,  I  hope  you  do  not  yet  address  him  as  Mel- 
chior,"  said  he  in  an  undertone. 

"  Not  far  short  of  it,  my  Mysterious  Dwarf,"  she  replied, 
with  a  smile  that  might  have  seduced  an  angel. 

"  Good  God !  "  cried  the  clerk,  dropping  his  hands,  which 
almost  touched  the  steps. 

"  Well,  and  is  not  he  as  good  as  that  odious  gloomy  Ref- 
erendary in  whom  you  take  so  much  interest.'*"  cried  she, 
putting  on  for  Ernest  a  haughty  look  of  scorn,  such  as  young 
girls  alone  have  the  secret  of,  as  though  their  maidenhood  lent 
them  wings  to  soar  so  high.  "  Would  your  little  Monsieur  de 
la  Briere  take  me  without  a  settlement.''  "  she  added  after  a 
pause. 

"  Ask  your  father,"  replied  Butscha,  going  a  few  steps  on, 
so  as  to  lead  Modeste  to  a  little  distance  from  the  windows. 
"  Listen  to  me.  Mademoiselle.  You  know  that  I  who  speak 
to  you  am  ready  to  lay  down  not  my  life  only,  but  my  honor 
for  you,  at  any  time,  at  any  moment.  So  you  can  believe  in 
me,  you  can  trust  me  with  things  you  would  not  perhaps  tell 
your  father. — Well,  has  that  sublime  Canalis  ever  spoken  to 
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you  In  the  disinterested  way  that  allows  you  to  cast  such  a 
taunt  at  poor  Ernest?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  believe  him  ?  " 

*'  That,  Malignant  Clerk,"  said  she,  giving  him  one  of  the 
ten  or  twelve  nicknames  she  had  devised  for  him,  "  is,  as  it 
seems  to  me,  casting  a  doubt  on  the  strength  of  my  self- 
respect." 

"  You  can  laugh,  dear  Mademoiselle,  so  it  cannot  be  serious. 
I  can  only  hope  that  you  are  making  a  fool  of  him." 

"  What  would  you  think  of  me.  Monsieur  Butscha,  if  I 
thought  I  had  any  right  to  mock  at  either  of  the  gentlemen 
who  do  me  the  honor  to  wish  for  me  as  a  wife?  I  can  tell  you, 
Maitre  Jean,  that  even  when  she  appears  to  scorn  the  most 
contemptible  admiration,  a  girl  is  always  flattered  at  having 
it  offered  to  her." 

"  Then  I  flatter  you ?  "  said  the  clerk,  his  face  light- 
ing up  as  a  town  is  illuminated  on  some  great  occasion. 

"  You ?  "  said  she.     "  You  give  me  the  most  precious 

kind  of  friendship,  a  feeling  as  disinterested  as  that  of  a 
mother  for  her  child!  Do  not  compare  yourself  to  anyone 
else,  for  even  my  father  is  obliged  to  yield  to  me."  She 
paused.  "  I  cannot  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  in  the  sense  men 
give  to  the  word ;  but  what  I  feel  for  you  is  eternal,  and  can 
never  know  any  change." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Butscha,  stooping  to  pick  up  a  pebble 
that  he  might  leave  a  kiss  and  a  tear  on  the  tip  of  Modeste's 
shoe,  "  let  me  watch  over  you  as  a  dragon  watches  over  a 
treasure. — The  poet  spreads  before  you  just  now  all  the 
filigree  of  his  elaborate  phrases,  the  tinsel  of  his  promises. 
He  sang  of  love  to  the  sweetest  chord  of  his  lyre  no  doubt.  If 
when  this  noble  lover  is  fully  assured  of  your  having  but  a 
small  fortune,  you  should  see  his  demeanor  change ;  if  you  then 
find  him  cold  and  embarrassed,  will  you  still  make  him  your 
husband,  still  honor  him  with  your  esteem.''  " 

"  Can  he  be  a  Francisque  Althor  ?  "  she  asked,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  the  deepest  disgust. 

"  Let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  working  this  transformation 
scene,"  said  Butscha.     "  Not  only  do  I  intend  that  it  shall  be 
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sudden,  but  I  do  not  despair  of  restoring  your  poet  to  you 
afterwards,  in  love  once  more,  of  making  him  blow  hot  and 
cold  on  your  heart  with  as  good  a  grace  as  when  he  argues 
for  and  against  the  same  thing  in  the  course  of  a  single  even- 
ing, sometimes  without  being  aware  of  it " 

"  And  if  you  are  right,"  said  she,  "  whom  can  I  trust?  " 

"  The  man  who  truly  loves  you." 

"The  little  Duke?" 

Butscha  looked  at  Modeste.  They  both  walked  on  a  few 
steps  in  silence.  The  girl  was  impenetrable;  she  did  not 
wince. 

"  Mademoiselle,  will  you  allow  me  to  put  into  words  the 
thoughts  that  lurk  at  the  bottom  of  your  heart  like  water- 
mosses  in  a  pool,  and  that  you  refuse  to  explain  to  yourself 
even?  " 

"  Why,  indeed ! "  cried  Modeste,  "  is  my  privy  councilor- 
in-waiting  a  mirror  too  ?  " 

"  No,  but  an  echo,"  he  replied,  with  a  little  bow  stamped 
with  the  utmost  modesty.  "  The  Duke  loves  you,  but  he  loves 
you  too  well.  I,  a  dwarf,  have  fully  understood  the  exquisite 
dehcacy  of  your  soul.  You  would  hate  to  be  adored  like  the 
holy  wafer  in  a  monstrance.  But,  being  so  eminently  a 
woman,  you  could  no  more  bear  to  see  a  man  of  whom  you  were 
always  secure  perpetually  at  your  feet,  than  you  could  endure 
an  egoist  like  Canalis,  who  would  always  care  more  for  him- 
self than  for  you.  .  .  .  Why?  I  know  not.  I  would  I 
could  be  a  woman,  and  an  old  woman,  to  learn  the  reason  of 
the  programme  I  can  read  in  your  eyes,  which  is  perhaps  that 
of  every  girl. 

"  At  the  same  time,  your  lofty  soul  craves  for  adoration. 
When  a  man  is  at  your  feet  you  cannot  throw  yourself  at 
his.  '  But  you  cannot  go  far  in  that  way,'  Voltaire  used  to 
say.  So  the  little  Duke  has,  morally  speaking,  too  many 
genuflexions,  and  Canalis  not  enough — not  to  say  none  at  all. 
And  I  can  read  the  mischief  hidden  in  your  smile  when  you  are 
speaking  to  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  when  he  speaks  to  you 
and  you  reply.  You  would  never  be  unhappy  with  the  Duke ; 
everybody  would  be  pleased  if  you  chose  him  for  your  husband ; 
but  you  would  not  love  him.     The  coldness  of  egoism  and  the 
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excessive  fervor  of  perennial  raptures  no  doubt  have  a  nega- 
tive effect  on  the  heart  of  every  woman. 

*'  Obviously  this  is  not  the  perpetual  triumph  that  you 
would  enjoy  in  the  infinite  delights  of  such  a  marriage  as  that 
3'ou  dream  of,  in  which  you  would  find  a  submission  to  be 
proud  of,  great  little  sacrifices  that  are  gladly  unconfessed, 
successes  looked  forward  to  with  rapture,  and  unforeseen 
magnanimity  to  which  it  is  a  joy  to  yield ;  in  which  a  woman 
finds  herself  understood  even  to  her  deepest  secrets,  while  her 
love  is  sometimes  a  protection  to  her  protector " 

"  You  are  a  wizard !  "  cried  Modeste. 

"  Nor  will  you  meet  with  that  enchanting  equality  of  feel- 
ing, that  constant  sharing  of  life,  and  that  certainty  of  giv- 
ing happiness  which  makes  marriage  acceptable,  if  you  marry 
a  Canalis,  a  man  who  thinks  only  of  himself,  to  whom  /  is  the 
only  note  in  the  scale,  and  whose  attention  has  not  yet  con- 
descended so  low  as  to  listen  to  your  father  or  the  Duke.  An 
ambitious  man,  not  of  the  first  class,  to  whom  your  dignity 
and  supremacy  matter  little,  who  will  treat  you  as  a  necessary 
chattel  in  his  house,  who  insults  you  already  by  his  indifference 
on  points  of  honor.  Yes,  if  you  allowed  yourself  to  go  so 
far  as  to  slap  your  mother,  Canalis  would  shut  his  eyes  that  he 
might  not  see  your  guilt,  so  hungry  is  he  for  your  fortune ! 

"  So,  Mademoiselle,  I  was  not  thinking  of  the  great  poet, 
who  is  but  a  little  actor,  nor  of  my  lord  Duke,  who  would  be 
for  you  a  splendid  match,  but  not  a  husband " 

"  Butscha,  my  heart  is  a  blank  page  on  which  you  yourself 
write  what  you  read,"  replied  Modeste.  "  You  are  carried 
away  by  your  provincial  hatred  of  everything  that  compels 
you  to  look  above  your  head.  You  cannot  forgive  the  poet 
for  being  a  political  man,  for  having  an  eloquent  tongue,  and 
a  splendid  future ;  you  calumniate  his  purpose " 

*'  His,  Mademoiselle !  He  would  turn  his  back  on  you 
within  twenty-four  hours  with  the  meanness  of  a  Vilquin." 

"  Well,  make  him  play  such  a  farcical  scene,  and " 

"  Ay,  and  in  every  key ;  in  three  days — on  Wednesday — 
do  not  forget.  Until  then.  Mademoiselle,  amuse  yourself  by 
making  the  musical  box  play  all  its  airs,  that  the  vile  discords 
of  the  antiphony  may  come  out  all  the  more  clearly." 
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Modeste  gaylj  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  where  of  all 
the  men  present,  La  Briere  alone,  seated  in  the  recess  of  a 
window — whence,  no  doubt,  he  had  been  looking  at  his  idol — 
rose  at  her  entrance,  as  if  an  usher  had  shouted,  "  The 
Queen !  "  It  was  a  respectful  impulse,  full  of  the  eloquence 
peculiar  to  action,  which  surpasses  that  of  the  finest  speech. 
Spoken  love  is  not  to  be  compared  with  love  in  action — every 
girl  of  twenty  is  fifty  as  concerns  tliis  axiom ;  this  is  the 
seducer's  strongest  argument. 

Instead  of  looking  Modeste  in  the  face,  as  Canalis  did, 
bowing  to  her  as  an  act  of  public  homage,  the  disdained  lover 
watched  her  with  a  slow  side  glance,  as  humble  as  Butscha's, 
almost  timid.  The  young  heiress  observed  this  demeanor  as 
she  went  to  place  herself  by  Canalis,  in  whose  game  she  af- 
fected an  interest.  In  the  course  of  the  conversation.  La 
Briere  learnt,  from  a  remark  she  made  to  her  father,  that 
Modeste  intended  to  begin  riding  again  on  the  following 
Wednesday,  and  she  mentioned  that  she  had  no  riding-whip 
suitable  to  match  with  her  handsome  new  habit.  Ernest 
flashed  a  glance  at  the  dwarf  like  a  spark  of  fire,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  they  were  walking  together  on  the 
terrace. 

"  It  is  now  nine  o'clock,"  said  La  Briere.  "  I  am  off  to 
Paris  as  fast  as  my  horse  will  carry  me.  I  can  be  there  by 
ten  to-morrow  morning.  My  dear  Butscha,  from  you  she 
will  accept  a  gift  with  pleasure,  for  she  has  a  great  regard 
for  you;  let  me  give  her  a  riding-whip  in  your  name;  and, 
believe  me,  in  return  for  such  an  immense  favor  you  have  in 
me  not  indeed  a  friend,  but  a  slave !  " 

"  Go ;  you  are  happy,"  said  the  clerk.     "  You  have  money." 

"  Tell  Canalis  from  me  that  I  shall  not  be  in  to-night,  and 
that  he  must  invent  some  excuse  for  my  absence  for  two  days." 

An  hour  later  Ernest  had  set  out  on  horseback  for  Paris, 
where  he  arrived  after  twelve  hours'  riding,  his  first  care  being 
to  secure  a  place  in  the  mail  coach  for  le  Havre  on  the  follow- 
ing day.  He  then  went  to  the  three  first  jewelers  in  Paris, 
comparing  handles  of  riding-whips,  and  seeking  what  art 
could  produce  of  the  most  royal  perfection.  He  found  one 
made  by  Stidmann  for  a  Russian  lady,  who,  after  ordering  it. 
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had  been  unable  to  pay  for  it — a  fox-hunt  wrought  in  gold, 
with  a  ruby  at  the  top,  and  exorbitantly  expensive  as  com- 
pared with  a  Referendary's  stipend ;  all  his  savings  were 
swallowed  up,  amounting  to  seven  thousand  francs.  Ernest 
gave  a  sketch  of  the  arms  of  la  Bastie,  allowing  twenty  hours 
for  them  to  be  engraved  instead  of  those  that  were  on  it. 
This  handle,  a  masterpiece  of  workmanship,  was  fitted  to  an 
india-rubber  whip,  and  placed  in  a  red  morocco  case,  lined 
with  velvet,  with  a  monogram  of  two  M's  on  the  top. 

By  Wednesday  morning  La  Briere  had  returned  by  the 
mail,  in  time  to  breakfast  with  Canalis.  The  poet  had  ex- 
plained his  secretary's  absence  by  saying  that  he  was  busy 
with  some  work  forwarded  from  Paris.  Butscha,  who  had 
gone  to  the  coach  office  to  hold  out  a  welcoming  hand  to  Ernest 
on  the  arrival  of  the  mail,  flew  to  give  this  work  of  art  to 
Fran9oise  Cochet,  desiring  her  to  place  it  on  Modeste's  dress- 
ing-table. 

"  You  are  going  out  riding,  no  doubt,  with  Mademoiselle 
Modeste,"  said  Butscha,  on  returning  to  Canalis'  villa  to  in- 
form Ernest,  by  a  side  glance,  that  the  whip  had  safely 
reached  its  destination. 

"  I !  "  said  La  Briere.     *'  I  am  going  to  bed." 

*'  Well !  "  exclaimed  Canalis,  looking  at  his  friend,  "  I  do 
not  understand  you  at  all." 

Breakfast  was  ready,  and  the  poet  naturally  invited  the 
clerk  to  sit  down  with  them.  Butscha  had  stayed,  intending 
to  get  himself  invited  if  necessary  by  La  Briere,  seeing  on 
Germain's  countenance  the  success  of  a  hunchback's  trick,  of 
which  his  promise  to  Modeste  may  have  given  a  hint. 

*'  Monsieur  was  very  wise  to  keep  Monsieur  Latournelle's 
clerk,"  said  Germain  in  his  master's  ear.  Canalis  and  Ger- 
main, on  a  hint  from  the  latter,  passed  into  the  drawing-room. 
"  This  morning  I  went  out  to  see  some  fishing,  an  expedition 
to  which  I  was  invited  the  day  before  yesterday  by  the  owner 
of  a  boat  I  have  made  acquaintance  with." 

Germain  did  not  confess  that  he  had  had  such  bad  taste  as 
to  play  billiards  in  a  cafe  in  le  Havre,  where  Butscha  had  sur- 
rounded him  with  a  number  of  his  friends  in  order  to  be  able  to 
work  upon  him. 
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"  What  then  ?  "  said  Canalis.  "  Come  to  the  point,  and  at 
once." 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,  I  heard  a  discussion  about  Monsieur 
Mignon,  which  I  did  my  best  to  keep  going — no  one  knew  who 
I  hved  with.  I  tell  you,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  everybody  in  le 
Havre  says  that  you  are  running  your  head  against  a  wall. 
Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie's  fortune  is,  like  her  name,  very 
modest.  The  ship  on  which  the  father  came  home  is  not  his 
own ;  it  belongs  to  some  China  merchants,  with  whom  he  has 
to  settle,  and  things  are  said  about  it  that  are  far  from  flat- 
tering to  the  Colonel. — Having  heard  that  you  and  Monsieur 
le  Due  were  rivals  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  I  take  the 
liberty  of  mentioning  it ;  for,  between  you  and  him,  it  is  better 
that  his  Lordship  should  swallow  the  bait.  On  my  way  back 
I  took  a  turn  on  the  quay,  past  the  theater,  where  the  mer- 
chants walk  up  and  down,  and  I  pushed  my  way  boldly 
among  them.  These  worthy  folks,  seeing  a  well-dressed 
man,  began  to  talk  about  the  affairs  of  the  town ;  from  one 
thing  to  another  I  led  them  to  speak  of  Colonel  Mignon ;  and 
they  were  so  much  of  the  same  mind  as  the  fisherman  that  I 
felt  it  my  duty  to  speak.  That  is  why  I  left  you,  sir,  to 
get  up  and  dress  alone   ..." 

"  What  is  to  be  done?  "  cried  Canalis,  feeling  that  he  was 
too  deeply  pledged  to  withdraw  from  his  promises  to  Modeste. 

"  You  know  my  attachment  to  you,  sir,"  said  Germain, 
seeing  that  the  poet  was  thunderstruck,  "  and  you  will  not  be 
surprised  if  I  offer  a  piece  of  advice.  If  you  can  make  this 
clerk  drunk,  he  will  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  and  if  he  won't 
open  his  mouth  for  two  bottles  of  champagne,  he  certainly 
will  for  the  third.  It  would  be  a  strange  thing,  too,  if  Mon- 
sieur, who  will  certainly  be  an  ambassador  one  day,  for 
Philoxene  heard  Madame  la  Duchesse  say  so, — if  you,  sir, 
cannot  get  round  a  country  lawyer's  clerk." 

At  this  moment  Butscha,  the  unknown  author  of  this  fishing 
expedition,  was  begging  the  Referendary  to  say  nothing 
about  his  journey  to  Paris,  and  not  to  interfere  with  his 
maneuvers  at  breakfast.  Butscha  meant  to  take  advantage 
of  a  reaction  of  feeling  unfavorable  to  Charles  Mignon,  which 
had  set  in  at  le  Havre. 
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This  was  the  cause  of  this  reaction.  Monsieur  le  Comte  de 
la  Bastie  had  entirely  ignored  those  of  his  former  friends  who, 
during  his  absence,  had  neglected  his  wife  and  children.  On 
hearing  that  a  dinner  was  to  be  given  at  the  Villa  Mignon, 
each  one  flattered  himself  he  would  be  among  the  guests,  and 
expected  an  invitation ;  but  when  it  was  known  that  only 
Gobenheim,  the  Latournelles,  the  Duke,  and  the  two  Parisians 
were  to  be  asked,  there  was  a  loud  outcry  at  the  merchant's  ar- 
rogance ;  his  marked  avoidance  of  seeing  anybody,  and  of  ever 
going  down  to  le  Havre,  was  commented  on,  and  attributed 
to  scorn,  on  which  the  whole  town  avenged  itself  by  casting 
doubts  on  Mignon's  sudden  wealth.  By  dint  of  gossip  every- 
body soon  ascertained  that  the  money  advanced  to  Vilquin  on 
the  Villa  had  been  found  by  Dumay.  This  fact  gave  the 
most  malignant  persons  grounds  for  the  libelous  supposition 
that  Charles  had  confided  to  Dumay's  known  devotion  the 
funds  concerning  which  he  anticipated  litigation  on  the  part 
of  his  so-called  partners  in  Canton.  Charles's  reticence,  for 
his  constant  aim  was  to  conceal  his  wealth,  and  the  gossip  of 
his  servants,  who  had  been  put  on  their  guard,  lent  an  ap- 
pearance of  truth  to  these  monstrous  fables,  believed  by  all 
who  were  governed  by  the  spirit  of  detraction  that  animates 
rival  traders.  In  proportion  as  parochial  pride  had  formerly 
cried  up  his  immense  fortune  as  one  of  the  makers  of  le  Havre, 
so  now  provincial  jealousy  cast  doubts  on  it. 

Butscha,  to  whom  the  fishermen  of  the  port  owed  more  than 
one  good  turn,  desired  them  to  be  secret,  and  to  cram  their 
new  friend.  He  was  well  served.  The  owner  of  the  boat  told 
Germain  that  a  cousin  of  his,  a  sailor,  was  coming  from 
Marseilles,  having  just  been  paid  off  in  consequence  of  the 
sale  of  the  brig  in  which  the  Colonel  had  come  home.  The 
vessel  was  being  sold  by  order  of  one  Castagnould,  and  the 
cargo — according  to  the  cousin — was  worth  only  three  or  four 
hundred  thousand  francs  at  most. 

*'  Germain,"  said  Canalis,  as  the  servant  was  leaving  the 
room,  "  bring  us  up  some  Champagne  and  some  Bordeaux. 
A  member  of  the  legal  faculty  of  Normandy  must  carry  away 
some  memories  of  a  poet's  hospitality. — And  he  has  the  wit  of 
le  Figaro"  added  Canalis,  laying  his  hand  on  the  dwarf's 
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shoulder ;  "  that  petit-journal  brilliancy  must  be  made  to 
sparkle  and  foam  with  the  wine  of  Champagne;  we  will  not 
spare  ourselves  either,  Ernest !  Why,  it  is  two  years  at  least 
since  I  last  got  tipsy,"  he  added,  turning  to  La  Briere. 

"  With  wine? — That  I  can  quite  understand,"  replied  the 
clerk.  "  You  get  tipsy  with  yourself  every  day !  In  the 
matter  of  praise,  you  drink  your  fill.  You  are  handsome; 
you  are  famous  during  your  lifetime ;  your  conversation  is  on 
a  level  with  your  genius ;  and  you  fascinate  all  the  women, 
even  my  master's  wife.  Loved  as  you  are  by  the  most  beauti- 
ful Sultana  Valideh  I  ever  saw — it  is  true,  I  have  never  seen 
another — you  can,  if  you  choose,  marry  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Bastie. — Why,  merely  with  making  this  inventory  of  your 
present  advantages,  to  say  nothing  of  the  future — a  fine  title, 
a  peerage,  an  embassy ! — I  am  quite  fuddled,  like  the  men  who 
bottle  wine  for  other  people  to  drink." 

"  All  this  social  magnificence  is  nothing,"  replied  Canalis, 
"  without  that  which  gives  them  value — a  fortune !  Here  we 
are  men  among  men  ;  fine  sentiments  are  delightful  in  stanzas." 

"  And  in  certain  circumsf  awxas,"  said  Butscha,  with  a 
significant  shrug. 

"  You,  a  master  of  the  mystery  of  settlements,"  said  the 
poet,  smiling  at  the  pun,  "  must  know  as  well  as  I  do  that 
cottage  rh3'^mes  to  nothing  better  than  pottage." 

At  table  Butscha  played  with  signal  success  the  part  of  le 
Rigaudin  in  La  Maison  en  Loterie,  alarming  Ernest,  to  whom 
the  jests  of  a  lawyer's  office  were  unfamiliar;  they  are  a 
match  for  those  of  the  studio.  The  clerk  repeated  all  the 
scandal  of  le  Havre,  the  history  of  every  fortune,  of  every 
boudoir,  and  of  all  the  crimes  committed  just  outside  the  pale 
of  the  law,  what  is  called  sailing  as  close  hauled  as  possible 
(in  Normandy,  se  tirer  cT affaire  comme  on  pent).  He  spared 
no  one,  and  his  spirits  rose  with  the  stream  of  wine  he  poured 
down  his  throat  like  storm  water  through  a  gutter. 

"  Do  you  know,  La  Briere,"  said  Canalis,  filling  up  But- 
scha's  glass,  "  that  this  brave  boy  would  be  a  first-rate  secre- 
tary to  an  Ambassador?  " 

"  And  cut  out  his  master !  "  retorted  the  dwarf  with  a  look 
at  Canalis,  of  insolence  redeemed  by  the  sparkle  of  carbonic 
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acid  gas.  "  I  have  enough  spirit  of  intrigue  and  little 
enough  gratitude  to  climb  on  to  your  shoulders.  A  poet  sup- 
porting an  abortion ! — Well,  it  has  been  seen,  and  pretty  fre- 
quently— in  libraries.  Why,  you  are  staring  at  me  as  if  I 
were  swallowing  swords.  Heh !  my  dear,  great  genius,  you 
are  a  very  superior  man ;  you  know  full  well  that  gratitude  is 
a  word  for  idiots ;  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  dictionary,  but  not 
in  the  human  heart.  I  O  U  is  a  formula  unhonored  on  the 
green  banks  of  Parnassus  or  Pindus.  Do  you  suppose  I  feel 
the  debt  to  my  master's  wife  for  having  brought  me  up? 
Why,  the  whole  town  has  paid  it  off  in  esteem,  praise,  and 
admiration,  the  most  precious  of  all  coin.  I  do  not  see  the 
virtue  that  is  merely  an  investment  for  the  benefit  of  one's 
vanity.  Men  make  a  trade  of  reciprocal  services ;  the  word 
gratitude  represents  the  debit  side,  that  is  all. 

"  As  to  intrigue,  I  adore  it ! — What !  "  he  went  on,  in  reply 
to  a  gesture  from  Canalis,  "  do  you  not  delight  in  the  faculty 
which  enables  a  crafty  man  to  get  the  upper  hand  of  a  man  of 
genius,  which  requires  constant  observation  of  the  vices  and 
weaknesses  of  our  betters,  and  a  sense  of  the  nick  of  time  for 
everything  .P  Ask  diplomacy  whether  the  triumph  of  cunning 
over  strength  is  not  the  most  delightful  success  there  is.  If 
I  were  your  secretary.  Monsieur  le  Baron,  you  would  soon  be 
Prime  Minister,  because  it  would  be  to  my  interest ! — Now, 
would  you  like  a  sample  of  my  little  talents  of  that  kind.'' 
Hearken !  You  love  Mademoiselle  Modeste  to  distraction, 
and  you  are  very  right.  In  my  opinion,  the  girl  is  a  genuine 
Parisienne,  for  here  and  there  a  Parisienne  sprouts  in  the 
country.  Our  Modeste  would  be  a  wife  to  push  a  man.  She 
has  that  sort  of  thing,"  said  he,  giving  his  hand  a  twirl 
in  the  air.  "  You  have  a  formidable  rival  in  the  Duke. 
Now,  what  will  you  give  me  to  pack  him  off  within  three 
days.-*  " 

"  Let  us  finish  this  bottle,"  said  the  poet,  refilling  Butscha's 
glass. 

"  You  will  make  me  drunk ! "  said  the  clerk,  swallowing 
down  his  ninth  glass  of  champagne.  "  Is  there  a  bed  where  I 
may  sleep  for  an  hour  ?  My  master  is  as  sober  as  a  camel,  the 
old  fox,  and  Madame  Latoumelle  too.     They  would  both  be 
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hard  upon  me,  and  they  would  have  good  reason,  while  I 
should  have  lost  mine,  and  I  have  some  work  to  do." 

Then  going  back  to  a  former  subject  without  any  transi- 
tion, after  the  manner  of  a  man  when  he  is  screwed,  he  ex- 
claimed— 

"  And  then,  what  a  memory  I  have !  It  is  a  match  for  my 
gratitude." 

"  Butscha !  "  exclaimed  the  poet,  "  just  now  you  said  that 
you  had  no  gratitude;  you  are  contradicting  yourself." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  clerk.  "  Forgetting  almost  always 
means  remembering ! — Now,  then,  on  we  go !  I  am  made  to 
be  a  secretary." 

"  And  how  will  you  set  to  work  to  get  rid  of  the  Duke  ?  " 
asked  Canalis,  charmed  to  find  the  conversation  tending 
naturally  to  the  subjects  he  aimed  at. 

"  That — is  no  concern  of  yours,"  said  Butscha,  with  a  tre- 
mendous hiccough. 

Butscha  rolled  his  head  on  his  shoulders,  and  his  eyes  from 
Germain  to  La  Briere,  and  from  La  Briere  to  Canalis,  in  the 
manner  of  a  man  who  feels  intoxication  creeping  over  him, 
and  wants  to  know  in  what  esteem  he  is  held ;  for  in  the  wreck 
of  drunkenness  it  may  be  noted  that  self-esteem  is  the  last 
sentiment  to  float. 

"  Look  here,  great  poet,  you  are  a  jolly  fellow,  you  are. 
Do  you  take  me  for  one  of  your  readers,  you  who  sent  your 
friend  to  Paris  to  procure  information  concerning  the  house 
of  Mignon  ?  I  humbug,  you  humbug,  we  humbug.  Well  and 
good;  but  do  me  the  honor  to  believe  that  I  am  clear-headed 
enough  always  to  keep  as  much  conscience  as  I  need  in  my 
sphere  of  life.  As  head  clerk  to  Maitre  Latoumelle  my  heart 
is  a  padlocked  dispatch-box,  my  lips  never  breathe  a  word  of 
any  paper  concerning  the  clients.  I  know  everything,  and  I 
know  nothing.  And  then,  passion  Is  no  secret :  I  love  Modeste, 
she  is  a  pupil  of  mine,  she  must  marry  well ;  and  I  could  get 
round  the  Duke  if  necessary.  But  you  are  going  to 
marry " 

"  Germain,  coffee  and  liqueurs,"  said  Canalis. 

"Liqueurs?"  repeated  Butscha,  holding  up  a  forbidding 
hand  like  a  too  knowing  maiden  putting  aside  some  little 
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temptation.  "  Oh,  my  poor  work !  By  the  way,  there  is  a 
marriage  contract  to  be  drawn  up,  and  my  second  clerk  is  as 
stupid  as  a  matrimonial  bargain,  and  quite  capable  of  p-p- 
poking  a  penknife  through  the  bride's  personal  property. 
He  thinks  himself  a  fine  fellow  because  he  measures  nearly  six- 
feet— the  idiot !  " 

"  Here,  this  is  Creme  de  The,  a  West  Indian  liqueur,"  said 
Canalis. — "  You  are  Mademoiselle  Modeste's  adviser " 

"  Her  adviser.? " 

"  Well,  do  you  think  she  loves  me?  " 

"  Ye-e-es,  more  than  she  loves  the  Duke,"  drawled  the 
dwarf,  rousing  himself  from  a  sort  of  torpor,  which  he  acted 
to  admiration.  "  She  loves  you  for  your  disinterestedness. 
She  told  me  that  for  you  she  felt  equal  to  the  greatest  sacri- 
fices, to  giving  up  dress,  spending  only  a  thousand  francs  a 
year,  devoting  her  life  to  prove  to  you  that  in  marrying  her 
you  would  have  done  a  stroke  of  business.  And  she  is  devilish 
honest  [hiccough],  I  can  tell  you,  and  well  informed;  there  is 
nothing  that  girl  does  not  know." 

"  That  and  three  hundred  thousand  francs,"  said 
Canalis. 

"  Oh !  there  may  be  as  much  as  you  say,"  replied  the  clerk 
with  enthusiasm.  "  Mignon  Papa — and  you  see  he  is  really  a 
Mignon,  a  dear  papa,  that's  what  I  like  him  for — to  marry 
his  only  daughter — well,  he  would  strip  himself  of  everything. 
The  Colonel  has  been  accustomed  under  your  Restoration  to 
live  on  half-pay  [hiccough],  and  he  will  be  quite  happy  living 
with  Dumay,  speculating  in  a  small  way  at  le  Havre;  he  will 
be  sure  to  ffive  the  child  his  three  hundred  thousand  francs. — 
Then  we  must  not  forget  Dumay,  who  means  to  leave  his 
fortune  to  Modeste.  Dumay,  you  know,  is  a  Breton ;  his  birth 
gives  security  to  the  bargain ;  he  never  changes  his  mind,  and 
his  fortune  is  quite  equal  to  his  master's.  At  the  same  time, 
since  they  listen  to  me  at  least  as  much  as  to  you,  though  I 
do  not  talk  so  much  nor  so  well,  I  said  to  them,  '  You  are 
putting  too  much  money  into  your  house ;  if  Vilquin  leaves  it 
on  your  hands,  there  are  two  hundred  thousand  francs  that 
will  bring  you  no  return.  There  will  be  only  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  left  to  turn  over,  and  that,  in  my  opinion,  is 
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not  enough.' — At  this  moment  the  Colonel  and  Dumay  are 
talking  it  over.  Take  my  word  for  it,  Modeste  is  rich.  The 
people  of  the  town  talk  nonsense,  they  are  envious.  Why, 
who  in  the  department  has  such  a  portion.'^"  said  Butscha, 
holding  up  his  fingers  to  count.  "  Two  to  three  hundred 
thousand  francs  in  hard  cash !  "  said  he,  folding  down  his  left 
thumb  with  the  forefinger  of  his  right  hand.  "  That  is  for 
one.  The  freehold  of  the  Villa  Mignon,"  and  he  doubled 
down  his  left  forefinger,  "  for  two ;  Dumay's  fortune  for 
three,"  he  added,  ticking  it  off  on  the  middle  finger.  "  Why, 
little  Mother  Modeste  is  a  lady  with  six  hundred  thousand 
francs  of  her  own  when  the  two  old  soldiers  shall  have  gone 
aloft  to  take  further  orders  from  God  A'mighty." 

This  blunt  and  artless  communication,  broken  by  sips  of 
liqueur,  sobered  Canalis  as  much  as  it  seemed  to  intoxicate 
Butscha.  To  the  lawyer's  clerk,  a  mere  provincial,  this 
fortune  was  evidently  colossal.  He  let  his  head  drop  on  the 
palm  of  his  right  hand,  and  with  the  elbow  majestically  rest- 
ing on  the  table,  he  sat  blinking  and  talking  to  himself :  "  In 
twenty  years,  at  the  pace  the  Code  is  taking  us,  melting  down 
fortunes  by  the  process  of  subdivision,  an  heiress  with  six 
hundred  thousand  francs  will  be  as  rare  as  disinterestedness 
in  a  money-lender.  You  may  say  that  Modeste  will  spend  at 
least  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year,  the  interest  of  her 
fortune;  but  she  is  a  very  nice  girl — very  nice — very  nice. 
She  is  as  you  may  say — a  poet  must  have  imagery — she  is  an 
ermine  as  knowing  as  a  monkey." 

"  And  what  did  you  tell  me  ?  "  cried  Canalis  in  an  under- 
tone to  La  Briere.     "  That  she  had  six  millions.'^  " 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Ernest,  "  allow  me  to  remark  that 
I  could  say  nothing.  I  am  bound  by  an  oath,  and  it  is  per- 
haps saying  more  than  I  ought  to  tell  you " 

"  An  oath?  and  to  whom?  " 

"  To  Monsieur  Mignon." 

*'  Why,  Ernest !  when  you  know  how  indispensable  fortune 
is  to  me  " — Butscha  was  snoring — "  you  who  know  my  posi- 
tion, and  all  I  should  lose  in  the  Rue  de  Grenelle  by  marrying 
— you  would  have  coolly  allowed  me  to  plunge  in?  "  said 
Canalis,  turning  pale.    "  But  this  is  a  matter  between  friends ; 
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And  our  friendship,  my  boy,  is  a  compact  of  a  far  older  date 
than  this  that  the  wily  Proven9al  has  required  of  you.'* 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Ernest,  "  I  love  Modeste  too  well 
to " 

"  Idiot,  take  her ! "  cried  the  poet.  "  So  break  your 
oath " 

"  Do  you  solemnly  promise,  on  your  honor  as  a  man,  to 
forget  what  I  tell  you,  and  to  be  just  the  same  to  me  as  though 
I  had  never  confided  it  to  you,  come  what  may  ?  " 

"  I  swear  it  by  the  sacred  memory  of  my  mother !  " 

"  Well,  when  I  was  in  Paris,  Monsieur  Mignon  told  me  that 
he  was  very  far  from  having  such  a  colossal  fortune  as  the 
Mongenods  had  spoken  of.  The  Colonel  intends  to  give  his 
daughter  two  hundred  thousand  francs.  But  then,  Melchior, 
was  the  father  suspicious?  or  was  he  sincere.''  It  is  no  concern 
of  mine  to  solve  that  question.  If  she  should  condescend  to 
choose  me,  Modeste,  with  nothing,  should  be  my  wife." 

"  A  blue-stocking,  appallingly  learned,  who  has  read  every- 
thing and  knows  everything — in  theory,"  cried  Canalis,  in  re- 
ply to  a  protesting  gesture  of  La  Briere's;  "  a  spoilt  child, 
brought  up  in  luxury  during  her  early  years,  and  weaned 
from  it  for  the  last  five !  Oh,  my  poor  friend,  pause,  con- 
sider  " 

*'  Ode  and  Code !  "  said  Butscha,  rousing  himself.  *'  You 
go  in  for  the  Ode,  and  I  for  the  Code;  there  is  only  a  C  be- 
tween. Code,  from  coda,  a  tail !  You  have  treated  me  hand- 
somely, and  I  like  you — don't  have  anything  to  do  with  the 
Code. — Listen ;  a  piece  of  good  advice  is  not  a  bad  return  for 
your  wine  and  your  Creme  de  The.  Old  Mignon  is  cream  too, 
the  cream  of  good  fellows.  Well,  trot  out  your  horse,  he  is 
riding  out  with  his  daughter ;  you  can  speak  frankly  to  him ; 
ask  him  about  her  marriage  portion ;  he  will  give  you  a  plain 
answer,  and  you  will  see  to  the  bottom  of  things  as  sure  as  I 
am  tipsy  and  you  are  a  great  man ;  but  then  there  must  be 
no  mistake,  we  leave  le  Havre  together,  I  suppose?  I  am  to 
be  your  secretary,  since  this  little  chap,  who  thinks  I  am 
drunk,  and  is  laughing  at  me,  is  going  to  leave  you. — Go 
ahead.      March  ! — and  leave  him  to  marry  the  girl." 

Canalis  went  to  dress. 
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"  Not  a  word ;  he  is  rushing  on  suicide,"  said  Butscha,  as 
cool  as  Gobenheim,  to  La  Briere,  very  quietly;  and  he  tele- 
graphed behind  Canalis  a  signal  of  scorn  familiar  to  the  Paris 
street  boy.  "  Good-by,  Master,"  he  went  on  at  the  top  of 
his  voice,  "  may  I  go  and  get  forty  winks  in  Madame 
Amaury's  summer-house?  " 

"  Make  yourself  at  home,"  replied  the  poet. 

The  clerk,  loudly  laughed  at  by  Canalis'  three  servants, 
made  his  way  to  the  summer-house,  plunging  into  flower-beds 
and  baskets  with  the  perverse  grace  of  an  insect  describing 
its  endless  zigzags  as  it  tries  to  escape  through  a  closed  win- 
dow. He  scrambled  up  into  the  gazebo,  and  when  the  servants 
had  got  indoors,  he  sat  down  on  a  wooden  bench  and  gave  him- 
self up  to  the  joys  of  triumph.  He  had  fooled  the  superior 
man ;  not  only  had  he  snatched  off  his  mask,  but  he  had  seen 
him  untie  the  strings,  and  he  laughed  as  an  author  laughs  at 
his  piece,  with  a  full  appreciation  of  the  value  of  this  vis 
comica. 

"  Men  are  tops !  "  cried  he ;  "  you  have  only  to  find  the  end 
of  the  string  that  is  wound  round  them.  Why,  anyone  could 
make  me  faint  away  by  simply  saying,  *  Mademoiselle 
Modeste  has  fallen  off  her  horse  and  broken  her  leg.'  " 

A  few  minutes  later,  Modeste,  wearing  a  bewitching  habit 
of  dark-green  kerseymere,  a  little  hat  with  a  green  veil,  doe- 
skin gloves,  and  velvet  boots,  over  which  the  lace  frills  of  her 
drawers  fell  gracefully,  had  mounted  her  handsomely-saddled 
pony,  and  was  showing  to  her  father  and  the  Due  d'Herouville 
the  pretty  gift  she  had  just  received;  she  was  delighted  with 
it,  seeing  in  it  one  of  those  attentions  which  most  flatter  a 
woman. 

*' Was  it  you.  Monsieur  le  Due?"  said  she,  holding  out 
the  sparkling  end  of  her  whip.  *'  There  was  a  card  on  it 
with  the  words,  '  Guess  if  you  can,'  and  a  row  of  dots. 
Fran^oise  and  Madame  Dumay  ascribe  this  charming  surprise 
to  Butscha;  but  my  dear  Butscha  is  not  rich  enough  to  pay 
for  such  fine  rubies !  And  my  father,  on  my  saying  on  Sun- 
day evening  that  I  had  no  whip,  sent  for  that  one  from 
Rouen." 
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Modeste  pointed  to  a  whip  in  her  father's  hand  with  a 
handle  set  closely  with  turquoises,  a  fashionable  novelty  then, 
but  now  rather  common. 

"  I  only  wish,  Mademoiselle — I  would  give  ten  years  of  my 
life  to  have  the  right  of  offering  such  a  magnificent  jewel," 
replied  the  Duke  politely. 

"  Ah !  then  here  is  the  audacious  man,"  cried  Modeste, 
seeing  Canalis  come  up  on  horseback.  "  None  but  a  poet  can 
find  such  exquisite  things. — Monsieur,"  she  went  on  to  Mel- 
chior,  "  my  father  will  be  angry  with  you ;  you  are  justifying 
those  who  blame  you  for  your  extravagance." 

"  Hah !  "  cried  Canalis  simply,  "  then  that  is  what  took  La 
Briere  from  le  Havre  to  Paris  as  fast  as  he  could  ride." 

"  Your  secretary  took  such  a  liberty  !  "  said  Modeste,  turn- 
ing pale,  and  flinging  the  whip  to  Francoise  Cochet  with  a 
vehemence  expressive  of  the  deepest  contempt.  "  Give  me 
back  that  whip,  father !  " 

"  The  poor  boy  is  lying  on  his  bed  broken  with  fatigue ! " 
Melchior  went  on,  as  they  followed  the  girl,  who  had  gone  off 
at  a  gallop.  "  You  are  hard.  Mademoiselle.  *  I  have  this 
chance  alone  of  reminding  her  of  my  existence,'  was  what  he 
said." 

"  And  could  you  esteem  a  woman  who  was  capable  of  pre- 
serving keepsakes  from  every  comer.''  "  said  Modeste. 

Modeste,  who  was  surprised  at  receiving  no  reply  from 
Canalis,  ascribed  his  inattention  to  the  sound  of  the  horse's 
hoofs. 

"  How  you  delight  in  tormenting  those  who  are  in  love  with 
you !  "  said  the  Duke.  "  Your  pride  and  dignity  so  entirely 
belie  your  vagaries  that  I  am  beginning  to  suspect  that  you 
do  yourself  injustice  by  deliberately  planning  your  malicious 
tricks." 

"  What !  you  have  just  discovered  that.  Monsieur  le  Due?  " 
said  she,  with  a  laugh.  "  You  have  exactly  as  much  insight 
as  a  husband !  " 

For  about  a  kilometer  they  rode  on  in  silence.  Modeste 
was  surprised  at  being  no  longer  aware  of  the  flaming  glances 
of  Canalis,  whose  admiration  for  the  beauties  of  the  landscape 
seemed  rather  more  than  was  natural.     On  the  preceding 
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evening  Modeste  had  pointed  out  to  the  poet  a  beautiful  effect 
of  color  in  the  sunset  over  the  sea,  and,  finding  him  as  speech- 
less as  a  mute,  had  said — 

"  Well,  do  not  you  see  it  all  ?  " 

"  I  see  nothing  but  your  hand,"  he  had  replied. 

**  Does  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  know  how  to  ride?  "  Modeste 
asked,  to  pique  him. 

"  He  is  not  a  very  good  horseman,  but  he  goes,"  replied  the 
poet,  as  cold  as  Gobenheim  had  been  before  the  Colonel's  re- 
turn. 

As  they  went  along  a  cross-road,  down  which  Monsieur 
Mignon  turned  to  go  through  a  pretty  valley  to  a  hill  over- 
looking the  course  of  the  Seine,  Canalis  let  Modeste  and  the 
Duke  go  forward,  slacking  his  speed  so  as  to  bring  his  horse 
side  by  side  with  the  Colonel's. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  he,  "  you  are  a  frank  soldier, 
so  you  will  regard  my  openness  as  a  claim  to  your  esteem. 
When  an  offer  of  marriage,  with  all  the  too  barbarous,  or,  if 
you  will,  too  civilized  discussions  to  which  it  gives  rise,  is 
made  through  a  third  person,  everyone  suffers.  You  and  I 
are  both  men  of  perfect  discretion,  and  you,  like  me,  are  past 
the  age  for  surprises,  so  let  us  speak  as  man  to  man. — I  will 
set  the  example.  I  am  nine-and-twenty,  I  have  no  landed 
estate,  I  am  an  ambitious  man.  That  I  ardently  admire 
Mademoiselle  Modeste  you  must  have  seen.  Now,  in  spite  of 
the  faults  your  charming  daughter  delights  in  affecting '* 

"  To  say  nothing  of  those  she  really  has,"  said  the  Colonel, 
smiling. 

"  I  should  be  glad  indeed  to  make  her  my  wife,  and  I 
believe  I  could  make  her  happy.  The  whole  question  of  my 
future  life  turns  on  the  point  of  fortune.  Every  girl  who  i& 
open  to  marriage  must  be  loved  whatever  comes  of  it ;  at  the 
same  time,  you  are  not  the  man  to  get  rid  of  your  dear 
Modeste  without  a  portion,  and  my  position  would  no  more 
allow  of  my  marrying  '  for  love,'  as  the  phrase  is,  than  of  my 
proposing  to  a  girl  without  a  fortune  at  least  equal  to  my 
own.  My  salary,  and  some  sinecures,  with  what  I  get  from 
the  Academy  and  my  writings,  come  to  about  thirty  thousand 
francs  a  year,  a  fine  income  for  a  bachelor.     If  my  wife  and 
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I  between  us  have  sixty  thousand  francs  a  year,  I  could  con- 
tinue to  Hve  on  much  the  same  footing  as  at  present.  Have 
you  a  million  francs  to  give  Mademoiselle  Modeste?  " 

"  Oh  !  Monsieur,  we  are  very  far  from  any  agreement,"  said 
the  Colonel  jesuitically. 

"  Well,  then,  we  have  said  nothing  about  the  matter — only 
whistled,"  said  Canalis  anxiously.  "  You  will  be  quite  satis- 
fied with  my  conduct,  Monsieur  le  Comte ;  I  shall  be  one  more 
of  the  unfortunate  men  crushed  by  that  charming  young 
lady.  Give  me  your  word  that  you  will  say  nothing  of  this  to 
anybody,  not  even  to  Mademoiselle  Modeste ;  for,"  he  added, 
by  way  of  consolation,  "  some  change  might  occur  in  my  posi- 
tion which  would  allow  of  my  asking  her  hand  without  a  settle- 
ment." 

"  I  swear  it,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  You  know,  Monsieur, 
with  what  exaggerated  language  the  public,  in  the  provinces 
as  in  Paris,  talk  of  fortunes  made  and  lost.  Success  and 
failure  are  alike  magnified,  and  we  are  never  so  lucky  or  so 
unlucky  as  report  says.  In  business  there  is  no  real  security 
but  investment  in  land  when  cash  transactions  are  settled.  I 
am  awaiting  with  anxious  impatience  the  reports  of  my 
various  agents ;  nothing  is  as  yet  concluded — neither  the  sale 
of  my  merchandise  and  my  ship,  nor  my  account  with  China. 
I  shall  not  for  the  next  ten  months  know  the  amount  of  my 
capital.  However,  in  Paris,  when  talking  to  Monsieur  de  la 
Briere,  I  guaranteed  a  settlement  on  my  daughter  of  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  in  money  down.  I  intend  to  pur- 
chase a  landed  estate  and  settle  it  in  tail  on  my  grand-children, 
obtaining  for  them  a  grant  of  my  titles  and  coat-of-arms." 

After  the  first  words  of  this  speech  Canalis  had  ceased  to 
listen. 

The  four  riders  now  came  out  on  a  wide  road  and  rode 
abreast  up  to  the  plateau,  which  commands  a  view  of  the  rich 
Talley  of  the  Seine  towards  Rouen,  while  on  the  other  horizon 
they  could  still  see  the  line  of  the  sea. 

"  Butscha  was  indeed  right,  God  is  a  great  landscape 
maker,"  said  Canalis,  as  he  looked  down  on  the  panorama, 
unique  among  those  for  which  the  hills  above  the  Seine  are 
justly  famous. 
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"  But  it  is  when  out  hunting,  my  dear  Baron,"  said  the 
Duke,  "  when  nature  is  roused  by  a  voice,  by  a  stir  in  the 
silence,  that  the  scenery,  as  we  fly  past,  seems  most  really  sub- 
lime with  the  rapid  change  of  effect." 

*'  The  sun  has  an  inexhaustible  palette,"  said  Modeste, 
gazing  at  the  poet  in  a  sort  of  bewilderment.  On  her  making 
a  remark  as  to  the  absence  of  mind  she  observed  in  Canalis,  he 
replied  that  he  was  reveling  in  his  own  thoughts,  an  excuse 
which  writers  can  make  in  addition  to  those  common  to  other 
men. 

"  Are  we  really  blest  when  we  transfer  our  life  to  the  center 
of  the  world,  and  add  to  it  a  thousand  factitious  needs  and 
over-wrought  vanities?  "  said  Modeste,  as  she  contemplated 
the  calm  and  luxuriant  champaign  which  seemed  to  counsel 
philosophical  quietude. 

"  Such  bucolics,  Mademoiselle,  are  always  written  on 
tables  of  gold,"  said  the  poet. 

"  And  imagined,  perhaps,  in  a  garret,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

Modeste  gave  Canalis  a  piercing  look,  and  saw  him  flinch; 
there  was  a  sound  of  bells  in  her  ears ;  for  a  moment  every- 
thing grew  dark  before  her ;  then,  in  a  hard,  cold  tone,  she 
exclaimed — 

"  Ah  !  it  is  Wednesday  !  " 

"  It  is  not  with  the  idea  of  flattering  a  merely  transient 
fancy  of  yours.  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  Due  d'Herouville 
solemnly — for  this  little  scene,  so  tragical  to  Modeste,  had 
given  him  time  for  thought — "  but,  I  assure  you,  I  am  so 
utterly  disgusted  with  the  world,  the  Court,  and  Paris  life, 
that,  for  my  part,  with  a  Duchesse  d'Herouville  so  full  of 
charms  and  wit  as  you  are,  I  could  pledge  myself  to  live  like 
a  philosopher  in  my  chateau,  doing  good  to  those  about  me, 
reclaiming  my  alluvial  flats,  bringing  up  my  children " 

"  This  shall  be  set  down  to  your  credit,  Duke,"  said  Mo- 
deste, looking  steadily  at  the  noble  gentleman.  "  You  flat- 
ter me,"  she  added,  "  for  you  do  not  think  me  frivolous,  and 
you  believe  that  I  have  enough  resources  in  myself  to  live  in 
solitude. — And  that  perhaps  will  be  my  fate,"  she  added,  look- 
ing at  Canalis  with  a  compassionate  expression. 

"  It  is  the  lot  of  all  small  fortunes,"  replied  the  poet. 
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*'  Paris  requires  Babylonian  luxury.  I  sometimes  wonder  how 
I  have  managed  to  live  till  now." 

"  The  King  is  Providence  to  you  and  me,"  said  the  Duke 
frankly,  "  for  we  both  live  on  His  Majesty's  bounty.  If, 
since  the  death  of  Monsieur  le  Grand,  as  Cinq-Mars  was 
called,  we  had  not  always  held  office  in  our  family,  we  should 
have  had  to  sell  Herouville  to  be  demolished  by  the  Bande 
Noire.  Believe  me.  Mademoiselle,  it  is  to  me  a  terrible  hu- 
miliation to  mix  up  financial  considerations  with  the  thought 
of  marriage " 

The  candor  of  this  avowal,  which  came  from  the  heart, 
and  the  sincerity  of  this  regret,  touched  Modeste. 

*'  In  these  days,"  said  the  poet,  "  nobody  in  France,  Mon- 
sieur le  Due,  is  rich  enough  to  commit  the  folly  of  marrying 
a  woman  for  her  personal  merits,  her  charm,  her  character, 
or  her  beauty " 

The  Colonel  looked  at  Canalis  with  a  strange  expression, 
after  studying  his  daughter,  whose  face  no  longer  expressed 
any  astonishment. 

"  Then  for  a  man  of  honor,"  he  said,  "  it  is  a  noble  use 
of  riches  to  devote  them  to  repair  the  ravages  that  time  has 
wrought  on  our  old  historical  families." 

"  Yes,  papa,"  said  the  girl  gravely. 

The  Colonel  asked  the  Duke  and  Canalis  to  dine  at  the  villa, 
without  ceremony,  in  their  riding  dress,  and  set  them  the 
example  by  not  changing  his  for  dinner.  When,  on  their 
return,  Modeste  went  to  change  her  dress,  she  looked  curiously 
at  the  trinket  that  had  come  from  Paris,  and  that  she  had  so 
cruelly  disdained. 

"  How  exquisitely  such  work  is  done  nowadays,"  said  she 
to  Fran^oise  Cochet,  who  was  now  her  maid. 

*'  And  that  poor  young  gentleman.  Mademoiselle,  ill  of  a 
fever " 

"Who  told  you  so?" 

"  Monsieur  Butscha.  He  came  here  just  now  to  bid  me 
say  you  had  no  doubt  found  out  that  he  had  kept  his  word 
on  the  day  he  named.** 

Modeste  went  doMTistairs,  dressed  with  queenly  simplicity. 

"  My  dear   father,'*  said  she,   quite  audibly,   taking  the 
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Colonel's  arm,  "  will  you  go  and  ask  after  Monsieur  de  la 
Briere,  and  oblige  me  by  taking  back  his  present.  You  may; 
put  it  to  him  that  ray  small  fortune,  as  well  as  my  own  taste^ 
prohibits  my  using  such  toys  as  are  fit  only  for  a  queen  or 
a  courtesan.  Besides,  I  can  only  accept  presents  from  the 
man  I  may  hope  to  marry.  Beg  your  excellent  young  friend 
to  keep  the  whip  till  you  find  yourself  rich  enough  to  buy 
it  of  him." 

"  Then  my  little  girl  is  full  of  good  sense ! "  said  the 
Colonel,  kissing  her  on  the  forehead. 

Canalis  took  advantage  of  a  conversation  between  the  Due 
d'Herouville  and  Madame  Mignon  to  go  out  on  the  terrace, 
where  Modeste  presently  joined  him,  urged  by  curiosity,  while 
he  believed  it  was  by  her  desire  to  become  Madame  Canalis. 
Somewhat  alarmed  at  his  own  audacity  in  thus  executing  what 
a  soldier  would  call  "  right  about  face,"  though,  according 
to  the  jurisprudence  of  ambitious  souls,  every  man  in  his 
place  would  have  done  the  same,  and  just  as  suddenly,  he 
tried  to  find  some  plausible  reason  as  he  saw  the  ill-starred 
Modeste  come  out  to  him. 

"  Dear  Modeste,"  said  he,  in  insinuating  tones,  "  as  we 
are  on  such  terms  of  friendship,  will  you  be  offended  if  I 
point  out  to  you  how  painful  your  replies  with  regard  to 
Monsieur  d'Herouville  must  be  to  a  man  who  loves  you,  and, 
above  all,  to  a  poet,  whose  soul  is  a  woman,  is  all  nerves,  and 
suffering  from  the  myriad  jealousies  of  a  genuine  passion. 
I  should  be  a  poor  diplomat  indeed  if  I  had  not  understood 
that  your  preliminary  flirtations,  your  elaborate  recklessness, 
were  the  outcome  of  a  plan  to  study  our  characters " 

Modeste  raised  her  head  with  a  quick,  intelligent,  and 
pretty  movement,  of  a  type  that  may  perhaps  be  traced  to 
certain  animals  to  which  instinct  gives  wonderful  grace. 

"  And  so,  thrown  back  on  myself,  I  was  no  longer  deceived 
by  them.  I  marveled  at  your  subtle  wit,  in  harmony  with 
your  character  and  your  countenance.  Be  satisfied  that  I 
never  imagined  your  assumed  duplicity  to  be  anything  but 
an  outer  wrapper,  covering  the  most  adorable  candor.  No, 
your  intelligence,  your  learning,  have  left  untainted  the  ex- 
quisite innocence  we  look  for  in  a  wife.     You  are  the  very 
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wife  for  a  poet,  a  diplomatist,  a  thinker,  a  man  fated  to  live 
through  hazardous  moments,  and  I  admire  you  as  much  as 
I  feel  attached  to  you.  I  entreat  you,  unless  you  were 
merely  playing  with  me  yesterday  when  you  accepted  the 
pledges  of  a  man  whose  vanity  will  turn  to  pride  if  he  is 
chosen  by  you,  whose  faults  will  turn  to  virtues  at  your 
divine  touch — I  beseech  you,  do  not  crush  the  feeling  he  has 
indulged  till  it  is  a  vice ! 

"  Jealousy  in  me  is  a  solvent,  and  you  have  shown  me  what 
its  violence  is ;  it  is  fearful ;  it  eats  into  everything !  Oh ! 
it  is  not  the  jealousy  of  Othello !  "  said  he,  in  reply  to  a  move- 
ment on  Modestc's  part.  "  No,  no !  I  myself  am  in  question ; 
I  am  spoilt  in  this  regard.  You  know  of  the  one  affection 
to  which  I  owe  the  only  form  of  happiness  I  have  ever  known 
— and  that  very  incomplete  [he  shook  his  head]. 

"  Love  is  depicted  as  a  child  by  every  nation,  because  it 
cannot  be  conceived  of  but  as  having  all  life  before  it.  Well, 
this  love  of  mine  had  its  term  fixed  by  nature;  it  was  still- 
bom.  The  most  intuitive  motherliness  discerned  and  soothed 
this  aching  spot  in  my  heart,  for  a  woman  who  feels — who 
sees — that  she  is  dying  to  the  joys  of  love,  has  angelic 
consideration ;  the  Duchess  has  never  given  me  a  pang  of  that 
kind.  In  ten  years  not  a  word,  not  a  look,  has  failed  of  its 
mark.  I  attach  more  importance  than  ordinary  people  do 
to  words,  thoughts,  and  looks.  To  me  a  glance  is  an  in- 
finite possession,  the  slightest  doubt  is  a  mortal  poison,  and 
acts  instantaneously:  I  cease  to  love.  In  my  opinion — which 
is  opposed  to  that  of  the  vulgar,  who  revel  in  trembling, 
hoping,  waiting — love  ought  to  dwell  in  absolute  assurance, 
childlike,  infinite.  To  me  the  enchanting  purgatory  which 
women  delight  in  inflicting  on  us  with  their  caprices  is  an 
intolerable  form  of  happiness  which  I  will  have  nothing  to  say 
to ;  to  me,  love  is  heaven  or  hell.  Hell  I  will  not  have ;  I 
feel  that  I  am  strong  enough  to  endure  the  sempiternal  blue 
of  Paradise.  I  give  myself  unreservedly,  I  will  have  no 
secrets,  no  doubts,  no  delusions,  in  my  future  life,  and  I  ask 
for  reciprocity.  Perhaps  I  offend  you  by  doubting  you! 
But,  remember,  I  am  speaking  only  of  myself " 

"  And  a  great  deal,"  said  Modeste,  hurt  by  all  the  lancet 
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points  of  this  harangue,  in  which  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu 
was  used  as  a  sledge-hammer,  "  but  it  can  never  be  too  much ; 
I  have  a  habit  of  admiring  you,  my  dear  poet." 

"  Well,  then,  can  you  promise  me  the  dog-like  fidelity  I 
offer  you?  Is  it  not  fine?  Is  it  not  what  you  wish 
for?" 

"  But  why,  my  dear  poet,  do  you  not  look  for  a  wife  who 
is  dumb  and  blind  and  something  of  a  fool?  I  am  quite  pre- 
pared to  please  my  husband  in  all  things;  but  you  threaten 
to  deprive  a  girl  of  the  very  happiness  you  promise  her,  to 
snatch  it  from  her  at  the  slightest  movement,  the  shghtest 
word,  the  slightest  look !  You  cut  the  bird's  wings  and  want 
to  see  it  fly !  I  knew  that  poets  were  accused  of  inconsistency 
— Oh!  quite  unjustly,"  she  added,  as  Canalis  protested  by  a 
gesture,  "  for  the  supposed  fault  is  merely  the  result  of  a 
vulgar  misapprehension  of  the  suddenness  of  their  impulses. 
Still,  I  had  not  thought  that  a  man  of  genius  would  devise 
the  contradictory  conditions  of  such  a  game,  and  then  call 
it  life!  You  insist  on  the  impossibilities  just  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  putting  me  in  the  wrong,  like  those  enchanters 
who  in  fairy  tales  set  tasks  to  persecuted  damsels  whom  good 
fairies  rescue " 

"  In  this  case  true  love  will  be  the  fairy,"  said  Canalis, 
rather  dryly,  seeing  that  his  motive  for  a  separation  had 
been  detected  by  the  acute  and  delicate  intelligence  which 
Butscha  had  put  on  the  scent. 

"  You,  at  this  moment,  my  dear  poet,  are  like  those  parents 
who  inquire  as  to  a  girl's  fortune  before  mentioning  what 
their  son's  will  be.  You  make  difficulties  with  me,  not  know- 
ing whether  you  have  any  right  to  do  so.  Love  cannot  be 
based  on  agreements  discussed  in  cold  blood.  The  poor  Duke 
allows  himself  to  be  managed  with  all  the  submissiveness  of 
Uncle  Toby  in  Sterne's  novel,  with  this  difference,  that  I  am 
not  the  widow  Wadman,  though  bereaved  at  this  moment  of 
many  illusions  concerning  poetry. — Yes !  we  hate  to  believe 
anything,  we  girls,  that  can  overthrow  our  world  of  fancy ! — 
I  had  been  told  all  this  beforehand ! — Oh !  you  are  trying  to 
quarrel  with  me  in  a  way  unworthy  of  you  I  I  cannot  recog^ 
nize  the  Melchior  of  yesterday." 
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**  Because  Melchior  has  detected  in  you  an  ambition  you 
still  cherish " 

Modeste  looked  at  Canalis  from  head  to  foot  with  an  im- 
perial glance. 

"  But  I  shall  some  day  be  an  ambassador  and  a  peer  as 
he  is " 

"  You  take  me  for  a  vulgar  schoolgirl ! "  she  said,  as  she 
went  up  the  steps.  But  she  turned  hastily,  and  added  in 
some  confusion,  for  she  felt  suffocating — 

"  That  is  less  insolent  than  taking  me  for  a  fool.  The 
change  in  your  demeanor  is  due  to  the  nonsense  current  in 
le  Havre,  which  Fran9oise,  my  maid,  has  just  repeated  to 
me." 

*'  Oh,  Modeste,  can  you  believe  that.'' "  cried  Canalis,  with 
theatrical  emphasis.  "  Then  you  think  that  I  want  to  marry 
you  only  for  your  fortune  !  " 

"  If  I  do  you  this  injustice  after  your  edifying  remarks 
on  the  hills  by  the  Seine,  it  lies  with  you  to  undeceive  me, 
and  thenceforth  I  will  be  what  you  would  wish  me  to  be," 
said  she,  blighting  him  with  her  scorn. 

"  If  you  think  you  can  catch  me  in  that  trap,  my  lady," 
said  the  poet  to  himself  as  he  followed  her,  "  you  fancy  me 
younger  than  I  am.  What  an  ado,  to  be  sure,  for  a  little 
slut  for  whose  esteem  I  care  no  more  than  for  that  of  the 
King  of  Borneo.  However,  by  ascribing  to  me  an  ignoble 
motive  she  justifies  my  present  attitude.  Isn't  she  cunning.'* 
— La  Briere  will  be  saddled,  like  the  little  fool  that  he  is ; 
and  five  years  hence  we  shall  laugh  at  him  well,  she  and  I." 

The  coolness  produced  by  this  dispute  between  Modeste 
and  Canalis  was  obvious  to  all  eyes  that  evening.  Canalis 
withdrew  early,  on  the  pretext  of  La  Briere's  illness,  leaving 
the  field  free  to  the  Master  of  the  Horse.  At  about  eleven 
Butscha,  who  had  come  to  escort  Madame  Latournelle  home, 
said  in  an  undertone  to  Modeste — 

"Was  I  right?" 

*'  Alas,  yes  !  "  said  she. 

"  But  have  you  done  as  we  agreed,  and  left  the  door  ajar 
so  that  he  may  return  ?  " 

*'  My    anger   was    too   much    for    me,"    replied    Modeste. 
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"  Such  meanness  brought  the  blood  to  my  head,  and  I  told 
him  my  mind  !  " 

"  Well,  so  much  the  better !  When  you  have  quarreled  so 
that  you  cannot  speak  civilly  to  each  other,  even  then  I 
undertake  to  make  him  so  devoted  and  pressing  that  you  your- 
self are  taken  in  by  him." 

"  Come,  come,  Butscha ;  he  is  a  great  poet,  a  gentleman, 
and  a  man  of  intellect." 

"  Your  father's  eight  millions  will  be  more  than  all  that." 

"  Eight  millions  !  "  said  Modeste. 

"  My  master,  who  is  selling  his  business,  is  setting  out  for 
Provence  to  look  into  Castagnould's  investments  as  your 
father's  agent.  The  sum-total  of  the  contracts  for  repur- 
chasing the  lands  of  la  Bastie  amounts  to  four  millions  of 
francs,  and  your  father  has  consented  to  every  item.  Your 
settlement  is  to  be  two  millions,  and  the  Colonel  allows  one 
for  establishing  you  in  Paris  with  a  house  and  furniture. 
Calculate." 

"  Ah,  then  I  may  be  Duchesse  d'Herouville,"  said  Modeste, 
looking  at  Butscha. 

"  But  for  that  ridiculous  Canahs,  you  would  have  kept  his 
whip,  as  sent  by  me,"  said  Butscha,  putting  in  a  word  for 
La  Briere. 

"  Monsieur  Butscha,  do  you  really  expect  me  to  marry  the 
man  you  may  choose  ?  "  said  Modeste,  laughing. 

"  That  worthy  young  fellow  loves  as  truly  as  I  do ;  you 
loved  him  yourself  for  a  week,  and  he  is  a  man  of  genuine 
heart,"  replied  the  clerk. 

"  And  can  he  compare  with  a  Crown  appointment,  do  you 
think.''  There  are  but  six — the  High  Almoner,  the  Chan- 
cellor, the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  the 
High  Constable,  the  High  Admiral. — But  there  are  no  more 
Lords  High  Constable." 

"  But  in  six  months.  Mademoiselle,  the  people,  composed  of 
an  infinite  number  of  malignant  Butschas,  may  blow  upon 
all  this  grandeur.  Besides,  what  does  nobility  matter  in  these 
days.''  There  are  not  a  thousand  real  noblemen  in  France. 
The  d'H^rouvilles  are  descended  from  an  Usher  of  the  Rod 
under  Robert  of  Normandy.     You  will  have  many  a  vexa- 


S26  MODESTE  MIGNON 

tion  from  those  two  knife-faced  old  maids. — If  you  are  bent 
on  being  a  Duchess — well,  you  belong  to  Franche  Comte,  the 
Pope  will  have  at  least  as  much  consideration  for  you  as  for 
the  tradespeople,  he  will  sell  you  a  duchy  ending  in  nia  or 
agno. — Do  not  trifle  with  your  happiness  for  the  sake  of  a 
Crown  appointment !  " 

The  reflections  indulged  in  by  Canalis  during  the  night 
were  all  satisfactory.  He  could  imagine  nothing  in  the  world 
worse  than  the  situation  of  a  married  man  without  a  fortune. 
Still  tremulous  at  the  thought  of  the  danger  he  had  been 
led  into  by  his  vanity,  which  he  had  pledged,  as  it  were,  to 
Modeste  by  his  desire  to  triumph  over  the  Due  d'Herouville, 
and  by  his  belief  in  Monsieur  Mignon's  millions,  he  began 
to  wonder  what  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  must  be  thinking 
of  his  stay  at  le  Havre,  aggravated  by  five  days'  cessation 
from  letter-writing,  whereas  in  Paris  they  wrote  each  other 
four  or  five  notes  a  week. 

"  And  the  poor  woman  is  struggling  to  get  me  promoted 
to  be  Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  to  the  place 
of  Minister  to  the  Grand  Duchy  of  Baden ! "  cried  he. 

Forthwith,  with  the  prompt  decisiveness  which  in  poets,  as 
in  speculators,  is  the  result  of  a  clear  intuition  of  the  future, 
he  sat  down  and  wrote  the  following  letter : — 

To  Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu. 

"  My  dear  Eleonore, — You  are  no  doubt  astonished  at 
having  had  no  news  of  me,  but  my  stay  here  is  not  merely  a 
matter  of  health;  I  also  have  had  to  do  my  duty  in  some 
degree  to  our  little  friend  La  Briere.  The  poor  boy  has 
fallen  desperately  in  love  with  a  certain  Demoiselle  Modeste 
de  la  Bastie,  a  little  pale-faced,  insignificant  thread-paper 
of  a  girl,  who,  by  the  way,  has  as  a  vice  a  mania  for  litera- 
ture, and  calls  herself  poetical  to  justify  the  whims,  the 
tantrums,  and  changes  of  a  pretty  bad  temper.  You  know 
Ernest,  he  is  so  easily  made  a  fool  of,  that  I  would  not  trust 
him  alone.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  set  up  a  strange 
flirtation  with  your  Melchior ;  she  was  very  well  inclined  to 
be  your  rival,  though  she  has  lean  arms  and  scraggy  shoul- 
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ders,  like  most  young  girls,  hair  more  colorless  than  Madame 
de  Rochefide's,  and  a  very  doubtful  expression  in  her  little 
gray  eye.  I  pulled  up  this  Immodeste's  advances  pretty 
short — perhaps  rather  too  roughly;  but  that  is  the  way  of 
an  absorbing  passion.  What  do  I  care  for  all  the  women  on 
earth,  who,  all  put  together,  are  not  worth  you.-' 

"  The  people  with  whom  we  spend  our  time,  who  surround 
this  heiress,  are  bourgeois  enough  to  make  one  sick.  Pity  me ; 
I  spend  my  evenings  with  notaries'  clerks,  their  wives,  their 
cashiers,  and  a  provincial  money-lender;  wide  indeed  is  the 
gulf  between  this  and  the  evenings  in  the  Rue  de  Grenelle. 
The  father's  trumped-up  fortune — he  has  just  come  home 
from  China — has  secured  us  the  company  of  that  omnipres- 
ent suitor  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  hungrier  for  millions 
than  ever,  since  it  will  cost  six  or  seven,  they  say,  to  reclaim 
and  work  the  much-talked-of  alluvion  of  Herouville.  The 
King  has  no  idea  what  a  fatal  gift  he  has  made  to  the  little 
Duke.  His  Grace,  who  does  not  suspect  how  small  a  for- 
tune his  hoped-for  father-in-law  possesses,  is  jealous  only  of 
me.  La  Briere  is  making  his  way  with  his  idol  under  cover 
of  his  friend,  who  serves  as  a  screen. 

"  In  spite  of  Ernest's  raptures,  I,  the  poet,  think  of  the 
substantial;  and  the  information  I  have  gathered  as  to  the 
gentleman's  wealth  casts  a  gloomy  hue  over  our  secretary's 
prospects,  for  his  lady-love  has  sharp  enough  teeth  to  eat  a 
hole  in  any  fortune.  Now,  if  my  angel  would  redeem  some 
of  our  sins,  she  would  try  to  find  out  the  truth  about  this 
matter,  by  sending  for  her  banker,  Mongenod,  and  cross- 
questioning  him  with  the  skill  that  distinguishes  her.  Mon- 
sieur Charles  Mignon,  formerly  a  Colonel  in  the  Cavalry  of 
the  Imperial  Guard,  has  for  seven  years  been  in  constant 
communication  with  Mongenod's  house.  They  talk  here  of 
two  hundred  thousand  francs  in  settlement,  at  most ;  and  be- 
fore making  an  offer  in  form  for  the  young  lady  on  Ernest's 
behalf,  I  should  be  glad  to  have  positive  data.  As  soon  as 
the  good  folks  are  agreed,  I  return  to  Paris.  I  know  a  way 
of  bringing  the  business  to  a  satisfactory  conclusion  for  our 
lover.  All  that  is  needed  is  to  secure  permission  for  Mon- 
sieur Mignon's  son-in-law  to  take  his  title  of  Count,  and  no 
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man  is  more  likely  to  obtain  such  a  grant  than  Ernest,  In 
view  of  his  services,  especially  when  seconded  by  us  three — 
you,  the  Duke,  and  myself.  With  his  tastes,  Ernest,  who 
will  undoubtedly  rise  to  be  a  Master  of  the  Exchequer,  will 
be  perfectly  happy  living  in  Paris  if  he  is  certain  of  twenty- 
five  thousand  francs  a  year,  a  permanent  office,  and  a  wife — 
poor  wretch ! 

"  Oh,  my  dear !  how  I  long  to  see  the  Rue  de  Grenelle  again  ! 
A  fortnight's  absence,  when  it  does  not  kill  love,  revives  the 
ardor  of  its  early  days,  and  you  know,  better  perhaps  than 
I,  all  the  reasons  that  make  my  love  eternal.  My  bones  in 
the  tomb  will  love  you  still !  Indeed,  I  cannot  hold  out !  If 
I  am  compelled  to  remain  ten  days  longer,  I  must  go  to  Paris 
for  a  few  hours. 

"  Has  the  Duke  got  me  rope  to  hang  myself?  And  you, 
dear  life,  shall  you  have  to  take  the  Baden  waters  this  season.? 
The  cooing  of  our  beau  tenebreux,  as  compared  with  the  ac- 
cents of  happy  love — always  the  same,  and  true  to  itself  for 
nearly  ten  years  past — has  given  me  a  deep  contempt  of 
marriage ;  I  had  never  seen  all  this  so  close  to  my  eyes  be- 
fore. Ah !  ray  dear,  what  is  called  wrongdoing  is  a  far 
closer  tie  between  two  souls  than  the  law — is  it  not.^*  " 

This  idea  served  as  the  text  for  two  pages  of  reminiscences 
and  of  aspirations  of  too  private  a  nature  for  publication. 

On  the  day  before  Canalis  posted  this  letter,  Butscha,  who 
wrote  under  the  name  of  Jean  Jacmin  to  his  imaginary  cousin 
Philoxene,  had  sent  off  his  answer  twelve  hours  in  advance 
of  the  poet's  letter.  The  Duchess,  for  the  last  fortnight  ex- 
tremely alarmed  and  offended  by  Melchior's  silence,  had  dic- 
tated Philoxene's  letter  to  her  cousin ;  and  now,  after  read- 
ing the  clerk's  reply — somewhat  too  decisive  for  the  vanity 
of  a  lady  of  fifty — had  made  minute  inquiries  as  to  Colonel 
Mignon's  fortune.  Finding  herself  betrayed,  deserted  for 
money,  Eleonore  gave  herself  up  to  a  paroxysm  of  rage, 
hatred,  and  cold  malignancy.  Philoxene,  knocking  at  the 
door  of  her  mistress's  luxurious  room,  on  going  in,  found  her 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  stood  amazed  at  this  unprecedented 
phenomenon,  which  she  had  never  before  seen  during  fifteen 
years  of  service. 
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"  We  expiate  the  happiness  of  ten  years  in  ten  minutes ! " 
exclaimed  the  Duchess. 

"  A  letter  from  le  Havre,  Madame." 

Eleonore  read  Canalis'  effusion  of  prose  without  observing 
Philoxene's  presence,  and  the  maid's  surprise  was  heightened 
as  she  saw  the  Duchess's  face  recover  its  serenity  as  she  read 
the  letter.  If  you  hold  out  to  a  drowning  man  a  pole  as  thick 
as  a  walking  stick,  he  will  regard  it  as  the  king's  highway 
to  safety;  and  so  the  happy  fileonore  believed  in  the  poet's 
good  faith  as  she  perused  these  sheets  in  which  love  and  busi- 
ness, lies  and  truth,  elbowed  each  other. 

Just  now,  when  the  banker  had  left  her,  she  had  sent  for 
her  husband  to  hinder  Melchior's  promotion  if  there  were 
time  yet ;  but  a  generous  regret  came  over  her  that  rose  to 
a  sublime  impulse. 

"  Poor  boy ! "  thought  she,  "  he  has  not  the  smallest 
thought  of  ill.  He  loves  me  as  he  did  the  first  day ;  he  tells 
me  everything. — Philoxene  !  "  said  she,  noticing  her  head  maid 
loitering  about,  and  affecting  to  arrange  the  toilet-table. 

"  Madame  la  Duchesse.?  " 

"  My  hand-glass,  child." 

Eleonore  looked  at  herself,  noted  the  razor-fine  lines  groov- 
ing her  forehead,  but  invisible  at  a  distance;  and  she  sighed, 
for  she  believed  that  in  that  sigh  she  was  taking  leave  of 
love.  Then  she  had  a  man's  thought,  above  the  pettiness  of 
woman — a  thought  which  is  sometimes  intoxicating;  an  in- 
toxication which  may  perhaps  account  for  the  clemency  of 
the  Semiramis  of  the  North  when  she  made  her  young  and 
lovely  rival  Momonoff 's  wife. 

"  Since  he  has  not  failed  me,  I  will  get  the  millions  and  the 
girl  for  him,"  thought  she,  "  if  this  little  Mademoiselle 
Mignon  is  as  plain  as  he  says  she  is." 

Three  knocks,  delicately  rapped  out,  announced  the  Duke, 
for  whom  his  wife  herself  opened  the  door. 

"  Ah !  you  are  better,  my  dear,"  cried  he,  with  the  assumed 
gladness  that  courtiers  so  well  know  how  to  put  on,  and  by 
which  simpletons  are  taken  in. 

"  My  dear  Henri,"  said  she,  "  it  is  really  inconceivable 
that  you   should  not  by  this   time  have  secured   Melchior's 
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appointment,  after  sacrificing  yourself  for  the  King  during 
your  year's  ministry,  knowing  that  it  would  scarcely  endure 
so  long !  " 

The  Duke  glanced  at  Philoxene;  and  the  maid,  by  an  al- 
most imperceptible  jerk  of  the  head,  showed  him  the  letter 
from  le  Havre  on  the  dressing-table.  "  You  would  be  bored 
to  death  in  Germany,  and  quarrel  with  Melchior  before  your 
return,"  said  the  Duke  artlessly. 

"Why.?" 

*' Well,  would  you  not  always  be  together.'*"  replied  the 
erewhile  Ambassador  with  comical  candor. 

"  Oh !  no,"  said  she ;  "  I  mean  to  get  him  married." 

"  If  d'Herouville  is  to  be  believed,  our  dear  Canalis  has  not 
waited  for  your  good  offices,"  replied  the  Duke,  smiling. 
"  Grandlieu  yesterday  read  me  some  passages  of  a  letter  to 
him  from  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  which  was  no  doubt  edited 
by  his  aunt  to  come  to  your  ears ;  for  Mademoiselle  d'Herou- 
ville, always  on  the  look-out  for  a  fortune,  knows  that  Grand- 
lieu  and  I  play  whist  together  almost  every  evening.  That 
good  little  d'Herouville  invites  the  Prince  de  Cadignan  to  a 
Royal  Hunt  in  Normandy,  begging  him  to  persuade  the  King 
to  go,  so  as  to  turn  the  damsel's  head  when  she  finds  herself 
the  object  of  such  a  chivalrous  procession.  In  fact,  two 
words  from  Charles  X.  would  settle  everything.  D'Herou- 
ville says  the  girl  is  incomparably  lovely." 

"  Henri,  let  us  go  to  le  Havre ! "  cried  the  Duchess,  in- 
terrupting her  husband. 

"But  on  what  excuse.'*"  said  he  gravely — a  man  who 
had  been  in  the  intimate  confidence  of  Louis  XVIII. 

"  I  never  saw  a  hunt." 

"  That  would  be  all  very  well  if  the  King  should  be  there, 
but  to  go  so  far  for  a  hunt  would  be  ridiculous ;  and  he  will 
not  go,  I  have  just  spoken  to  him  about  it." 

"  Madame  perhaps  would  go " 

"  That  is  a  better  plan,"  said  the  Duke ;  "  and  the  Duchesse 
de  Mauf rigneuse  may  help  you  to  get  her  away  from  Rosny. 
Then  the  King  would  make  no  objection  to  his  hounds  being 
taken  out. — But  do  not  go  to  le  Havre,  my  dear,"  said  the 
Duke,  in  a  paternal  tone ;  "  it  would  make  you  conspicuous. 
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Look  here ;  this,  I  think,  will  be  a  better  plan.  Gaspard  has 
his  Chateau  of  Rosembray  on  the  further  side  of  the  forest 
of  Brotonne;  why  not  give  him  a  hint  to  receive  all  the  party 
there?" 

"Through  whom?" 

"  Why,  his  wife  the  Duchess,  who  attends  the  Holy  Table 
with  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  might  ask  Gaspard  to  do  it 
if  the  old  maid  hinted  it  to  her." 

"  You  are  the  dearest  man !  "  said  Eleonore.  "  I  will  write 
two  lines  to  the  old  lady,  and  to  Diane;  for  we  must  have 
hunting-suits  made.  The  little  hat,  now  I  think  of  it,  makes 
one  look  very  much  younger. — Did  you  win  yesterday  at  the 
English  Embassy  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Duke ;  "  I  wiped  out  my  score," 

"  And,  above  all,  Henri,  set  everything  aside  till  Melchlor's 
two  promotions  are  settled." 

After  writing  a  few  lines  to  the  fair  Diane  de  Mau- 
frigneuse,  and  a  note  to  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  Eleonore 
flung  this  reply  like  the  smack  of  a  horse-whip  across  Canalis' 
lies : — 

To  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis. 

"  My  dear  Poet, — Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  is  beautiful ; 
Mongenod  assures  me  that  her  father  has  eight  millions  of 
francs ;  I  had  thought  of  making  her  your  wife,  so  I  am 
deeply  annoyed  by  your  want  of  confidence  in  me.  If  be- 
fore you  started  for  le  Havre,  you  aimed  at  getting  La  Briere 
married  to  her,  I  cannot  imagine  your  not  telling  me  so 
plainly  before  you  went.  And  why  pass  a  fortnight  without 
writing  a  line  to  a  friend  so  easily  alarmed  as  I  am  ? 

"  Your  letter  came  a  little  late ;  I  had  already  seen  the 
banker.  You  are  a  child,  Melchior;  you  try  to  be  cunning 
with  us.  That  is  not  right.  Even  the  Duke  is  amazed  at 
your  behavior;  he  thinks  you  not  quite  gentlemanly — which 
casts  a  doubt  on  the  virtue  of  your  lady  mother, 

"  Now,  I  want  to  see  things  for  myself.  I  shall,  I  believe, 
have  the  honor  of  attending  Madame  to  the  hunt  arranged 
by  the  Due  d'Herouville  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie.  I 
will  contrive  that  you  shall  be  invited  to  stay  at  Rosembray, 
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as  the  hunt  will  probably  take  place  at  the  Due  de  Vemeuil's. 
"  Believe  me,  none  the  less,  my  dear  poet,  your  friend 
for  life,  El^ongre." 

"  There,  Ernest,"  said  Canalis,  tossing  this  letter,  which 
arrived  at  breakfast  time,  across  the  table  in  La  Briere's 
face.  "  That  is  the  two  thousandth  love-letter  I  have  re- 
ceived from  that  woman,  and  there  is  not  one  single  tu.  The 
noble  Eleonore  never  compromised  herself  further  than  what 
you  find  there. — Get  married,  and  make  haste  about  it !  The 
worst  marriage  in  the  world  is  more  tolerable  than  the  light- 
est of  these  halters. — Well,  I  am  the  veriest  Nicodemus  that 
ever  dropped  from  the  moon.  Modeste  has  millions ;  she  is 
lost  to  me  forever;  for  no  one  ever  comes  back  from  the 
poles,  where  we  now  are,  to  the  tropics  where  we  dwelt  three 
days  ago !  Besides,  I  have  all  the  more  reason  to  wish  for 
your  triumph  over  the  little  Duke,  because  I  told  the  Duchesse 
de  Chaulieu  that  I  came  here  only  for  your  sake;  so  now  I 
shall  work  for  you." 

*'  Alas !  Melchior,  Modeste  must  need  have  so  superior,  so 
mature  a  character,  and  such  a  noble  mind,  to  resist  the  spec- 
tacle of  the  Court,  and  all  the  splendor  so  skillfully  displayed 
in  her  honor  and  glory  by  the  Duke,  that  I  cannot  believe 
in  the  existence  of  such  perfection ;  and  yet — if  she  is  still 
the  Modeste  of  her  letters,  there  may  be  a  hope " 

"  You  are  a  happy  fellow,  young  Boniface,  to  see  the 
world  and  your  lady-love  through  such  green  spectacles !  " 
exclaimed  Canalis,  going  out  to  walk  in  the  garden. 

The  poet,  caught  between  two  falsehoods,  could  not  make 
up  his  mind  what  to  do  next. 

"  Play  the  game  by  the  rules,  and  you  lose ! "  cried  he,  as 
he  sat  in  the  summer-house.  "  Every  man  of  sense  would 
undoubtedly  have  acted  as  I  did  four  days  ago,  and  have 
crept  out  of  the  trap  in  which  I  found  myself.  For  in 
such  a  case  you  don't  wait  to  untie  the  knots;  you  break 
through  everything! — Come,  I  must  be  cold,  calm,  dignified, 
hurt.  Honor  will  not  allow  of  anj'^  other  demeanor.  English 
rigidity  is  the  only  way  to  recover  Modeste's  respect.  After 
all,  if  I  only  get  out  of  the  scrape  by  falling  back  on  my 
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old  felicity,  my  ten  years'  fidelity  will  be  rewarded.      Eleonore 
will  find  me  a  suitable  match." 

The  hunt  was  destined  to  be  the  rallying  point  of  all  the 
passions  brought  into  play  by  the  Colonel's  fortune  and  his 
daughter's  beauty.  There  was  a  sort  of  truce  among  the 
contending  parties  during  the  few  days  needed  to  prepare 
this  solemn  act  of  forestry ;  the  drawing-room  in  the  Villa 
Mignon  had  the  peaceful  appearance  of  a  very  united  family 
party.  Canalis,  intrenched  in  his  part  of  a  much-injured 
man,  made  a  display  of  courtesy ;  he  put  aside  his  preten- 
tiousness, gave  no  more  specimens  of  oratorical  talent,  and 
was  charming,  as  clever  men  are  when  they  shed  their  affecta- 
tions. He  discussed  the  money-market  with  Gobenheim,  war 
with  the  Colonel,  Germany  with  Madame  Mignon,  and  house- 
keeping with  Madame  Latournelle,  trying  to  win  them  over 
to  La  Briere.  The  Due  d'Herouville  frequently  left  the  field 
free  to  the  two  friends,  as  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  Rosembray 
to  consult  the  Due  de  Verneuil  and  superintend  the  execution 
of  the  orders  issued  by  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  the  Prince 
de  Cadignan. 

Meanwhile,  the  comic  element  was  not  lacking.  Modeste 
found  herself  between  the  disparagement  Canalis  tried  to 
cast  on  the  Duke's  gallant  attentions,  and  the  exaggerated 
views  of  the  two  Demoiselles  d'Herouville,  who  came  every 
evening.  Canalis  pointed  out  to  Modeste  that,  far  from 
being  the  heroine  of  the  day,  she  would  be  scarcely  noticed. 
Madame  would  be  attended  by  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse, 
the  daughter-in-law  of  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  by  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  and  some  other  ladies  of  the  Court, 
and  among  them  a  mere  girl  would  produce  no  sensation. 
Some  officers  would,  no  doubt,  be  invited  from  the  garrison 
at  Rouen,  etc.  Helene  was  never  tired  of  repeating  to  the 
girl,  whom  she  looked  upon  as  her  sister-in-law,  that  she 
would,  of  course,  be  presented  to  Madame  :  that  the  Due  de 
Verneuil  would  certainly  invite  her  and  her  father  to  stay 
at  Rosembray;  that  if  the  Colonel  had  any  favor  to  ask  of 
the  King — such  as  a  peerage — this  would  be  an  unique  op- 
portunity, for  they  did  not  despair  of  getting  the  King  there 
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on  the  third  day ;  that  she  would  be  surprised  at  the  charm- 
ing reception  she  would  meet  with  from  the  handsomest 
women  of  the  Court,  the  Duchesses  de  Chaulieu,  de  Mau- 
frigneuse,  de  Lenoncourt-Chaulieu,  etc.;  Modeste's  prejudices 
against  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain  would  disappear — and 
so  forth,  and  so  forth.  It  was  a  most  amusing  little  war- 
fare, with  its  marches  and  counter  marches  and  strategy, 
which  the  Dumays,  the  Latournelles,  Gobenheim  and  Butscha 
looked  on  at,  and  enjoyed,  saying  among  themselves  all  man- 
ner of  hard  things  about  the  nobility,  as  they  watched  their 
elaborate,  cruel,  and  studied  meanness. 

The  assurances  of  the  d'Herouville  faction  were  justified 
by  an  invitation,  in  the  most  flattering  terms,  from  the  Due 
de  Verneuil  and  the  Master  of  the  King's  Hounds  to  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  de  la  Bastie  and  his  daughter  to  be  present 
at  a  Royal  Hunt  at  Rosembray  on  the  7th,  8th,  9th,  and 
10th  of  November. 

La  Briere,  oppressed  by  gloomy  presentiments,  reveled  in 
Modeste's  presence  in  that  spirit  of  concentrated  avidity 
whose  bitter  joys  are  known  only  to  lovers  irrevocably  and 
forever  discarded.  The  flashes  of  happiness  in  his  inmost 
self,  mingled  with  melancholy  reflections  on  the  same  theme, 
"  She  is  lost  to  me !  "  made  the  poor  youth  a  pathetic  spec- 
tacle, all  the  more  touching  because  his  countenance  and  per- 
son were  in  harmony  with  this  depth  of  feeling.  There  is 
nothing  more  poetical  than  such  a  living  elegy  that  has  eyes, 
that  walks,  and  sighs  without  rhyming. 

Finally,  the  Due  d'Herouville  came  to  arrange  for  Mo- 
deste's journey.  After  crossing  the  Seine,  she  was  to  pro- 
ceed in  the  Duke's  traveling  carriage  with  his  aunt  and 
sister.  The  Duke  was  perfect  in  his  courtesy ;  he  invited 
Canalis  and  La  Briere,  telling  them,  as  he  told  Monsieur 
Mignon,  that  they  would  find  hunters  at  their  service. 

The  Colonel  asked  his  daughter's  three  lovers  to  break- 
fast on  the  day  of  the  departure.  Then  Canalis  tried  to 
execute  a  scheme  that  had  ripened  in  his  mind  during  the 
last  few  days — namely,  to  reconquer  Modeste,  and  to  trick 
the  Duchess,  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  and  La  Briere.  A 
graduate  in  diplomacy  could  not  remain  bogged  in  such  a 
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position  as  that  in  which  he  found  himself.  La  Briere,  on 
his  part,  had  made  up  his  mind  to  bid  Modeste  an  eternal 
farewell.  Thus  each  suitor,  as  he  foresaw  the  conclusion 
of  a  struggle  that  had  been  going  on  for  three  weeks,  pro- 
posed to  put  in  a  last  word,  like  a  pleader  to  the  judge  be- 
fore sentence  is  pronounced. 

After  dinner  the  day  before,  the  Colonel  took  his  daugh- 
ter by  the  arm  and  impressed  on  her  the  necessity  for  com- 
ing to  a  decision. 

"  Our  position  with  the  d'Herouville  family  would  be  in- 
tolerable at  Rosembray.  Do  you  want  to  be  a  duchess  ?  " 
he  asked  Modeste. 

"  No,  father,"  she  replied. 

"  Then  do  you  really  love  Canalis ?  " 

*'  Certainly  not,  papa ;  a  thousand  times,  no ! "  said  she, 
with  childish  irritability. 

The  Colonel  looked  at  her  with  a  sort  of  glee. 

"  Ah !  I  have  not  influenced  you,"  cried  the  kind  father. 
"  But  I  may  tell  you  now  that  even  in  Paris  I  had  chosen 
my  son-in-law  when,  on  my  impressing  on  him  that  I  had 
no  fortune,  he  threw  his  arms  round  me,  saying  that  I  had 
lifted  a  hundredweight  from  his  heart." 

"  Of  whom  are  you  speaking.?  "  asked  Modeste,  coloring. 

"  Of  the  man  of  solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,"  said  he, 
mockingly  repeating  the  phrase  which,  on  the  day  of  his  re- 
turn, had  scattered  Modeste's  dreams. 

"  Oh,  I  am  not  thinking  of  him,  papa !  Leave  me  free  to 
refuse  the  Duke  myself;  I  know  him,  I  know  how  to  soothe 
him " 

"Then  your  choice  is  made?" 

"  Not  yet.  I  still  have  to  guess  a  few  syllables  In  the 
riddle  of  my  future;  but  after  having  had  a  glimpse  of  the 
Court,  I  will  tell  you  all  my  secret  at  Rosembray." 

"You  will  join  the  hunt,  will  you  not.?  "  said  the  Colonel 
to  Ernest,  whom  he  saw  coming  down  the  path  where  he 
was  walking  with  Modeste. 

"  No,  Colonel,"  replied  Ernest.  "  I  have  come  to  take 
leave  of  you  and  of  Mademoiselle.  I  am  going  back  to 
Paris." 
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"You  have  no  curiosity?"  said  Modeste,  interrupting 
him,  and  looking  at  the  bashful  youth. 

"  Nothing  is  needed  to  keep  me,"  said  he,  "  but  the  ex- 
pression of  a  wish  I  hardly  hope  for." 

"  If  that  is  all,  it  will  give  me  pleasure,  at  any  rate,"  said 
the  Colonel,  as  he  went  forward  to  meet  Canal  is,  leaving  his 
daughter  alone  for  a  moment  with  the  hapless  Ernest. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  young  man,  looking  up  at  her 
with  the  courage  of  despair ;  "  I  have  a  petition  to  make." 

"To  me.?" 

"  Let  me  depart  forgiven !  My  life  can  never  be  happy ; 
I  must  endure  the  remorse  of  having  lost  my  happiness,  by 
my  own  fault  no  doubt ;  but  at  least " 

"  Before  we  part  forever,"  replied  Modeste,  interrupting 
him  a  la  Canalis,  "  I  want  to  know  one  thing  only ;  and  though 
you  once  assumed  a  disguise,  I  do  not  think  that  you  will  now 
be  such  a  coward  as  to  deceive  me " 

At  the  word  "  coward  "  Ernest  turned  pale. 

"  You  are  merciless !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Will  you  be  frank  with  me?  " 

*'  You  have  the  right  to  ask  me  such  a  humiliating  ques- 
tion," said  he,  in  a  voice  made  husky  by  the  violent  beating 
of  his  heart. 

"  Well,  then,  did  you  read  my  letters  out  to  Monsieur  de 
Canalis?" 

**  No,  Mademoiselle ;  and  though  I  gave  them  to  the 
Colonel  to  read,  it  was  only  to  justify  my  love,  by  showing 
him  how  my  affection  had  had  birth,  and  how  genuine  my 
efforts  had  been  to  cure  you  of  your  fancy." 

"  But  what  put  this  Ignoble  masquerading  into  your 
head?"  she  asked,  with  a  kind  of  impatience. 

La  Brlere  related,  in  all  its  details,  the  scene  to  which  Mo- 
deste's  first  letter  had  given  rise,  and  the  challenge  which 
had  resulted  from  Ernest's  high  opinion  in  favor  of  a  young 
lady  yearning  for  glory,  as  a  plant  strives  for  its  share  of 
the  sunshine. 

"  Enough,"  said  Modeste,  concealing  her  agitation.  "  If 
you  have  not  my  heart.  Monsieur,  you  have  my  highest 
esteem." 
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This  simple  speech  made  La  Briere  quite  dizzy.  He  felt 
himself  totter,  and  leaned  against  a  shrub,  like  a  man  whose 
senses  are  failing  him.  Modeste,  who  had  walked  away, 
turned  her  head  and  hastily  came  back. 

"  What  is  the  matter?  "  she  exclaimed,  taking  him  by  the 
hand  to  save  him  from  falling. 

Modeste  felt  his  hand  like  ice,  and  saw  a  face  as  white  as 
a  lily ;  all  the  blood  had  rushed  to  his  heart. 

"  Forgive  me,  Mademoiselle, — I  had  fancied  myself  so 
despised " 

"  Well,"  said  she,  with  haughty  scorn,  "  I  did  not  say 
that  I  loved  you." 

And  she  again  left  La  Briere,  who,  notwithstanding  this 
hard  speech,  thought  he  was  walking  on  the  upper  air.  The 
earth  felt  soft  beneath  his  feet,  the  trees  seemed  decked  with 
flowers,  the  sky  was  rosy,  and  the  air  blue,  as  in  the  temples 
of  Hymen  at  the  close  of  a  fairy  drama  that  ends  happily. 
In  such  circumstances,  women  are  Janus-like,  they  see  what 
is  going  on  behind  them  without  turning  round ;  and  Mo- 
deste saw  in  her  lover's  expression  the  unmistakable  symptoms 
of  a  love  such  as  Butscha's,  which  is  beyond  a  doubt  the 
ne  plus  ultra  of  a  woman's  desire.  And  the  high  value  at- 
tached by  La  Briere  to  her  esteem  was  to  Modeste  an  in- 
finitely sweet  experience. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  Canalis,  leaving  the  Colonel,  and 
coming  to  meet  Modeste,  "  in  spite  of  the  small  interest  you 
take  in  my  sentiments,  it  is  a  point  of  honor  with  me  to  wipe 
out  a  stain  from  which  I  have  too  long  suffered.  Here  is  what 
the  Duchess  wrote  to  me  five  days  after  my  arrival  here." 

He  made  Modeste  read  the  first  few  lines  of  the  letter,  in 
which  the  Duchess  said  that  she  had  seen  Mongenod,  and 
wished  that  Melchior  should  marry  Modeste;  then  having 
torn  off  the  rest,  he  placed  them  in  her  hand. 

"  I  cannot  show  you  the  remainder,"  said  he,  putting  the 
paper  in  his  pocket ;  "  but  I  intrust  these  few  lines  to  your 
delicacy,  that  you  may  be  able  to  verify  the  handwriting. 
The  girl  who  could  ascribe  to  me  such  ignoble  sentiments  is 
quite  capable  of  believing  in  some  collusion,  some  stratagem. 
This  may  prove  to  you  how  much  I  care  to  convince  you 
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that  the  difference  between  us  was  not  based  on  the  vilest 
interest  on  my  part.  Ah !  Modeste,"  he  went  on,  with  tears 
in  his  voice,  "  jour  poet — Madame  de  Chaulicu's  poet — has 
not  less  poetry  in  his  heart  than  in  his  mind.  You  will  see 
the  Duchess;  suspend  your  judgment  of  me  till  then,"  And 
he  left  Modeste  quite  disconcerted. 

"  On  my  word !  They  are  all  angels,"  said  she  to  herself. 
"  All  too  fine  for  marriage !  Only  the  Duke  is  a  human 
being." 

"  Mademoiselle  Modeste,  this  hunt  makes  me  very  uneasy," 
said  Butscha,  appearing  on  the  scene  with  a  parcel  under  his 
arm.  "  I  dreamed  that  your  horse  ran  away  with  you,  so 
I  have  been  to  Rouen  to  get  you  a  Spanish  snaffle ;  I  have  been 
told  that  a  horse  can  never  get  it  between  his  teeth.  I  im- 
plore you  to  use  it ;  I  have  shown  it  to  the  Colonel,  who  has 
thanked  me  more  than  the  thing  is  worth." 

"  Poor  dear  Butscha ! "  cried  Modeste,  touched  to  tears  by 
this  motherly  care. 

Butscha  went  off  skipping  like  a  man  who  has  suddenly 
heard  of  the  death  of  an  old  uncle  leaving  a  fortune. 

"  My  dear  father,"  said  Modeste,  on  returning  to  the 
drawing-room,  "  I  should  like  very  much  to  have  that  hand- 
some whip ;  supposing  you  were  to  offer  to  exchange  with 
Monsieur  de  la  Briere — that  whip  for  your  picture  by 
Ostade.?  " 

Modeste  cast  a  side  glance  at  Ernest  while  the  Colonel 
made  this  proposal,  standing  in  front  of  the  picture — the 
only  thing  he  possessed  as  a  memorial  of  the  campaigns  he 
had  fought  in ;  he  had  bought  it  of  a  citizen  of  Ratisbon. 
And  seeing  the  eagerness  with  which  Ernest  rushed  from  the 
room,  "  He  will  attend  the  hunt,"  said  she  to  herself. 

Thus,  strange  to  say,  Modeste's  three  lovers  all  went  to 
Rosembray  with  hearts  full  of  hope,  and  enraptured  by  her 
adorable  charms. 

Rosembray,  an  estate  recently  purchased  by  the  Due  de 
Verneuil  with  the  money  that  fell  to  his  share  of  the  thou- 
sand million  francs  voted  to  legitimize  the  sale  of  national 
property,  is  remarkable  for  a  chateau  comparable  for  mag- 
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nificence  with  those  of  Mesniere  and  Balleroy.  This  noble 
and  imposing  mansion  is  reached  by  an  immense  avenue  of 
ancestral  elms  four  rows  deep,  and  across  a  vast  courtyard 
on  a  slope,  like  that  of  Versailles,  with  a  splendid  iron  screen 
and  two  gate  lodges,  and  surrounded  by  large  orange  trees 
in  tubs.  The  fa9ade  to  this  cour  d'honneur  displays  two 
stories  of  nineteen  windows  in  each,  between  two  wings 
at  right  angles — tall  windows  with  small  panes,  set  in 
carved  stone  arches,  and  separated  by  reeded  pilasters. 
A  cornice  and  balustrade  screen  an  Italian  roof,  whence  rise 
stone  chimneys  marked  by  trophies  of  arms,  Rosembray  hav- 
ing been  built  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  by  a  farmer-general 
named  Cottin.  The  front  towards  the  park  differs  from  this, 
having  a  center  block  of  five  windows  projecting  from  the 
main  building,  with  columns  and  a  noble  pediment.  The 
Marigny  family,  to  whom  the  possessions  of  this  Cottin  came 
by  marriage  with  his  sole  heiress,  had  a  group  representing 
Dawn  executed  for  this  pediment  by  Coysevox.  Below  it  two 
genii  support  a  scroll,  on  which  this  motto  is  inscribed  in 
honor  of  the  King,  instead  of  the  old  family  device :  Sol  nobis 
benignus.  The  great  Louis  had  made  a  Duke  of  the  Mar- 
quis de  Marigny,  one  of  his  most  insignificant  favorites. 

From  the  top  of  the  semicircular  double  flight  of  steps 
there  is  a  view  over  a  large  lake,  as  long  and  wide  as  the 
grand  canal  of  Versailles,  starting  from  the  bottom  of  a 
slope  of  turf  worthy  of  the  most  English  lawn,  its  banks 
dotted  with  clumps  displaying  the  brightest  autumn  flowers. 
Beyond,  on  each  side,  a  French  formal  parterre  spreads  its 
squared  beds  and  paths — pages  written  in  the  most  majestic 
style  of  Le  Notre.  These  two  gardens  are  set  in  a  border 
of  wood  and  shrubbery,  extending  the  whole  length  to  the 
extent  of  thirty  acres,  and  cleared  in  places  in  the  English 
fashion  under  Louis  XV.  The  view  from  the  terrace  is  shut 
in  beyond  by  a  forest  belonging  to  Rosembray,  adjoining 
two  demesnes,  one  belonging  to  the  nation,  and  one  to  the 
Crown.     It  would  be  hard  to  find  a  more  beautiful  landscape. 

Modeste's  arrival  caused  some  sensation  in  the  avenue  when 
the  carriage  was  seen  with  the  royal  livery  of  France,  es- 
corted by  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  the  Colonel,  Canalis,  and 
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La  Briere,  all  riding,  and  preceded  by  an  outrider  in  the 
Royal  livery;  behind  them  came  ten  servants,  among  them 
the  Colonel's  negro  and  mulatto,  and  his  elegant  britska,  in 
which  were  the  two  ladies'  maids  and  the  luggage.  The  first 
carriage  was  drawn  by  four  horses  mounted  by  tigers,  dressed 
with  the  spruce  perfection  insisted  on  by  the  Master  of  the 
Horse — often  better  served  in  such  matters  than  the  King 
himself. 

Modeste,  as  she  drove  up  and  saw  this  minor  Versailles, 
was  dazzled  by  the  magnificence  of  these  great  folk;  she  was 
suddenly  conscious  of  having  to  meet  these  famous  Duchesses ; 
she  dreaded  seeming  affected,  provincial,  or  parvenu,  lost 
her  head  completely,  and  repented  of  ever  having  wished  for 
this  hunting  party. 

When  the  carriage  stopped,  Modeste  happily  saw  before 
her  an  old  man  in  a  fair,  frizzy  wig,  with  small  curls,  whose 
calm,  smooth,  full  face  wore  a  paternal  smile  and  an  expres- 
sion of  monastic  joviality,  to  which  a  half  downcast  look 
lent  something  like  dignity.  The  Duchess,  a  woman  of  deep 
devotion,  the  only  daughter  of  a  very  wealthy  President  of 
the  Supreme  Court,  who  had  died  in  1800,  was  the  mother  of 
four  children ;  very  thin  and  erect,  she  bore  some  resemblance 
to  Madame  Latournelle,  if  imagination  could  be  persuaded  to 
embellish  the  lawyer's  wife  with  the  graces  of  a  noble  lady- 
Prioress. 

"  Ah!  how  do  you  do,  dear  Hortense.?  "  said  Mademoiselle 
d'Herouville,  embracing  the  Duchess  with  all  the  sympathy 
that  was  a  tie  between  these  two  proud  spirits ;  "  allow  me  to 
introduce  to  you  and  to  our  dear  Duke,  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Bastie,  who  is  a  little  angel." 

"  We  have  heard  so  much  about  you.  Mademoiselle,"  said 
the  Duchess,  "  that  we  have  been  most  eager  to  have  you 
here." 

"  We  can  but  regret  our  lost  time,"  added  the  Due  de 
Vemeuil,  bowing  with  gallant  admiration. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  la  Bastie,"  added  the  Master  of 
the  Horse,  taking  the  Colonel  by  the  arm,  and  leading  him 
up  to  the  Duke  and  Duchess  with  a  tinge  of  respect  in  his 
tone  and  manner. 
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The  Colonel  bowed  to  the  Duchess,  the  Duke  gave  him  his 
hand. 

*'  You  are  very  welcome,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  Mon- 
sieur de  Verneuil.  "  You  are  the  owner  of  many  treasures," 
he  added,  glancing  at  Modeste. 

The  Duchess  drew  Modeste's  hand  through  her  arm  and 
led  her  into  a  vast  drawing-room,  where  half  a  score  of 
women  were  sitting  in  groups  round  the  fire.  The  men,  led 
by  the  Duke,  went  to  walk  on  the  terrace,  excepting  only 
Canalis,  who  went  in  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  superb 
Eleonore.  She,  seated  before  a  tapestry  frame,  was  giving 
Mademoiselle  de  Verneuil  some  hints  as  to  shading. 

If  Modeste  had  thrust  her  finger  through  with  a  needle 
when  laying  her  hand  on  a  cushion,  she  could  not  have  felt 
a  keener  shock  than  she  received  from  the  icy  glance,  haughty 
and  contemptuous,  that  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  bestowed 
on  her.  From  the  first  instant  she  saw  no  one  but  this 
woman,  and  guessed  who  she  was.  To  know  to  what  a  pitch 
the  cruelty  can  go  of  those  sweet  creatures  who  are  exalted 
by  our  passion,  women  must  be  seen  together.  Modeste 
might  have  disarmed  anyone  but  Eleonore  by  her  amazed  and 
involuntary  admiration ;  for  if  she  had  not  known  her  rival's 
age,  she  would  have  taken  her  to  be  a  woman  of  six- 
and-thirty;  but  there  were  greater  surprises  in  store  for 
her! 

The  poet  found  himself  flung  against  the  wrath  of  a 
great  lady.  Such  anger  is  the  most  ruthless  Sphinx;  the 
face  is  beaming,  all  else  is  savage.  Even  kings  do  not  know 
how  to  reduce  the  stronghold  of  exquisitely  cold  politeness 
which  a  mistress  can  then  hide  under  steel  armor.  The 
lovely  woman's  countenance  smiles,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
steel  strikes  home:  the  hand  is  of  steel,  the  arm,  the  body, 
all  is  steel.  Canalis  tried  to  clutch  this  steel,  but  his  fingers 
slipped  over  it  as  his  words  slipped  from  her  heart.  And 
the  gracious  face,  the  gracious  phrases,  the  gracious  manners 
of  the  Duchess,  concealed  from  every  eye  the  steel  of  her 
cold  fury — down  to  twenty-five  degrees  below  zero.  The 
sight  of  Modeste's  supreme  beauty,  heightened  by  her  jour- 
ney, the  appearance  of  the  girl,  as  well  dressed  as  Diane  de 
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Maufrigneuse,  had  fired  the  powders  that  reflection  had 
stored  up  in  fileonore's  brain. 

All  the  women  had  gone  to  the  window  to  see  the  wonder 
of  the  day  step  out  of  the  carriage,  followed  by  her  three 
lovers. 

*'  Do  not  let  us  show  that  we  are  so  curious,"  said  Madame 
de  Chaulieu,  struck  to  the  heart  by  Diane's  exclamation, 
"  She  is  divine !  Where  can  such  a  creature  have  dropped 
from  ?  " 

And  they  had  fled  back  to  the  drawing-room,  where  each 
one  had  composed  her  countenance,  while  the  Duchesse  de 
Chaulieu  felt  in  her  heart  a  thousand  vipers  all  crying  at 
once  to  be  satisfied. 

Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  remarked  in  an  undertone,  and 
with  marked  meaning,  to  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil — 

"  Eleonore  is  not  cordial  in  her  reception  of  her  great 
Melchior." 

"  The  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  thinks  that  there  is  a 
coolness  between  them,"  replied  Laure  de  Verneuil  simply. 
This  phrase,  so  often  spoken  in  the  world  of  fashion,  is  full 
of  meaning.     We  feel  in  it  the  icy  polar  blast. 

"Why?"  asked  Modeste  of  the  charming  girl  who  had 
left  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart  not  more  than  two 
months  since. 

"  The  great  man,"  replied  the  Duchess,  signing  to  her 
daughter  to  be  silent,  "  left  her  for  a  fortnight  without 
writing  a  word  to  her,  after  setting  out  for  le  Havre,  and 
saying  that  he  had  gone  for  his  health." 

Modeste  gave  a  little  start  which  struck  Laure,  Helene, 
and  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville. 

"  And  meanwhile,"  the  devout  Duchess  went  on,  *'  she  was 
getting  him  appointed  Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor 
and  Minister  to  Baden." 

"  Oh,  it  is  very  wrong  of  Canalls,  for  he  owes  everything 
to  her,"  said  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville. 

"Why  did  not  Madame  de  Chaulieu  come  to  le  Havre.''" 
asked  Modeste  guilelessly  of  Helene. 

"  My  child,"  said  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil,  "  she  would  let 
herself  be  killed  without  speaking  a  word.     Look  at  her. 
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What  a  queen !  With  her  head  on  the  block  she  would  still 
smile,  like  Mary  Stuart — indeed,  our  handsome  Eleonore  has 
the  same  blood  in  her  veins." 

"  And  she  did  not  write  to  him?  "  said  Modeste. 

"  Diane  told  me,"  replied  the  Duchess,  prompted  to  further 
confidences  by  an  elbow  nudge  from  Mademoiselle  d'Herou- 
ville,  "  that  she  had  sent  a  very  cutting  answer  to  the  first 
letter  Canalis  wrote  to  her  about  ten  days  ago." 

This  statement  made  Modeste  color  with  shame  for  Canalis ; 
she  longed  not  to  crush  him  under  her  feet,  but  to  revenge 
herself  by  a  piece  of  mischief  more  cruel  than  a  poniard 
thrust.  She  looked  proudly  at  Madame  de  Chaulieu.  That 
glance  was  gilded  with  eight  millions  of  francs. 

"  Monsieur  Melchior !  "  said  she. 

All  the  women  looked  up,  first  at  the  Duchess,  who  was 
talking  to  Canalis  over  the  work-frame,  then  at  this  young 
girl,  so  ill  bred  as  to  disturb  two  lovers  who  were  settling 
their  quarrel — a  thing  which  is  never  done  in  any  rank  of 
life. 

Diane  de  Maufrigneuse  gave  her  head  a  little  toss,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  The  child  is  in  her  rights." 

Finally,  the  twelve  women  smiled  at  each  other,  for  they 
were  all  jealous  of  a  woman  of  fifty-six  who  was  still  hand- 
some enough  to  dip  her  hand  in  the  common  treasury  and 
steal  a  young  woman's  share.  Melchior  glanced  at  Modeste 
with  a  feverish  irritability,  the  hasty  look  of  a  master  to  a 
servant,  while  the  Duchess  bent  her  head  with  the  air  of  a 
lioness  interrupted  at  her  meal ;  her  eyes,  fixed  on  the  canvas, 
shot  flames  of  fire,  almost  red-hot,  at  the  poet  while  she 
sifted  his  very  soul  with  her  epigrams,  for  each  sentence  was 
a  vengeance  for  a  triple  injury. 

"  Monsieur  Melchior ! "  repeated  Modeste,  in  a  voice  that 
asserted  its  right  to  be  heard. 

"  What  is  it.  Mademoiselle  ?  "  asked  the  poet. 

He  was  obliged  to  rise,  but  he  stood  still  halfway  between 
the  work-frame,  which  was  near  the  window,  and  the  fireplace, 
by  which  Modeste  was  sitting  on  the  Duchesse  de  Vemeuil's 
sofa.  What  cruel  reflections  were  forced  on  the  ambitious 
man  when  he  met  Eleonore's  steady  eye.    If  he  should  obey  Mo- 
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deste,  all  was  over  forever  between  the  poet  and  his  pro- 
'^.ectress.  If  he  paid  no  heed  to  the  girl,  it  would  be  an  avowal 
of  his  serfdom,  he  would  lose  the  advantages  gained  by  five- 
and-twcnty  days  of  meanness,  and  fail  in  the  simplest  rules 
of  gentlemanly  politeness.  The  greater  the  folly,  the  more 
imperatively  the  Duchess  insisted  on  it.  Modeste's  beauty 
and  fortune,  set  in  the  opposite  scale  to  Eleonore's  influence 
and  established  rights,  made  this  hesitancy  between  the  man 
and  his  honor  as  terrible  to  watch  as  the  peril  of  a  matador 
in  the  ring.  A  man  never  knows  such  frightful  palpitations 
as  those  that  seemed  to  threaten  Canalis  with  an  aneurism, 
anywhere  but  in  front  of  the  gaming-table,  where  his  fortune 
or  his  ruin  is  settled  within  five  minutes. 

"  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  made  me  get  out  of  the  car- 
riage in  such  a  hurry,"  said  Modeste  to  Canalis,  "  that  I 
dropped  my  handkerchief " 

Canalis  gave  a  highly  significant  shrug. 

*'  And,"  she  went  on,  in  spite  of  this  impatient  gesture, 
*'  I  had,  tied  to  it,  the  key  of  a  blotting-case,  containing  an 
important  fragment  of  a  letter;  will  you  be  good  enough, 
Melchior,  to  ask  for  it " 

Between  an  angel  and  a  tigress,  equally  irate,  Canalis,  who 
had  turned  pale,  hesitated  no  longer;  the  tigress  seemed  the 
less  dangerous.  He  was  on  the  point  of  committing  himself 
when  La  Briere  appeared  in  the  doorway,  seeming  to  Cana- 
lis something  like  the  archangel  Michael  descended  from 
heaven. 

*'  Here,  Ernest,  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  wants  you," 
said  the  poet,  hastily  retreating  to  his  chair  by  the  work- 
frame. 

Ernest,  on  his  part,  went  at  once  to  Modeste  without  bow- 
ing to  anyone  else ;  he  saw  her  alone,  received  her  instructions 
with  visible  joy,  and  ran  off  with  the  unconfessed  approbation 
of  every  woman  present. 

"  What  a  position  for  a  poet !  "  said  Modeste  to  Helene, 
pointing  to  the  worsted  work  at  which  the  Duchess  was  stitch- 
ing furiously. 

"  If  you  speak  to  her,  if  you  once  look  at  her,  all  is  ended," 
said  Eleonore  to  Melchior  in  a  low  tone,  for  his  mezzo  tenmne 
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had  not  satisfied  her.  "  And,  mind,  when  I  am  absent  I  shall 
leave  other  eyes  to  watch  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  de  Chaulieu,  a  woman  of  medium 
height,  but  rather  too  fat — as  all  women  are  who  are  still 
handsome  when  past  fifty — rose,  walked  towards  the  group 
with  which  Diane  de  Maufrigneuse  was  sitting,  stepping  out 
with  small  feet  as  firm  and  light  as  a  fawn's.  Under  her  full 
forms  the  exquisite  refinement  was  conspicuous  with  which 
women  of  that  type  are  gifted,  and  which  gives  them  that 
vigorous  nervous  system  that  controls  and  animates  the  de- 
velopment of  the  flesh.  It  was  impossible  otherwise  to  ac- 
count for  her  light  step,  which  was  amazingly  dignified.  Only 
those  women  whose  quarterings  of  nobility  date  back  to  Noah, 
like  Eleonore's,  know  how  to  be  majestic  in  spite  of  being  as 
large  as  a  farmer's  wife.  A  philosopher  might,  perhaps,  have 
pitied  Philoxene,  while  admiring  the  happy  arrangement  of 
the  bodice  and  the  careful  details  of  a  morning  dress  worn 
with  the  elegance  of  a  queen  and  the  ease  of  a  girl.  Boldly 
wearing  her  own  abundant  and  undyed  hair,  plaited  on  the 
top  of  her  head  in  a  coronet  like  a  tower,  Eleonore  proudly 
displayed  her  white  neck,  her  finely  shaped  bust  and  shoulders, 
her  dazzling  bare  arms,  ending  in  hands  famous  for  their 
beauty.  Modeste,  like  all  the  Duchess's  rivals,  saw  in  her  one 
of  those  women  of  whom  the  others  say,  "  She  is  past  mistress 
of  us  all !  " 

In  fact,  everyone  recognized  her  as  one  of  those  few  great 
ladies  who  are  now  become  so  rare  in  France.  Any  attempt 
to  describe  how  majestic  was  the  carriage  of  her  head,  how 
refined  and  delicate  this  or  that  curve  of  her  neck,  what 
harmony  there  was  in  her  movements,  what  dignity  in  her 
mien,  what  nobleness  in  the  perfect  agreement  of  every  detail 
with  the  whole  result  in  the  little  arts  that  are  a  second  nature, 
and  make  a  woman  holy  and  supreme, — this  would  be  to  try 
to  analyze  the  sublime.  We  delight  in  such  poetry,  as  in  that 
of  Paganini,  without  seeking  the  means,  for  the  cause  is  a 
soul  making  itself  visible. 

The  Duchess  bowed,  saluting  Helene  and  her  aunt;  then 
she  said  to  Diane  in  a  clear,  bright  voice  without  a  trace  of 
emotion — 
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"  Is  it  not  time  to  dress,  Duchess  ?  " 

And  she  swept  out  of  the  room,  accompanied  by  her 
daughter-in-law  and  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  each  giving 
her  an  arm.  She  was  speaking  in  a  low  voice  as  she  went 
away  with  the  old  maid,  who  pressed  her  to  her  heart,  saying, 
"  You  are  quite  charming !  "  which  was  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  I  am  wholly  yours  in  return  for  the  service  you  have  just 
done  us." 

Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  returned  to  the  drawing-room  to 
play  her  part  as  spy,  and  her  first  glance  told  Canalis  that  the 
Duchess's  last  words  were  no  vain  threat.  The  apprentice 
to  diplomacy  felt  he  knew  too  little  of  this  minor  science  for  so 
severe  a  struggle,  and  his  wit  served  him  at  any  rate  so  far 
as  to  enable  him  to  assume  a  straightforward,  if  not  a  digni- 
fied attitude.  When  Ernest  returned  with  Modeste*s  hand- 
kerchief, he  took  him  by  the  arm  and  led  him  out  on  the  lawn. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  "  I  am,  of  all  men,  not  the  most 
happy,  but  the  most  ridiculous.  So  I  have  recourse  to  you  to 
help  me  out  of  the  wasps'  nest  I  have  got  into. — Modeste  is  a 
demon ;  she  saw  my  embarrassment,  she  mocks  at  it ;  she  has 
just  spoken  to  me  of  two  lines  of  a  letter  of  Madame  de 
Chaulieu's  that  I  was  fool  enough  to  trust  her  with.  If  she 
were  to  show  them,  I  could  never  make  it  up  again  with 
Eleonore.  So,  pray,  at  once  ask  Modeste  for  that  paper,  and 
tell  her  from  me  that  I  have  no  views — no  pretensions  to  her 
hand;  I  rely  on  her  delicacy,  on  her  honesty  as  a  lady,  to  be- 
have to  me  as  though  we  had  never  met ;  I  entreat  her  not  to 
speak  to  me ;  beseech  her  to  vouchsafe  to  be  implacable,  though 
I  dare  not  hope  that  her  spite  will  move  her  to  a  sort  of  jeal- 
ous wrath  that  would  serve  my  ends  to  a  miracle.  .  .,  .  Go, 
I  will  wait  here." 

On  re-entering  the  room,  Ernest  de  la  Briere  saw  there  a 
young  officer  of  Havre's  company  of  the  Guards,  the  Vicomte 
de  Serizy,  who  had  just  arrived  from  Rosny  to  announce  that 
Madame  was  obliged  to  be  present  at  the  opening  of  the  ses- 
sion. This  constitutional  solemnity  was,  as  is  well  known,  a 
very  important  function.  Charles  X.  pronounced  a  speech  in 
the  presence  of  his  whole  family,  the  Dauphiness  and  Madame 
being  present  in  their  seats.     The  choice  of  the  envoy  charged 
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with  expressing  the  Princess's  regrets  was  a  compliment  to 
Diane.  She  was  supposed  to  be  the  immediate  object  of  this 
fascinating  youtli's  adoration;  he  was  the  son  of  a  Minister 
of  State,  gentlcman-in-waiting,  and  hopeful  of  high  destinies, 
as  being  an  only  son  and  heir  to  an  immense  fortune.  The 
Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  however,  only  accepted  the  Vis- 
count's attentions  in  order  to  throw  light  on  the  age  of 
Madame  de  Serizy,  who,  according  to  the  chronicle  repeated 
behind  fans,  had  won  from  her  the  heart  of  handsome  Lucien 
de  Rubempre. 

"  You,  I  hope,  will  do  us  the  pleasure  of  remaining  at 
Rosembray,"  said  the  severe  Duchess  to  the  young  man. 

While  keeping  her  ears  open  to  evil-speaking,  the  pious 
lady  shut  her  eyes  to  the  peccadilloes  of  her  guests,  who  were 
carefully  paired  by  the  Duke;  for  no  one  knows  what  such 
excellent  women  will  tolerate  on  the  plea  of  bringing  a  lost 
sheep  back  to  the  fold  by  treating  it  with  indulgence. 

"  We  reckoned  without  the  Constitutional  Government," 
said  the  Due  d'Herouville,  "  and  Rosembray  loses  a  great 
honor,  Madame  la  Duchesse " 

"  We  shall  feel  all  the  more  at  our  ease,"  observed  a  tall, 
lean  old  man  of  about  seventy-five,  dressed  in  blue  cloth,  and 
keeping  on  his  hunting  cap  by  leave  of  the  ladies. 

This  personage,  who  was  very  like  the  Due  de  Bourbon,  was 
no  less  a  man  than  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  the  Master  of  the 
Hounds,  and  one  of  the  last  of  the  French  Grands  Seigneurs. 

Just  as  La  Briere  was  about  to  slip  behind  the  sofa  to  beg 
a  minute's  speech  with  Modeste,  a  man  of  aboiit  eight-and- 
thirty  came  in,  short,  fat,  and  common-looking. 

"  My  son,  the  Prince  de  Loudon,"  said  the  Duchesse  de 
Verneuil  to  Modeste,  who  could  not  control  an  expression  of 
amazement  on  her  youthful  features  as  she  saw  the  man  who 
now  bore  the  name  which  the  General  of  the  Vendee  Cavalry 
had  made  so  famous  by  his  daring  and  by  his  execution. 

The  present  Due  de  Verneuil  was  the  third  son  taken  by  his 
father  into  exile,  and  the  only  survivor  of  four  children. 

"  Gaspard,"  said  the  Duchess,  calling  her  son  to  her.  The 
Prince  obeyed  his  mother,  who  went  on  as  she  introduced 
Modeste — 
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"  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  my  dear." 

The  heir  presumptive,  whose  marriage  to  Desplein's  only 
daughter  was  a  settled  thing,  bowed  to  the  girl  without  seem- 
ing struck  by  her  beauty,  as  his  father  had  been.  Modeste 
thus  had  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the  young  men  of  to- 
day with  the  old  men  of  the  past;  for  the  old  Prince  de 
Cadignan  had  already  made  her  two  or  three  very  pretty 
speeches,  proving  that  he  was  not  less  devoted  to  women  than 
to  Royalty.  The  Due  de  Rhetore,  Madame  de  Chaulieu's 
eldest  son,  noted  for  the  style  which  combines  impertinence 
with  easy  freedom,  had,  like  the  Prince  de  Loudon,  greeted 
Modeste  almost  cavalierly. 

The  reason  of  this  contrast  between  the  sons  of  the  fathers 
may,  perhaps,  lie  in  the  fact  that  the  heirs  no  longer  feel 
themselves  to  be  objects  of  importance,  as  their  ancestors 
were,  and  excuse  themselves  from  the  duties  of  power,  since 
they  no  longer  have  anything  but  its  shadow.  The  fathers 
still  have  the  fine  manners  inherent  in  their  vanished  grandeur, 
like  mountains  gilded  by  the  sunshine,  when  all  around  them  is 
in  darkness. 

At  last  Ernest  succeeded  in  saying  two  words  to  Modeste, 
who  rose. 

"  My  little  beauty !  "  said  the  Duchess,  as  she  pulled  a  bell, 
thinking  that  Modeste  was  going  to  change  her  dress,  "  you 
shall  be  taken  to  your  rooms." 

Ernest  went  with  Modeste  to  the  foot  of  the  great  stair- 
case to  make  the  unhappy  Melchior's  request,  and  he  tried  to 
touch  her  by  describing  the  poet's  miseries. 

"  He  loves  her,  you  see !  He  is  a  captive  who  thought  he 
could  break  his  chain.'' 

"  Love !  In  a  man  who  calculates  everything  so  closely.''  "' 
retorted  Modeste. 

"  Mademoiselle,  you  are  at  the  beginning  of  your  life ;  you 
do  not  know  its  narrow  places.  Every  sort  of  inconsistency 
must  be  forgiven  to  a  man  who  places  himself  under  the 
dominion  of  a  woman  older  than  himself,  for  he  is  not  respon- 
sible. Consider  how  many  sacrifices  Canalis  has  offered  to 
that  divinity !  how  he  has  sown  too  much  seed  to  scorn  the 
harvest ;  the  Duchess  represents  to  him  ten  years  of  devotion 
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and  of  happiness.  You  had  made  the  poet  forget  everything, 
for,  unhappily,  he  has  more  vanity  than  pride ;  he  knew  not 
what  he  was  losing  till  he  saw  Madame  de  Chaulieu  again. 
If  you  knew  Canahs,  you  would  help  him.  He  is  a  mere  child, 
and  is  spoiling  his  life  for  ever. — You  say  he  calculates  every- 
thing, but  he  calculates  very  badly,  like  all  poets  indeed — 
creatures  of  impulse,  full  of  childishness,  dazzled,  like  children, 
by  all  that  shines,  and  running  after  it !  He  has  been  fond  of 
horses,  of  pictures ;  he  has  yearned  for  glory ;  he  sells  his 
pictures  to  get  armor  and  furniture  of  the  style  of  the 
Renaissance  and  of  Louis  XV. ;  he  now  has  a  grudge  against 
the  Government.  Admit  that  his  whims  are  on  a  grand 
scale .''  " 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Modeste.  "  Come,"  she  added,  as  she 
saw  her  father,  and  beckoned  to  him  to  ask  him  to  accompany 
her,  "  I  will  give  you  that  scrap  of  paper ;  and  you  can  take 
it  to  the  great  man,  and  assure  him  of  my  entire  consent  to 
all  he  wishes,  but  on  one  condition.  I  beg  you  to  give  him 
my  best  thanks  for  the  pleasure  I  have  enjoyed  in  seeing  him 
perform  for  my  sole  benefit  one  of  the  finest  pieces  of  the 
German  theater.  I  know  now  that  Goethe's  chef-d'ceuvre  is 
neither  Faust  nor  Egmont  " — and,  as  Ernest  looked  at  the 
sprightly  girl  with  a  puzzled  expression — "  it  is  Torquato 
Tasso,^^  she  added.  "  Desire  Monsieur  Canalis  to  read  it 
once  more,"  she  went  on,  smiling.  "  I  particularly  desire 
that  you  will  repeat  this  to  your  friend  word  for  word,  for  it 
is  not  an  epigram;  it  is  the  justification  of  his  conduct — 
with  this  difference,  that  I  hope  he  will  become  quite  sane, 
thanks  to  his  Eleonore's  folly." 

The  Duchess's  head  waiting-maid  led  Modeste  and  her 
father  to  their  rooms,  where  Francoise  Cochet  had  already  ar- 
ranged everything.  Their  choice  elegance  surprised  the 
Colonel,  and  Francoise  told  him  that  there  were  thirty  guest- 
chambers  in  the  same  style  in  the  Chateau. 

"  That  is  my  idea  of  a  country-house,"  said  Modeste. 

"  The  Comte  de  la  Bastie  will  have  such  another  built  for 
you,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

"  Here,  Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  handing  the  scrap  of 
paper  to  Ernest,  "  go  and  reassure  our  friend." 
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The  words  "  our  friend  "  struck  the  young  man.  He 
looked  at  Modeste  to  see  if  there  were  seriously  some  com- 
munity of  sentiment  such  as  she  seemed  to  acknowledge;  and 
the  girl,  understanding  the  implied  question,  added — 

"  Well,  go ;  your  friend  is  waiting." 

La  Briere  colored  violently,  and  went,  in  a  state  of  doubt, 
anxiety,  and  disturbance  more  terrible  than  despair.  The 
approach  to  happiness  is  to  true  lovers  very  like  what  the 
poetry  of  Catholicism  has  called  the  Straits  of  Paradise,  to 
express  a  dark,  difficult,  and  narrow  way,  echoing  with  the 
last  cries  of  supreme  anguish. 

An  hour  later  the  distinguished  party  had  all  met  again  in 
the  drawing-room,  some  playing  at  whist,  others  chatting,  the 
women  busy  with  fancy-work,  while  awaiting  the  dinner-hour. 
The  Master  of  the  Hounds  led  Monsieur  Mignon  to  talk  of 
China,  of  his  campaigns,  of  the  great  Provencal  families  of 
Portenduere,  I'Estorade,  and  Maucombe ;  and  he  remonstrated 
with  him  on  not  asking  for  employment,  assuring  him  that 
nothing  would  be  easier  than  to  obtain  a  post  in  the  Guards 
with  his  full  rank  as  Colonel. 

"  A  man  of  your  birth  and  fortune  can  never  class  him- 
self with  the  present  Opposition,"  said  the  Prince  with  a 
smile. 

This  aristocratic  society  pleased  Modeste ;  and  not  only  that, 
during  her  visit  she  gained  a  perfection  of  manner  which,  but 
for  this  revelation,  she  would  never  in  her  life  have  acquired. 
If  you  show  a  clock  to  a  natural  mechanic,  it  is  always  enough 
to  reveal  to  him  what  mechanism  means ;  the  germs  within  him 
are  at  once  developed.  In  the  same  way,  Modeste  intuitively 
assimilated  everything  that  gave  distinction  to  the  Duchesses 
de  Maufrigneuse  and  de  Chaulieu.  To  her  each  detail  was  a 
lesson,  where  a  commonplace  woman  would  have  fallen  into 
absurdity  by  Imitating  mere  manners.  A  girl  of  good  birth, 
well  informed,  with  the  instincts  of  Modeste,  fell  naturally 
into  the  right  key,  and  discerned  the  differences  which  divide 
the  aristocratic  from  the  middle  class,  and  provincial  life  from 
that  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain ;  she  caught  the  almost 
imperceptible  shades ;  in  short,  she  recognized  the  grace  of  a 
really  fine  lady,  and  did  not  despair  of  acquiring  it. 
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In  the  midst  of  this  Olympus  she  saw  that  her  father  and 
La  Briere  were  infinitely  superior  to  Canalis.  The  great 
poet,  abdicating  his  real  and  indisputable  power,  that  of  the 
intellect,  was  nothing  but  a  Master  of  Appeals,  eager  to  be- 
come a  Minister,  anxious  for  the  collar  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor,  and  obliged  to  subserve  every  constellation.  Ernest 
de  la  Briere,  devoid  of  ambition,  was  simply  himself;  while 
Melchior,  eating  humble  pie,  to  use  a  vulgar  phrase,  paid 
court  to  the  Prince  de  Loudon,  the  Due  de  Rhetore,  the  Vi- 
comte  de  Serizy,  the  Due  de  Mauf rigneuse,  as  though  he  had 
no  liberty  of  speech  like  Colonel  Mignon,  Comte  de  la  Bastie, 
proud  of  his  services  and  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon's  esteem. 
Modeste  saw  the  continued  pre-occupation  of  a  wit  seeking  a 
point  to  raise  a  laugh,  a  brilliant  remark  to  surprise,  or  a 
compliment  to  flatter  the  high  and  mighty  personages,  on 
whose  level  he  aimed  at  keeping  himself.  In  short,  here  the 
peacock  shed  his  plumes. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  Modeste  went  to  sit  with  the 
Master  of  the  Horse  in  a  recess  of  the  drawing-room ;  she  took 
him  there  to  put  an  end  to  a  struggle  she  could  no  longer 
encourage  without  lowering  herself  in  her  own  eyes. 

"  Monsieur  le  Due,"  she  began,  "  if  you  knew  me  well,  you 
would  know  how  deeply  I  am  touched  by  your  attentions.  It 
is  precisely  the  high  esteem  I  have  for  your  character,  the 
friendship  inspired  by  such  a  nature  as  yours,  which  makes  me 
anxious  not  to  inflict  the  smallest  wound  on  your  self-respect. 
Before  you  came  to  le  Havre  I  loved  sincerely,  deeply,  and  for 
ever  a  man  who  is  worthy  to  be  loved,  and  from  whom  my 
affection  Is  still  a  secret ;  but  I  may  tell  you,  and  in  this  I  am 
more  sincere  than  most  girls,  that  if  I  had  not  been  bound  by 
this  voluntary  engagement,  you  would  have  been  my  choice, 
so  many  and  so  great  are  the  good  qualities  I  have  found  in 
you.  A  few  words  dropped  by  your  sister  and  aunt  compel 
me  to  say  this.  If  you  think  it  necessary,  by  to-morrow,  be- 
fore the  hunt,  my  mother  shall  recall  me  home  under  the 
excuse  of  serious  indisposition.  I  will  not  be  present 
without  your  consent  at  an  entertainment  arranged  by  your 
kind  care,  where,  if  my  secret  should  escape  me,  I  might  ag- 
grieve you  by  an  insult  to  your  legitimate  pretensions. 
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"  '  Why  did  I  come  ?  *  you  may  ask.  I  might  have  de- 
clined. Be  so  generous  as  not  to  make  a  crime  of  an  inevitable 
curiosity.  This  is  not  the  most  delicate  part  of  what  I  have 
to  communicate.  You  have  firmer  friends  than  you  know  of 
in  my  father  and  me ;  and  as  my  fortune  was  the  prime  motor 
in  your  mind  when  you  came  to  seek  me,  without  wishing  to 
treat  it  as  a  solace  to  the  grief  your  gallantry  requires  of 
you,  I  may  tell  you  that  my  father  is  giving  his  mind  to  the 
matter  of  the  Herouville  lands.  His  friend  Dumay  thinks  the 
scheme  feasible,  and  has  been  feeling  his  way  to  the  formation 
of  a  company.  Gobenheim,  Dumay,  and  my  father  are  each 
ready  with  fifteen  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  undertake  to 
collect  the  remainder  by  the  confidence  they  will  inspire  in  the 
minds  of  capitalists  by  taking  substantial  interest  in  the 
business. 

"  Though  I  may  not  have  the  honor  of  being  the  Duchess 
d'Herouville,  I  am  almost  certain  of  putting  you  in  the  posi- 
tion to  choose  her  one  day  with  perfect  freedom  in  the  exalted 
sphere  to  which  she  belongs. — Oh,  let  me  finish,"  said  she,  at  a 
gesture  of  the  Duke's. 

"  It  is  easy  to  see  from  my  brother's  agitation,"  said 
Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  to  her  niece,  "  that  you  have  gained 
a  sister." 

"  Monsieur  le  Due,  I  decided  on  this  on  the  day  of  our  first 
ride  together,  when  I  heard  you  lamenting  your  position. 
This  is  what  I  wanted  to  tell  you;  on  that  day  my  fate  was 
sealed.  If  you  have  not  won  a  wife,  you  have,  at  any  rate, 
found  friends  at  Ingouville,  if,  indeed,  you  will  accept  us  as 
friends." 

This  little  speech  which  Modeste  had  prepared  was  uttered 
with  such  soul-felt  charm  that  tears  rose  to  the  Duke's  eyes. 
He  seized  Modeste's  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"  Remain  here  for  the  hunt,"  said  he.  "  My  small  merit 
has  accustomed  me  to  such  refusals.  But  while  I  accept  your 
friendship  and  the  Colonel's,  allow  me  to  assure  myself,  by  in- 
quiring of  the  most  competent  experts,  that  the  reclaiming  of 
the  marsh  lands  of  Herouville  will  involve  the  Company  of 
which  you  speak  in  no  risks,  but  may  bring  in  some  profits, 
before  I  accept  the  liberality  of  your  friends. 
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"  You  are  a  noble  girl,  and  though  it  breaks  mj  heart  to 
be  no  more  than  your  friend,  I  shall  glory  in  the  title,  and 
prove  it  to  you  whenever  and  wherever  I  find  occasion." 

"  At  any  rate,  Monsieur  le  Due,  let  us  keep  the  secret  to 
ourselves.  My  choice  will  not  be  announced,  unless  I  am 
greatly  mistaken,  till  my  mother  is  completely  cured;  for  it  is 
my  desire  that  my  plighted  husband  and  I  should  be  blessed 
with  her  first  glances." 

"  Ladies,"  said  the  Prince  de  Cadignan  at  the  moment  when 
all  were  going  to  bed,  "  I  remember  that  several  of  you  pro- 
posed to  follow  the  hunt  with  us  to-morrow ;  now  I  think  it  my 
duty  to  inform  you,  that  if  you  are  bent  on  being  Dianas,  you 
must  rise  with  the  dawn.  The  meet  is  fixed  for  half-past 
eight.  I  have  often  in  the  course  of  my  life  seen  women  dis- 
play greater  courage  than  men,  but  only  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  you  will  all  need  a  certain  modicum  of  determination  to 
remain  on  horseback  for  a  whole  day  excepting  during  the 
halt  called  for  luncheon — a  mere  snack,  as  beseems  sportsmen 
and  sportswomen. — Are  you  still  all  resolved  to  prove  your- 
selves gallant  horsewomen  ?  " 

"  I,  Prince,  cannot  help  myself,"  said  Modeste  slyly. 

"  I  can  answer  for  myself,"  said  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu. 

"  I  know  my  daughter  Diane ;  she  is  worthy  of  her  name," 
replied  the  Prince.  "  Well,  then,  you  are  all  primed  for  the 
sport.  However,  for  the  sake  of  Madame  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Verneuil,  who  remain  at  home,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  turn 
the  stag  to  the  further  end  of  the  pool." 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy,  ladies,  the  hunters'  snack  will  be  served 
under  a  splendid  marquee,"  said  the  Prince  de  Loudon  when 
the  Master  of  the  Hounds  had  left  the  room. 

Next  morning  at  daybreak  everything  promised  fine 
weather.  The  sky,  lightly  veiled  with  gray  mist,  showed 
through  it  here  and  there  in  patches  of  pure  blue,  and  it 
would  be  entirely  cleared  before  noon  by  a  northwest  breeze, 
which  was  already  sweeping  up  some  little  fleecy  clouds.  As 
they  left  the  Chateau,  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  the  Prince  de 
Loudon,  and  the  Due  de  Rhetore,  who,  having  no  ladies  under 
their  care,  started  first  for  the  meet,  saw  the  chimneys  of  the 
house  piercing  through  the  veil-mist  in  white  masses  against 
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the  russet  foliage,  whicli  the  trees  in  Normandy  never  lose  till 
quite  the  end  of  a  fine  autumn. 

"  The  ladies  are  in  luck,"  said  the  Prince  to  the  Due  de 
Rhetore. 

"  Oh,  in  spite  of  their  bravado  last  night,  I  fancy  they  will 
leave  us  to  hunt  without  them,"  replied  the  Due  de  Verneuil. 

"  Yes,  if  they  had  not  each  a  gentleman-in-waiting,"  re- 
torted the  Duke. 

At  this  moment  these  determined  sportsmen — for  the  Prince 
de  Loudon  and  the  Due  de  Rhetore  are  of  the  race  of  Nimrod, 
and  supposed  to  be  the  finest  shots  of  the  Faubourg  Saint- 
Germain — heard  the  noise  of  an  altercation,  and  rode  forward 
at  a  gallop  to  the  clearing  appointed  for  the  meet,  at  one  of 
the  openings  into  the  Forest  of  Rosembray,  and  remarkable 
for  a  mossy  knoll.  This  was  the  subject  of  the  quarrel.  The 
Prince  de  Loudon,  bitten  by  Anglomania,  had  placed  at  the 
Due  de  Verneuil's  orders  the  whole  of  his  stable  and  kennel,  in 
the  English  style  throughout.  On  one  side  of  the  clearing 
stood  a  young  Englishman,  short,  fair,  insolent-looking, 
and  cool,  speaking  French  after  a  fashion,  and  dressed  with 
the  neatness  that  characterises  Englishmen  even  of  the  lowest 
class.  John  Barry  had  a  tunic-coat  of  scarlet  cloth  belted 
round  the  waist,  silver  buttons  with  the  arms  of  Verneuil, 
white  doeskin  breeches,  top-boots,  a  striped  waistcoat,  and  a 
black  velvet  collar  and  cap.  In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  hunt- 
ing-crop, and  in  his  left,  hanging  by  a  silk  cord,  was  a  brass 
horn.  The  chief  huntsman  had  with  him  two  large  thorough- 
bred hounds,  pure  fox-hounds  with  white  coats  spotted  with 
tan,  high  on  their  legs,  with  keen  noses,  small  heads,  and  short 
ears,  high  up.  This  man,  one  of  the  most  famous  huntsmen 
of  the  country  whence  the  Prince  had  sent  for  him  at  great  ex- 
pense, ruled  over  fifteen  hunters  and  sixty  English-bred  dogs, 
which  cost  the  Due  de  Verneuil  enormous  sums ;  though  he 
cared  httle  for  sport,  he  indulged  his  son  in  this  truly  royal 
taste.  The  subordinates,  men  and  horses,  stood  some  little 
way  off,  and  kept  perfect  silence. 

Now  on  arriving  on  the  ground,  John  found  there  three 
huntsmen  with  three  packs  of  the  King's  hounds  that  had 
arrived  before  him  in  carts ;  the  Prince  de  Cadignan's  three 
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best  men,  whose  figures,  both  in  character  and  costume,  were  a 
perfect  contrast  with  the  representative  of  insolent  Albion. 
These,  the  Prince's  favorites,  all  wearing  three-cornered 
cocked  hats,  very  low  and  flat,  beneath  which  grinned  tanned, 
wrinkled,  weather-beaten  faces,  lighted  up  as  it  were  by  their 
twinkhng  eyes,  were  curiously  dry,  lean,  and  sinewy  men, 
burnt  up  with  the  passion  for  sport.  Each  was  provided 
with  a  large  bugle  hung  about  with  green  worsted  cords  that 
left  nothing  visible  but  the  bell  of  the  trumpet;  they  kept 
their  dogs  in  order  by  the  eye  and  voice.  The  noble  brutes, 
all  splashed  with  liver-color  and  black,  each  with  his  individual 
expression,  as  distinct  as  Napoleon's  soldiers,  formed  a  posse 
of  subjects  more  faithful  than  those  whom  the  King  was  at 
that  moment  addressing — their  eyes  lighting  up  at  the 
slightest  sound  with  a  spark  that  glittered  like  a  diamond — 
this  one  from  Poitou,  short  in  the  loins,  broad-shouldered,  low 
on  the  ground,  long-eared,  that  one  an  English  dog,  white, 
slim  in  the  belly,  with  short  ears,  and  made  for  coursing:  all 
the  young  hounds  eager  to  give  tongue,  while  their  elders, 
seamed  with  scars,  lay  quiet,  at  full  length,  their  heads  rest- 
ing on  their  fore-paws,  and  listening  on  the  ground  like  wild 
men  of  the  woods. 

On  seeing  the  English  contingent,  the  dogs  and  the  King's 
men  looked  at  each  other,  asking  without  saying  a  word — 

"  Are  we  not  to  hunt  by  ourselves?  Is  not  this  a  slur  on 
His  Majesty's  Royal  Hunt?  " 

After  beginning  with  some  banter,  the  squabble  had  grown 
warm  between  Monsieur  Jacquin  la  Roulie,  the  old  Chief 
Huntsman  of  the  French  force,  and  John  Barry  the  young 
Briton. 

While  still  at  some  distance  the  princes  guessed  what  had 
given  rise  to  the  quarrel,  and  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  put- 
ting spurs  to  his  horse,  ended  the  matter  by  asking  in  a  com- 
manding tone — 

"Who  beat  the  wood?" 

"  I,  Monseigneur,"  said  the  Englishman. 

"  Very  good,"  said  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  listening  to 
John  Barry's  report. 

Men  and  dogs,  all  alike,  were  respectful  in  the  presence  of 


256  MODESTE  MIGNON 

the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  as  though  all  alike  recognized  his 
supreme  authority.  The  Prince  planned  the  order  of  the 
day ;  for  a  hunt  is  like  a  battle,  and  Charles  X.'s  Master  of 
the  Hounds  was  a  Napoleon  of  the  forest.  Thanks  to  the 
admirable  discipline  carried  out  by  his  orders  in  stable  and 
kennel,  he  could  give  his  whole  mind  to  strategy  and  the 
science  of  the  chase.  He  assigned  a  place  in  the  proceedings 
of  the  day  to  the  Prince  de  Loudon's  hounds  and  men,  reserv- 
ing them,  like  a  cavalry  corps,  to  turn  the  stag  back  on  the 
pool,  in  the  event  of  the  King's  packs  succeeding,  as  he  hoped, 
in  forcing  the  game  into  the  Royal  demesne  lying  in  the  dis- 
tance in  front  of  the  Chateau.  He  gratified  the  self-respect 
of  his  own  old  retainers  by  giving  them  the  hardest  work,  and 
that  of  the  Englishman,  whom  he  employed  in  his  own  special 
line,  by  giving  him  an  opportunity  of  displaying  the  strength 
of  limb  of  his  dogs  and  horses.  Thus  the  two  methods  would 
work  against  each  other,  and  do  wonders  to  excite  reciprocal 
emulation. 

"  Are  we  to  wait  any  longer,  Monseigneur.?  "  asked  La 
Roulie  respectfully. 

"  I  understand  you,  old  friend,"  replied  the  Prince.  "  It 
is  late,  but " 

"  Here  come  the  ladies,  for  Jupiter  scents  the  fetish 
odors,"  said  the  second  huntsman,  observing  the  nose  of  his 
favorite  hound. 

"  Fetish.''  "  repeated  the  Prince  de  Loudon  with  a  smile. 

"  He  probably  means  fetid,"  said  the  Due  de  Rhetore. 

"  That  is  it,  no  doubt,  for  everything  that  does  not  smell 
of  the  kennel  is  poisonous,  according  to  Monsieur  Laravine," 
replied  the  Prince. 

In  point  of  fact,  the  three  gentlemen  could  see  in  the  dis- 
tance a  party  of  sixteen  riders,  and  fluttering  at  their  head 
the  green  veils  of  four  ladies.  Modeste,  with  her  father,  the 
Due  d'Herouville,  and  little  La  Briere,  was  in  front,  with  the 
Duchess  de  Maufrigneuse  attended  by  the  Vicomte  de  Serizy. 
Then  came  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  with  Canalis  at  her  side, 
she  smiling  at  him  with  no  sign  of  rancor.  On  reaching  the 
clearing,  where  the  huntsmen,  dressed  in  red,  holding  their 
hunting  horns,  and  surrounded  by  dogs  and  beaters,  formed  a 


MODESTE  MIGNON  257 

group  worthy  of  the  brush  of  Van  der  Meulen,  the  Duchesse 
de  Chaulieu,  an  admirable  figure  on  horseback,  though  some- 
what too  stout,  drew  up  close  to  Modeste,  feeling  it  beneath 
her  dignity  to  sulk  with  the  young  person  to  whom,  the  day 
before,  she  had  not  spoken  a  word. 

Just  at  the  moment  when  the  Master  of  the  Hounds  had 
ended  his  compliments  on  such  fabulous  punctuality,  Eleonore 
condescended  to  remark  the  splendid  whip  handle  that  sparkled 
in  Modcste's  little  hand,  and  graciously  begged  to  examine  it. 

"  It  is  the  finest  thing  in  its  way  that  I  have  ever  seen," 
said  she,  showing  the  gem  to  Diane  de  Maufrigneuse ;  "  but, 
indeed,  it  is  in  harmony  with  the  owner's  whole  person,"  she 
added,  as  she  returned  it  to  Modeste. 

"  You  will  confess,  Madame,"  replied  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Bastie,  with  a  mischievous  but  tender  glance  at  La  Briere,  in 
which  he  could  read  an  avowal,  "  that  it  is  a  very  strange  gift 
as  coming  from  a  future  husband " 

"  Indeed,"  exclaimed  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse,  "  I  should 
regard  it  as  a  recognition  of  my  rights,  remembering  Louis 
XIV." 

There  were  tears  in  La  Briere's  eyes ;  he  dropped  his  bridle, 
and  was  ready  to  fall ;  but  another  look  from  Modeste  recalled 
him  to  himself,  by  warning  him  not  to  betray  his  happiness. 

The  cavalcade  set  out. 

Tlie  Due  d'Herouville  said  in  a  low  voice  to  La  Briere :  "  i 
hope.  Monsieur,  that  you  will  make  your  wife  happy,  and  if  I 
can  in  any  way  serve  you,  command  me;  for  I  should  be  de- 
lighted to  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  two  such  charming 
people." 

This  great  day,  when  such  important  Interests  of  hearts 
and  fortunes  were  definitely  settled,  to  the  Master  of  the 
Hounds  offered  no  other  problem  but  that  as  to  whether  the 
stag  would  cross  the  pool,  and  be  killed  on  the  grass  slope 
within  sight  of  the  Chateau ;  for  huntsmen  of  such  experience 
are  like  chess  players,  who  can  foresee  a  checkmate  many 
moves  ahead.  The  fortunate  old  gentleman  succeeded  to  the 
height  of  his  wishes ;  the  run  was  splendid,  and  the  ladies  re- 
lieved him  of  their  presence  on  the  next  day  but  one,  which 
proved  to  be  rainy. 
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The  Due  de  Vernoull's  guests  remained  three  days  atRosem- 
braj.  On  the  last  morning  the  Gazette  de  France  contained 
the  announcement  that  M.  le  Baron  de  Canalis  was  appointed 
to  the  rank  of  Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  and  the 
post  of  Minister  at  Carlsruhe. 

When,  early  in  the  month  of  December,  the  Comtesse  de  la 
Bastie  was  operated  on  by  Desplein,  and  could  at  last  see 
Ernest  de  la  Briere,  she  pressed  Modeste's  hand,  and  said  in 
her  ear — 

"  I  should  have  chosen  him." 

Towards  the  end  of  February  all  the  documents  relating 
to  the  acquisition  of  the  estates  were  signed  by  the  worthy 
and  excellent  Latournelle,  Monsieur  Mignon's  attorney  in 
Provence.  At  this  time  the  family  of  la  Bastie  obtained  from 
His  Majesty  the  distinguished  honor  of  his  signature  to  the 
marriage  contract,  and  the  transmission  of  the  title  and  the 
arms  of  la  Bastie  to  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  who  was  authorized 
to, call  himself  the  Vicomte  de  la  Bastie-la  Briere.  The  estate 
of  la  Bastie,  reconstituted  to  yield  more  than  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  a  year,  was  entailed  by  letters  patent  regis- 
tered by  the  Court  in  the  month  of  April. 

La  Briere's  witnesses  were  Canalis  and  the  Minister  whose 
private  secretary  he  had  been  for  five  years.  Those  who 
signed  for  the  bride  were  the  Due  d'Herouville  and  Desplein, 
for  whom  the  Mignons  cherished  enduring  gratitude,  after 
giving  him  magnificent  proofs  of  it. 

By  and  by,  perhaps,  in  this  long  record  of  our  manners,  we 
may  meet  again  with  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  la  Briere-la 
Bastie,  and  connoisseurs  will  then  perceive  how  easy  and  sweet 
a  tie  is  marriage  when  the  wife  is  well  informed  and  clever ;  for 
Modeste,  who  kept  her  promise  of  avoiding  all  the  absurdities 
of  pedantry,  is  still  the  pride  and  delight  of  her  husband,  of 
her  family,  and  of  her  circle  of  friends. 

Paeis,  March- July  1844. 
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